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INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 



Statb o:p tub Tkxt, and Chronoloqt, of Romeo and Jdubt. 

RoMBO and Juliet was first printed in the year 1697, under the following title: — "An excellent 
conceited Tragedie of Romeo and Juliet. As it hath been often (with great applause) plaid 
publiquely, by the right honourable the L. of Hunadon his Seruants." This edition, a copy of 
which is of great rarity and value, was reprinted by Steevens, in his collection of twenty of the 
plays of Shakspere. 

The second edition of Romeo and Juliet was printed in 1599, under the following title : — ** The 
most excellent and lamentable Tragedie, of Romeo and Juliet Newly corrected, augmented, and 
amended: As it hath bene sundry times publiquely acted, by the right Honourable the Lord 
Chamberlaine his Seruants." This edition is also rare ; but we have had the advantsge of using a 
copy in the British Museum. 

The subsequent original editions are,— an undated quarto; a quarto in 1607; a quarto in 1609, 
which has also been reprinted by Steevens; and the folio of 1628. Ail these editions are founded 
upon the quarto of 1699, from which they differ very slightly. 

We have taken the folio of 1628 as the basis of our text, indicating the differences between that 
text and the quartos subsequent to that of 1697, whenever any occur. But we have not attempted 
to make up a text, as was done by Pope, and subsequently by Steevens, out of the amended quarto 
of 1699 and the original of 1697. In some' instances, indeed, the quarto of 1697 is of importance 
in the formation of a text, for the correction of typographical errors, which have run through the 
subsequent editions. Wherever our text differs from that commonly received, we state the difference, 
and the reasons for that difference. Our general reasons for founding the text upon the folio of 1623, 
which isy in truth, to found it upon the quarto of 1599, are as follows : — 

The quarto of 1699 was declared to be "Newly corrected, augmented, and amended." There 
can be no doubt whatever that the corrections, augmentations, and emendations were those of the 
author. There are typographical errors in this edition, and in all the editions, and occasional 
confusions of the metrical arrangement, which render it more than probable that Shakspere did not 
see the proofls of his printed works. But that the copy, both of the first edition and of the second^ 
was derived from him, is, to our minds, perfectly certain. We know of nothing in literary history 
more curious or more instructive than the example of minute attention, as well as consummate skill, 
exhibited by Shakspere in correcting, augmenting^ and amending the first copy of this play. We 
would ask, then, upon what canon of criticism can an editor be justified in foisting into a copy 

Tragedies.— Vol. I. fi 2 8 
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INTRODUCTOEY NOTICE 

■o corrected, peosagee of tbe original copy, which the matured judgment of the author had rejected f 
Easentially the queation ought not to be determined by any arbitrement whatever other than the 
Judgment of the author. Even if his correctionB did not appear, in every case, to be improvementa, 
we should be still bound to receive them with respect and deference. We would not, indeed, 
attempt to establish it as a rule implicitly to be followed, that an authot's last corrections are 
to be invariably adopted; for, as in the case of Cowper^s Homer, and Tasso's Jerusalem, the 
corrections which these poets made in their first productions, whm their faculties were in a great 
degree clouded and worn out> are properly considered as not entitled to supersede what they 
produced in brighter and happier hours. Mr. Southey has admirably stated the reason for this in 
the advertisement to his edition of Cowper^s Homer. But in the case of Shakspere's Romeo and 
Juliet, the corrections and augmentations were made by him at that epoch of his life when he 
exhibited "all the graces and facilities of a genius in full possession and habitual exercise of 
power."* The amgmeiUatwMy with one or two very trifling exceptions, are amongst the most 
masterly passages in the whole play> and include many of the lines that are invariably turned to, as 
some of the hi^^est examples of i^tical beauty. These augmentations, further, are so large in 
their amount^ that, in Steevens* reprint, the first edition occupies only seventy-three pages ; while 
the edition of 1609, in the same volume, printed in the same type as the first edition, occupies 
ninetff^ne pages. The wrrectumi are made with such exceeding judgment, such marvellous tact, 
that of themselves they completely overthrow the theory, so long submitted to, that Shakspere was 
a careless writer. Such being the oase^ we consider ourselves justified in treating the labour of 
Steeveni and other editors, in making a patchwoiii text out of the author*8 first and second copies, as 
Titterly worthless. We most readily acknowledge our own particular obligations to them ; for, unless 
they had collected a great mass of materials, no modem edition could have been properly undertaken. 
In attempting to settle the Chbokoloot of Shakspere's plays, there are, as in every other case of 
literary history, two species of evidence to be regarded — ^the extrinsic and the intrinsic. Of the former 
species of evidence we have the one important fact that a Romeo and Juliet by Shakspere, however 
v^anting in the completeness of ithe Romeo and Juliet which we now possess, was published in 1597. 
The enumeration of this play, therefore, in the list by Fronds Meres, in 1598, adds nothii^ to our 
previous information. In the same manner, the mention of this play by Marston, in his tenth satire, 
first published in 1599, only shows us how popular it was : — 

* Lnscus, that's play'd to-day ? i' faith, now I know i 
1 tee thy llpa abroach, ttom whence doth flow 
Naught but pure Juliet and Romeo." 

The "ooxrected, amended, and augmented" copy of Romeo and Juliet was printed in 1599; and 
as Marston's tenth satire did not appear in his " Three Books of Satires," first printed in 1598, 
it is by no means improbable that his mention of the play referred to the improved copy which 
was in that year being acted by "The Lord Chamberlain his servants." We might here 
dismiss the extrinsic evidence ; but Malone thinks, contrary to his original opinion of the date of 
the play, that the statement in the title-page of the original quarto, "that it had been often 
(with great applause) plaid publiquely by the right honourable Lord Hunsdon his servants," 
decides that it was first played in 1596. His reasons are these:— Henry Lord Hunsdon, and 
George Lord Hunsdon, his son, each filled the office of Lord Chamberlain under Elizabeth. 
Henry, the father, died on the 22nd July, 1596. Shakspere's company, during the life of this 
lord, were called the " Lord Chamberlain's men ; " but, according to Malone, they bore t^is 
designation, not as being attached to the Lord Chamberlain officially, but as tiie servants 
of Lord Hunsdon, whose title, as a nobleman, was merged in that of his office. George Lord 
Hunsdon was not appointed Lord Chamberlain till April, 1597; and in the interval after the 
death of his father his company of comedians were not the Lord Chamberlain's servants, but 
Lord Hunsdon's servants. This, no doubt, is decisive as to the phiy being performed before 
Geoige Lord Hunsdon; but it is not in any degree decisive as to the play not having been 
performed without the advantage of this nobleman's patronage. The first date of the printing of 
any play of Shakspere goes a very short way to determine the date of its theatrical production. 
We are rery much in the dark as to the mode in which a play passed from one form of publication, 

* Ooleridge'a Literary Reroaloa. 
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ihat of ihe lAieatVe, into aDot&er form of piiblioatioti, that of the prees. ' It is bo eVidencey therefore, to 
our mmdii, that, because the Romeo and Juliet first printed in *1697 is stated to have been publicly 
acte<l by the Lot^ Hunsdon his servants, it was not publioly acted long before, under circumstances 
that would appear leSff attractive in the bookseller's tiile-page. 

Of the positive intriimc evidence of the date of Romeo and Juliet, the play, as it appears to us, only 
furnishes one passage. The Nurse, describing the time when Juliet was weaned, says, 

" On Lsmtnas-eTe at night itaaH^he be foorteen; 
That shall she, marry i I remember it well. 
T is sinoe the earthquake now eleven years ; 

• • • .• .*. • • 

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall, 

...... - . • -• ••- ,•»-.»•-' 

Shake, quoCh the dove-house; '4 was no need I trow, 

To bid me trudge. 

And sinoe that time it is eleven years." 

All this particularity with reference to the earthquake. 



- 1 never shall forget it,~ 



Of all the days of the year "— 

was for the audience. The poet had to exhibit the minuteness with which unlettered people, and 
old people in partioular, establish a date, by reference to iK>me circumstance which has made a 
particular impression upon their Imagination ; but in this case he chose a circumstance which would 
be famfliar to his audience, and would have produced a corresponding impression upon themselves. 
Tyrwhitt v^as the first to point out that this passage had^ in all probability, a' reference to the great 
earthquake which happened in England in 1080. Stoi^ has described this earthquake minutely in 
his Chronicle, and so has Holinshed. " On the 6th of April, 1580, being Wednesday in Easter 
week, about six o'clock toward evening, a sudden earthquake happening in London, and almost 
generally throughout all Eng^land, caused such an amazednees among the people as was wonderftd 
for the time, and caused them to make their earnest prayers to Almighty Qod ! " The circumstances 
attendant upon this earthquake show that the remembrance of it would not have easily passed away 
from the. minds, of the people. The great clock in the palace at Westminster, and divers other 
clocks and bells, struck of themselves against the hammers with the shaking of the earth. The 
lawyers supping in the Temple ** ran from the tables, and out of their halls, with their knives in their 
hands." The people assembled at the tiieatres rushed forth into the fields lest the galleries should 
&1L The roof of Christ Church near to Newgate-market was so shaken, that a large stone dropped 
out of it, killing one person, and mortally wounding another, it being sermon-tinle. Chimneys 
toppled down, houses were shattered. Shakspere, therefore, could not have mentioned an earth- 
quake with the minuteness of the passage in the Nurse's speech without immediately calling up 
some associations in the minds of his audience. He knew the double world in which an excited 
audience lives, — ^the half belief in the world of poetiy amongst which they are placed during a 
theatrical representation, and the half consciousness of the external world of their ordinary life. 
The ready ilisposition of every audience to make a transition from the scene before them to the 
scene in which they ordinarily move, — to assimilate what is shadowy and distant with what is 
distinct and at hand, — ^is perfectly well known to all who are acquainted with the machinery of the 
drama. Actors seize upon the principle to pei^etrate the grossest violations pf good taste; and 
authors who write for present applause invariably do the saqae when they offer us, in their dialogue, 
a passing allusion, which is technically called a dap-trap. In the case before us, even if Shakspere 
had not this principle in view, the association of the English earthquake must have been strongly in 
his mind when he made the Nurse date from an earthqi^ike. Without reference to the circumstance 
of Juliet's age^ 

*< Even or odd, of all days in the year. 
Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen^ ' 

he would naturally, dating from the earthquake^ have made the date refer to the period of hk 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 

writing the patssage instetd of the period of Juliet's beug weaned :~" Then the could stand alone." 
But, according to the Nurse's chronology, Juliet had not arrived at that epoch in the lives of children 
till she was three years old. The very contradiction shows that Shakspere had another object in 
view than that of making the Nurse's chronology tally \Tith the age of her nursling. Had he 
written — 

" 'T is since the earthquake now just UUrUem yean," 

we should not have been so ready to beliere that tlomeo and Juliet was written in 1593 ; but as he 
has written — 

•' 'Tls since the earthquake now eleven years," 

in defiance of a very obvious calculation on the part of the Nurse, we have no doubt that he wrote the 
passage eleven years after the earthquake of 1580, and that the passage being also meant to fix the 
attention of an audience, the play was produced, aa well as written, in 1691. 

Reasoning such as this would, we acknowledge, be very weak if it were unsupported by evidence 
deduced from the general character of the performance, with reference to the maturity of the author^s 
powers. But, taken in connexion with that evidence, it becomes important. Now, we have no 
hesitation in believing, although it would be exceedingly difficult to commimicate the grounds of our 
belief fully to our readers, that the alterations made by Shakspere upon his first copy of Romeo and 
Juliet, as prmted in 1597 (which alterations are shown in his second copy as printed in 1599), exhibit 
diffnrences as to the quality of his mind— diffbrenoes in judgment — di£ferenoes in the cast of thought 
— difierenoes in poetical power — ^whioh cannot be accounted for by the growth of his mind during tw6 
years only. If the first Romeo and Juliet were produced in 1591, and the second in 1599, we have an 
interval of eight jenrs, in which some of his most finished works had been given to the world. During 
this period his richness, as well as his sweetness, had been developed ; and it is this development 
which is so remarkable in the superadded passages in Romeo and Juliet We almost fancy that the 
*' Queen llab" speech will of itself famish an example of what we mean. 

" Her chariot is an empty hasel-nut. 
Made by the Joiner Squirrel, or old Grub, 
Time out of mind the fSsiries' coach-makers." 

These lines are not in the first copy ; but how beautifully they fit in after the description of the 
spokes— the cover — the traces — the collars — ^tlie whip — and the waggoner ; while, in their peculiarly 
rich and picturesque effect, they stand out before all the rest of the passage. Then, the ** I have seen 
the day — * ♦ • *t is gone, 't is gone, 't is gone," of old Capulet, seems to si>eak more of the middle- 
aged than of the youthful poet, of whom all the passages by which it is surrounded are characteristic. 
Again, the lines in the friar^s soliloquy, beginning 

'* The earth, that 's nature's mother, is her tomb," 

look like the work of one who bad been reading and thinking more deeply of nature's mysteries 
than in his first delineation of the benevolent philosophy of this good old man. But, as we 
adTanoe in the play, the development of the writer's powers is more and more displayed in his 
additions. The examples are far too numerous for us to particularize many of them. The critical 
reader may trace what has been added by our foot-notes. We would especially direct attention to 
the soliloquy of Juliet in the fifth Scene of Act II. ;— to her soliloquy, also, in the second Scene of 
Act III.;— and to her great soliloquy, before taking the draught, in the fourth Act We have 
given this last passage as it stood in the original copy ; and we confidently believe that whoever 
peruses it with attention will entertain little doubt that the original sketch was the work of a much 
younger man than the perfect composition which we now possess. The whole of the magnificent 
speech of Romeo in the tomb may be said to be re-written : and it produces in us precisely the same 
impression, that it was the work of a genius much more mature than that which is exhibited in the 
original copy. 

Tieck, who, as a translator of Shakspere, and as a profound and beautiful oritic, has done very 
much for cultivating the knowledge, built upon love, which the Germans possess of our poet, has not 
6 
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beea tramtnened by Ifaldne and Cbalniera, but hat placed Romeo and Juliet amongst Shalcspere's 
early plays. We haye no exact statements on this subject by Tieck; but, in a very delightful 
imaginary scene b^ween Marlowe and Greene, be has made Marlowe desciibe to his brother dramatist 
the first performanoe of Romeo and Juliet to which he had been witness.* Tieck has made this 
imaginary conversation a vehicle for the nooet enthusiastic praise of this play. Marlowe describes the 
performance as taking place at the palace of the Lord Hunsdon He had expected, he says, that one 
of his own plays would have been performed ; but he found that it was *'that old poem, which we 
have all long known, worked up into a tragedy." After Marlowe has run through the general 
charaoteristies of the play, with an eloquent admiration, mingled with deep regret that he himself had 
been able to approach so distantly the excellence of that " out-sounding mouth, which a god-like muse 
has herself inspired with the sweetest of her kisses,*' he thus replies to Greene's inquiry as to who was 
the poet :—** Wilt thon believe f — one of Henslowe's oommon oomedians, who has already served him 
many years on very low wages.** "And now, if thy fever has passed," said Greene, "let us look on 
this thing in the broad light. This is merely such a passing.ajiparition as we have seen many of 
before —admired, giH[>ed at, praised without limit, — but full of fluAte and imperfections, and soon to be 
altogether foigotten.*' " The same thing," said Marlowe, "the same words were whispered to me by 
my base envy, when I observed the universal delight^ tiie deep emotion, of every spectator. I 
endeavoured to comfort mys^ therewitii, and again to recover my lost honours in this miserable 
manner. I ied fh>m the company ; and the house ole ward, who hiKl acted as an assistant, gave me the 
maanseript of the play. In my lonely chamber I sat and read the whole night, and read again,^and 
each time admired the more ; for mudi that had appeared to me episodical or superfluous, acquired, 
on more exact examination, a dgnificancy and needful fulness. The good house-steward gave me also 
snother poem, which the author has not yet quite completed, Venus and Adonis, that I might read it 
in my nightly leisure. My friend, even here, even in this sweet narrative,-— even in this soft speech 
and voluptuous imagery, — ^in this intoxicating realm, where I, till now, only looked upon likenesses of 
myself — ^I am completely, completely, beaten. O this man, this more iiian mortal, to him (I feel as if 
my life depends on it) I must become the most intimate friend or the most bitter enemy. Either I 
will yet find my way to him, ur I wUl sneoumb to this Apollo, and he may then speak over m^? 
outstretdied oovpse tiie last words of pnuie or blame.** Tieck has thus decidedly placed the date of 
its performance before 1592,— fol^ 'Greene died in that year, and Marlowe in the year following. The 
Venus and Adonis, which is here mentioned as not qtute completed, was published in 1693. Heck 
built his opinion, no doubt^ upon internal evidence ; and upon this evidence we must be content to let 
the question reek 



Supposed Source of tbe Plot. 

When Dante reproaches the Emperor Albert for neglect of Italy,— 

'< Thy sire sad thou have ■uflrer'd thus, 

Through inptedinast of yonder realms detain *d, 
The garden of the empire to run waste,"— 

Headds,^ 

«* Come, see the CapuleU snd Montaguet, 
The PUippesehi and Monaldl, man 
¥rho ear'st ior nought I thoae sunk in grief, and these 
With dive suspicion tack'd." t 

The Capulets and Montagues were amongst the fierce spirits who, according to the poet, had 
rendered Italy ** savage and unmanageable.** The Emperor Albert was murdered in 1808; and 

• DichtOTlebtn. von Tieck. Berlin, 1W8, p. 118, ftc ♦ Pmrgatonf, Canto 6. Ctayt iramtaffm. 
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INTKODUCTORY NOTICR 

tho V^roheed, who belief e the story of Romeo and Juliet to be historically true, Bi the date of thia 
tragedy aa 1808. At that period the Scalaa, or Scaligers, ruled oyer Verona. 

K the records of history tell us little of the fair Gapulet and her loved Montague, whom Shakspere 
has made immortal, the novelists have seized upon the subjecti as might be expected, from its interest 
and its obscurity. Massuccio, a Neapolitan, who lived libout 1470, was, it is supposed, the writer who 
first gave a somewhat similar story the clothing of a connected fiction. He places the scene at Sienna, 
and, of course, there is no mention of the Montagues and Capuiets. The story, too, of Massuccio 
varies in its catastrophe ; the bride recovering from her lethargy, produced by the same means as in 
the case of Juliet ; and the husband being executed for a murdiar which had caused him to ^ee from 
his country. Mr. Douce haa endeavoured to trace back the groundwork of the tale to a Qreek 
romance by Xenophon Ephesius. Luigi da Porto, of Vicenza, gave a oonneoted form to the legend of 
Bokneo and Juliet, in a novel, under the title of ** La Giulietta," which waa pubGshed after his death 
in 1535. Luigi, in an epistle which is prefixed to this work, states that the stoiy was told him by "an 
archer of mine, whose name was Peregrine, a man about fifty years old, well practised in the militaiy 
art, a pleasant companion, and, like almost all his countrymen of Yerdna, a great talker." Bandello, 
in 1554, published a novel on the same subject^ the ninth of his second oollection. It begins "when 
the Scaligers were lords of Verona," and goes oh to say that these events 'hapt>ened " under 
Bartholomew Scaliger" (Bartolomeo della Scala). The various materials to be found in these sources 
were embodied in a French novel by Pierre Boisteau, a translation of which was published by Painter 
in his Palace of Pleasure, in 1567 ; and upon this French story was founded the' English poem by 
Arthur Brooke, published in 1562, under the title of "The tragicall Histoiye of Romeus and Juliet, 
written first in Italian by Bandell, and nowe in Englishe by Ar. Br." - It appears highly probable 
that an English play upon the same subject had appeared previous to Brooke's poem ; for a copy 
of that poem, which was in the possession of the Rev. H. White, of Lichfield, contains the 
following passage, in an address to the reader: — " Though I saw the same argument lately set 
forth on the stage with more commendation than I can l6ok for: being there much better set 
foorth than I have or can dooe, yet the same matter, penned as it is, may serve to lyke good effect, 
if the readers do brynge with them lyke good myndes, to consider it, which hath the more 
incouraged me. to publish it, suche as it is." We thus see that Shakspere had materiuls enough to 
< work upon. But, in addition to these sources, there is a play by Lope de Vega in which the 
incidents are very similar ; and an Italian tragedy also by Luigi Qroto which Mr. Walker, in his 
historical memoir of Italian tragedy, thinks that the English bard read with profit. Mr. Walker 
gives us passages in support of his assertion, such aa a description of a nightingale when the lorerS 
are parting, which appear to confirm this opinion. 

To attempt to show, as many have attempted, what Shakspere took from the poem of the Romeoa 
and Juliet) and what from Painter's Palace of Pleasure — ^how he was "wretchedly misled in his 
catastrophe," as Mr. Dunlop has it> because he had not read Luigi da Porto-— and how he invented 
only one incident throughout the play, that of the death of Paris, and created only one character^ that 
of Mercutio, according to the sagacious Mrs. Ijenoz— appears to us somewhat idLe work. 



Pje&iod of thb Aonoir, and Manners. 

Thk slight foundation of historical truth which can be established in the legend of Romeo and 
Juliet— that of the "civil broils" of the two rival houses of Verona— would place the period of 
the action about the time of Dante. But this one circumstance ought not, as it appears to us, very 
strictly to limit this period. The legend is so obscure, that we may be justified in carrying its date 
forward or backward, to the extent even of a century, if anything may be gained by such a freedom. 
In this case, we may venture to associate the story with the period which followed the times of 
Petrarch and Boccaccio— verging towards the close of the fourteenth oentuiy— a period full of rich 
associationa. Then, the literary treasures of the ancient world had been rescued ottt of the dost 
8 
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Mid dackneBS of agei,— the langoage of Italy had been fonned, in great part, by the marvelloiis 
" Visiona*' of her greatest poet ; painting had been reviyed by Qiotto and Cimabue ; architecture had 
pot on a charaoter of beauty and mi^'esty, and the first necessities of shelter and defence had been 
associated with the higher demands of comfort and taste ; sculpture had displayed itself in many 
beautiful productions, both in matble send bronze ; and music had been cultivated as a science. All 
these were the growth of the freedom which preTailed in the Italian republics, and of the wealth 
which had been acquired by commercial enterprise, under the impulses of freedom. To date the 
period of the action of Borneo and Juliet before this revival of learning and the arts, would be to 
make its acoessoriei out of harmony with the exceeding beauty of Shakspere's drama. Even if a 
slight portion of historical accuracy be sacrificed, his poetry must be surrounded with an appropriate 
atmosphere of grace and richness. 

Of the MawMT% of this play we have occasionally spoken in our Illustrations. With the except 
'Uon of a few English allusions, which are introduced for a particular object, they are thoroughly 
Italian. Mrs. Jameson has noticed the "simny brilliance of effect** with which the whole of 
this drama i^ lighted up ; and she adds, with equal truth and elegance, " the blue sky of Italy 
\ over alL" 



OOSTUMI. 

ABSUMDia, as we have done, that the incidents of this tragedy took place (ai least traditionally) at 
the commencement of the fourteenth century, the costume of the personages represented would be 
that exhibited to us in the paintings of Qiotto and his pupils or contemporaries. 

From a drawing of the former, now in the British Museum (Payne Knight's Collect), and presumed 
to have been executed by him at Avignon, in 1815, we give the acoompanying engraving, and our 
readers will perceive that it interferes sadly with all popular notions of the dress of this play. 



The long robes of the male personages, so magisterial or senatorial in their appearance woi^d, 
perhaps, when composed of rich materials, be not unsuitable to the gravity and station of the elder 
MontaTue and Capulet, and of the Prince, or Podesta, of Verona himself : but, for the younger and 
lighter characters, the love-lorn Bomeo, the fiery Tybalt, the gallant gay Mercutio, &c., some very 
da&rent habit would be expected by the mUlion, and, indeed, desired by the artirt. C«sar Vecelho, 
in his - Habiti AnUchi e Modem!," presents us with a dress of this time, which he distmctly describes 
as that of a yoang nobleman on a love-making expedition. 

•* Habito Anllco di giorini nobJle vmthper/ar Famore." 
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He assigns no particular date to it, but the pointed oowl, or hood, depending from the shoulders, 
the closely-set buttons down the front of the super-tunic, and up the arms of the under-garment, from 
the wrist to the elbow, with the i>eculiar lappet io the sleeve of the super-tunic, are all diHinotiye 
marks of the European costume of the early part of the fourteenth century, and to be found 
in any illuminated French or English MS. of the time of our Edward II., 1307-27, and still 
earlier, of course, in Italy, from whence the fashions travelled northward, through Paris to London. 

The coverings for the head were, at this time, besides the capuohon, or cowl here seen, caps 
and hats of various fantastic shapes, and the chaperon, or turbanHBhaped hood, began to make its 
appearance {vide second male figure in the engraving after Qiotto). No plumes, however, adorned 
them till near the close of the century, when a single feather, generally ostrich, appears placed 
upright in front of the cap, or chaperon. The hose were richly fi-etted and embroidered with gold, 
and the toes of the shoes long and pointed. 

The female costume of the same period consisted of a robe, or super-tunic, flowing in graceftil 
folds to the feet, coming high up in the neck, where it was sometimes met by the wimple, or gorget, 
of white linen, giving a nun-like appearance to the wearer ; the sleeves terminatmg at the elbow, 
in short lappets, like those of the men, and showing the sleeve of the under-garment (the kirtle, 
which fitted the body tightly), buttoned from the wrist to the elbow also, as in the male costume. 

The hair was gathered up into a sort of club behind, braided in front, and covered, wholly or 
partially, with a caul of golden net-work. Garlands of flowers, natural, or imitated in goldsmiths* 
work, and plain filets of gold, or even ribbon, were worn by very young females. We shall say no 
more respecting the costume of this play, as the introduction of such a masquerade as is indispen- 
sable to the plot would be inconsistent with the dressing of the other chnracters correctly. Artists 
«f every description are, in our opinion, perfectly justified in clothing the dramatis personse of this 
tragedy in the habits of the time in which it was written, by which means all serious anachronisms 
would be avoided. 
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PROLOGUE.' 



Two households, both alike In dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we \&j our scene, 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
Prom forth the fatal loins of these two foes 

A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life; 
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows 

Do, with their death, bury their parents' strife. 



The fdarful passage of their death-mark'd love. 

And the continuance of their parents' rage. 
Which, but their children's end, nought could 
remove. 
Is now the two hours* traffic of our stage ; 
The which if you with patient ears attend, 
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to 
mend. 



ACT I. 



SCENE L— J public Place. 



Eater Sampson and Gbegori, armed with 
swords and bucklers, 

Sam, Gregory, o' my word, we'll not carry 
coals.^ 

Ore, No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler,we'll draw. 

Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out 
of the collar. 

Sam, I strike quickly, being moved. 

Ore, But thou art not quickly moved to strike. 

&im, A dog of the house of Montague moves 
me. 

Gre, To move is to stir ; and to be valiant is 



to stand;* therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou 
run'st away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to 
&tand : I will take the wall of any man or maid 
of Montague's. 

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave ; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. 

Sam. True; and therefore women, being the 
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : — 
therefore I will push Montague's men from the 
wall, and thrust his maids to the wall. 

Gre, The quarrel is between our masters, and 
HS their men. 



a The first quarto of 15»7 which we mark as {A), •• Stand 
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Sam, 'T is aU one, I will show myself a tyrant : 
when I have fought with the men, I will be 
civil* with the maids, and cut off their heads. 

Ore, The heads of the maids ? 

Sam* Ay, the heads of the maids, or their 
maidenlieads ; take it in what sense thou wilt 

Ore, They must take it sense,^ that feel it. 

Sam, Me they shall feel, while I am able to 
stand : and 't is known I am a pretty piece of 
flesh. 

Ore, Tis well thou art not fish; if thou 
hadst, thou hadst been poor John.^ Draw thy 
tool ; here comes^ of the house of the Montagues.' 

EtUer Abrak and Balthasas. 

Sam, My naked weapon is out; quarrel* I 
will back thee? 

Ore, How P turn thy back, and run P 

Sam, Fear me not. 

Ore, No, marry : I fear thee ! 

Sam, Let us take the law of our sides; let 
them begin. 

Ore, 1 will frown, as I pass by ; and let them 
take it as they Ibt 

Sam, Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb 
at them ; which is a disgrace to them, if they 
bear it.' 

Abr, Do you bite your thumb at us, sir P 

Sam, I do bite my thumb, sir. 

Abr, Do you bite your thumb at us, sir P 

Sam. Is the law of our side, if I say — ay P 

Ore, No. 

Sam, No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, 
sir ; but I bite uiy thumb, sir. 

Ore, Do you quarrel, sir ? . 

Abr, Quturel, sir P no, sir. 

Sam, If you do, sir, I am for you; I serve as 
good a man as you. 

Abr, No better. 

Sam. Well, sir. 

Enter Benvolio, at a dUtance, 

Ore, Say — better; here comes one of my 
master's kinsmen. 

Sam, Yes, better. 

Abr, You lie. 

Sam, Draw, if you be men. — Gr^oiy, re- 
member thy swashing blow.^ \They fight, 

Ben, Fart, fools ; put up your swords ; you 
know not what you do. 

[Beats down their swords. 



* The undated quarto, which ire mark as (JD), cruel, 
b {A), In sense. 

« Poor John. Hake, dried and lalted. 
d {A )t two of the bousie. 
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Enter Tybalt. 

2^b, What, art thou drawn among these 
heartless hinds P 
Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 
Ben. I do but keep the peace; put up thy 
sword. 
Or manage it to part these men with me. 
J^b. What, draw* and talk of peaceP I hate 
the word. 
As I hate heU, all Montagues, and thee : 
Have at thee, coward. [They fight. 

Enter several partisans of both houses^ who join 
the fray ; then enter Citizens, with clubs, 

] at. Clubs, bills, and partisans ! ' strike ! 
beat them down ! 
Down with the Capulets ! down with the Mon- 
tagues! 
Enter Capulbt, in his gown ; and Lady Capulet. 

Cap, What noise b this P — Give me my long 

sword, ho ! 
La, Cap. A crutch, a crutch ! — ^Why call you 

for a sword P 
Cap, My sword, I say! — Old Montague is 

come. 
And flourishes his blade in spite of me. 

Enter Montaoub and Lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou villain Capulet ! —Hold me not, 

let me go. 
La, Hon, Thou shalt not stir a foot^ to seek 

a foe. 

Enter Prince, with Attendants. 

Prin, Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel, — 
Will they not hearP — what ho! you men, you 

beasts, — 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins ! 
On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemper'd weapons to the ground. 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince. 
Three civil broils,^ bred of an airy word. 
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 
Have thrice disturb*d the quiet of our streets ; 
And made Veronals ancient citizens 
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments. 
To widd old partisans, in hands as old, 
Canker'd with peace, to part your canker*d hate \ 
If ever you disttirb our streets again. 
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

* The quarto of 1609, vhkh we mark as (C), drawn, 
b (C)» one foot. c (C), bramU. 
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Pot this time, all the rest depart away : 
You, Captdet, shall go along with me ; 
And, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
• To know our farther* pleasure in this case, 
To old Free-town, our common judgment-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 
[Exeuni Pjuncb and Attendants; Capuubt, 
Lad^ Capulbt, Tybalt, Citizens, and 
' Servants. 
Mon, Who set this ancient quarrel new 
abroach ?— 
Speak, nephew, were you by, when it began? 
Bene, Here were the servants of your adversary. 
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach : 
I drew to part them ; in the instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepard ; 
Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears. 
He swung about his head, and cut the winds. 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn : 
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows. 
Came more and more, and fought onpart and part. 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 
Ztf. Mon. O, where is Romeo '.-saw you him 
to-day P 
Right glad am !,*» he was not at this fray. 
Ben. Madam, an hour before the worsbpp d 
sun 
Peered forth the golden window of the east, 
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad ; 
Where, underneath the grove of sycamore,* 
That westward rooteth from this city's side. 
So early walking did 1 see your son : 
Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware of me. 
And stole into the covert of the wood ; 
I, measuHUg his affections by my own,— 
That most are busied when they are most 

alone,** — 
Pursued my humour, not pursuing his. 
And gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me. 
Mon. Many a morning hath he there been 
seen. 
With teari augmenting the fresh morning's dew. 
Adding todouds more clouds vnthhis deep sighs : 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the farthest east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora's bed. 
Away from light steals home my heavy son. 
And private in his chamber pens himself ; 
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out. 



[S( EK£ J. 



• So U\ The folio and (C). fathef'i, 
c So \a). The folio and (C) hare 



bU), /a«. 



And makes himself an artificial night : * 
Bhick and portentous must this humour prove. 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 
Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ? 
Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn (rf him. 
Ben, Have you importun'd him by any means ? 
Mon, Bothby myself,and many others, friends : 
But he, his own affections' counsellor. 
Is to himself— I will not say, how true — 
But to himself so secret and so close. 
So far from sounding and discovery, 
As is the bud bit with an envious worm. 
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air. 
Or dedicate his beauty to the sun> 
Could we but kam from whence his sorrows 

grow. 
We ^^ould as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Rombo, at a distance, 
Ben. See, where he comes : So please you, step 
aside; 
I 'U know his grievance, or be much demed. 

Mon, I wonld thou wert so happy by thy stay. 
To hear true shrift— Come, madam, let's away. 
[Exeunt Montague and Lady. 
Ben, Good morrow, cousin. 
jtom. Is the day so young P 

Ben, But new struck nine. 
Bom, Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 
Ben. It was:-T-What sadness lengthens Ro- 
meo's hours P 
Bom. Not having that, which, having, makes 

them short. 
Ben. In love? 
Rom, Out — 

Ben, Of love? ^ . , 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am m love. 
Ben, Alas, that love, so gentle in his new. 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof ! 
Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled 

Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shaU we dine P-0 me !— What fray was 

here? 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it alL 
Here's much to do vdth hate, but more with 

Why then, O brawling love 1 loving hate ! ^ 



Bynivown, 

Which then most sought, where most might not be found. 
Bemg one too many by my weary self, 
Pursued my humour. 
The restoration of the Hrst reading is clearly an impioverocnt. 



• The first ten beautlftil lines of Montague's speech are 
them in (J?), the quarto of 1599. ... „, ,^ . 

if the probability of a typographical error. .««•« ft)r «»««. 
were not so obvious. - _ 
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anything, of nothing first created !* 
O heavy %htne8s I serious vanity ! 
Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms ! 
Feather of lead, blight smoke, cold fire, sick 

health ! 
Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is ! — 
This love feel I, that feel no love in this. 
Dost thou not laugh ? 

Ben,. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Rom. Good heart, at what P 

Ben, At thy good heart's oppression. 

Rom. Why, such is love's transgression. — 
Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have it press'd 
With more of thine : this love, that thou hast 

shown. 
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke made ^ with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg*d, a fire sparkling in lovers' eyes ; 
Being vex'd, a sea nourished with loving ^ tears : 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 
Farewell, my coz. {Ooin^. 

Ben, Soft, I will go along ; 

An. if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom, Tut, I have lost myself ; I am not here ; 
This is^not Jlomeo, he *s some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness, who is that^ you love. 

Rom, What, shall I groan, and tell thee? 

Ben, Groan P why, no ; 

Bat sadly tell me, who. 

Rom, Bid a sick man in sadness make his 
will :— • 
Ah, word ill urged to one that is so ill ! — 
In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim'dso near, wheni suppos*d yon lov'd. 

Rom, A right good marksman! — ^And she's 
fair I love. 

Ben, A right fair mark, fair coz, is soouest hit. 

Rom, Well, in tliat hit, yon miss : she '11 not 
be hit 
With Cupid's arrow, she hath Dian's wit ; 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm'd. 
From love's weak childish bow she lives un- 

harm'd.' 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes. 
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold *. 
0, she is rich in beauty; only poor 



A (i<), crtate. Some editors have adopted this: but It 
appeats to us to iatroduoe, improperly, a couplet amidst the 
blank Terse. 

e (i4), raging with a lover' § tear*. 
d \A), wham she U. 

e So ( /4 )■ The folio and (O. "A rick man in sadnets makes.'* 
^SoiA). The folio and (C). tincharm'd. 
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That, when slie dies, with beauty dies her 
store* 

Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still 
live chaste P 

Rom. She hath, and in i(hat sparing makes 
huge waste ; 
For beauty, starv'd with her severity. 
Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 
She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair. 
To merit bliss by making me despair : 
She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow. 
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben, Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 

Rom. teach me how I should forget to think. 

Ben, By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom, 'T is the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 
These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies' brows. 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ;' 
He that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost : 
Show me a mistress that is passing fair. 
What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass'd that passing fair P 
Farewell : thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben. I 'U pay that doctrine, or else die in debt. 

[Ereuni, 

SCENE TI.—^^/r?i?/. 
Enter Capulet, Paeis, and Servant 

Cap. And^ Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and 'tis not hard, I think. 
For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 
And pity 'tis, you liv'd at odds so long, 
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit. 

Cap. But saying o'er what I have said before : 
My child is yet a stranger in the world. 
She hath not seen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride. 
Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers 
made. 

Cap. And too soon marr*d are those so early 
made. 
Earth hath swallow'd all my hopes but she. 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth : * 

* The scene ends here In {A): and the three first lines in 
the next scene are also wanting. (B) has them. 

b Sn (D). The folio omits And, 

c Ladff. of mg earth. Fille de terre heing the French 
phrase for an heiress, Steeyens thinks that Capulet speaks 
of Juliet in this sense; but Shakspere uses earth for the 
mortal part, as in the 1 46th Sonnet: — 

" Poor soul, the centre of my slnfbl earth,** 
and Sn this play, 

" Tnm back, dull earth." 
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But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart. 
My will to her consent* is but a part ; 
An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 
This night I hold an old accustom'd feast,' 
Whereto I have invited many a guest, 
Such as I love ; and you, among the store. 
One more, most welcome, makes my number 

more. 
At my poor house, look to behold this night 
Earth-treading stars,^ ih&i make dark heaven 

light: 
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel 
When well apparell'd April on the heel 
Of limping winter treads,*** even su^h delight 
Among fresh female buds shall you this night 
Inherit at my house ; hear all, all see, 
And like her most, whose merit most shall be : 
Which on more" view of many, mine, being one. 
May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 
Gome, go with me;— (5o, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona; find those persons out. 
Whose names are written there, [ffives a paper,"] 

and to them say, 
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 
[Exeunt Gafulet and Paris. 
Serv, Find them out, whose names are written 
here ? It is written — that the shoemaker should 
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his 
last, the fisher with his pencil, and the painter 
with his nets ; but I am sent to find those per- 
sons, whose names are writ, and can never find 
what names the writing person hath here writ. 
I must to the learned : — In good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Eomeo. 

^en. Tut, man ! one fire burns out another's 
burning. 

One pam is lessened by another's anguish ; 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning ; 

One desperate grief cures with another's lan- 
guish; 



In proporti<m to, or with r»- 
Warburton calls this line non- 



• Uif wUl to k4r eonuni. 
ference to, her consent. 

b Sarth'ireading$tar$, %e, 
sense, and would read, 

'* Earth-treading stars that make dark wtn light." 

J^Ionck Mason would read, 

"Earth-treading stars that make dark, heayen's light," 

that is, stars that make the light of heayen appear dark in 
comparison with them. It appears to us unnecessary to 
alter the original reading, and especially as passages in the 
masquerade scene would seem to indicate thai the ban- 
queting room opened into a garden— as, 

*' Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of nighi,** 

e So the folio and (C), with the exception of one for on. 
{A ). Such, amongit view of many. 

TEAOKDiES.— Vol. 1. C 



Take thou some new infection to the eye. 
And the rank poison of the old will die. > 

Horn, Tour plantain-leaf is excellent for that.^^ 

Ben. For what, I pray thee P 
' Rom, For your broken shin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad P 

Rom, Not mad, but bound more than a mad- 
man is: 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, 
Whipp'd, and tormented, and— Good-e'en, good 
fellow. 

Serv, God gi' good e'en. — ^I pray, sir, can you 
readP 

Rom, Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 

Serv. Perhaps you have leam'd it without 
book: 
But I pray, can you read anything you see P 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the lan- 
guage. 

Serv, Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry ! 

Rom. Stay, fellow : I can read. [Reads, 

Signor Martino, and hit wife and davghter* ; 
County Anselme, and his beauteous sisters; the 
lady widow qf Yitruvio ; Signor Placentio, and 
his lovely nieces; Mercutio, and his brother Va- 
lentine; Mine uncle Gapulet, his wife, and 
daughters; My fair niece Rosaline; Livia; 
Signor Yalentio, and his cousin Tybalt; Ludo, 
and the lively Helena. 

A fair assembly ; [^fives back the note.'] Whither 
should they come P 

Serv, Up. 

Rom. Whither to supper P* 

Serv. To our house. 

Rom, Whose house P 

Serv. My master's. 

Rom. Indeed, I should have ask'd yon that 
before. 

Serv. Now I '11 tell you without asking : My 
master is the great ridi Gapulet ; and if you be 
not of the house of Montagues, I pray, come 
and crush a cup of wine. Rest you meny. 

[m(. 

Ben, At this same ancient feast of Gapulet's 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom thou so lov'st; 
With all the admired beauties of Yerona: 
Go thither; and, with unattainted eye, 
Gompare her face with some that I shall 

show. 
And I win make thee think thy swan a crow. 
Rom, When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to 
fires! 

a So an the early edlUona. Theobald giyea " To ntpper" 
to the servant 
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And these, — who, often drown'd, could never 
die, — 

Transparent heretics, be bomt for liars ! 
One fairer than my love ! the all-seeing son 
Ne'er saw her match, since first the world begun. 

Ben, Tut ! you saw her fair, none else being 

by. 

Herself pois'd with herself in either eye : 
But in that crystal scales,* let there be weigh'd 
Your lady's love against some other maid 
That I will show you, shining at this feast, 
And she shall scant show well, that now shows 
best. 
Rom, I 'U go along, no such sight to be shown, 
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own. [Exeunt, 

SCENE m.— -i Room in C^ulet** House, 

Enter Lady Cafulet and Nuksb. 

La. Cap. Nurse, where 's my daughter P call 

her forth to me. 
Nurte, Now by my maiden-head, — at twelve 
year old, — 
1 bade her come. — ^What, lamb! what, lady- 
bird!— 
God forbid ! — ^where 's this girl ? — what, Juliet ! 

Enter Juliet. 

Jul, How now! who calls P 

Nurse, Your mother. 

Jul, Madam, I am here. 

What is your will P 

La, Cap, This is the matter: — Nurse, give 
leave awhile. 
We must talk in secret.— Nurse, come back agdn; 
1 have remember'd me, thou shalt hear our 

counsel. 
Thou knoVst, my daughter's of a pretty age. 

Nurse. 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour. 

La, Cap, She's not fourteen. 

Nurse, I 'U lay fourteen of my teeth. 

And yet, to my teen^ be it spoken, I have but 

four, — 
She is not fourteen. — How long is it now 
To Lamm&H-tide P 

La, Cap, A fortnight, and odd days. 

Nurse,^ Even or odd, of all days in the year, 
Ck)me Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen. 
Susan and she, — God rest all Christian souls ! — 



ft 5ea/e»-— used u a singular noun. 

b Teen. Sorrow. 

« The speeches of the Nurse, nrom hence, are given as 
prose In all the early editions. Capell had the great merit 
of first printing them as verse ; and not " erroneously," as 
fiutwell appears to think, for there is not in all Shakspere a 
passage in which the rhythm is more happily characteristic 
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Were of an age. — ^Well, Susan is with God; 
She was too good for me : But, as I said. 
On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen ; 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it well. 
'T is since the earthquake now eleven years ;" 
And she was woan'd, — I never shall forget it,-^ 
Of all the days of the year, upon that day : 
For I had then laid wormwood to my dug. 
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall. 
My lord and you were then at Mantua : — 
Nay, I do bear a brain :^ — but, as I said. 
When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool I 
To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug. 
Shake, quoth the dove-house : 't was no need, I 

trow. 
To bid me trudge. 

And since that time it is eleven years *. 
For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood, 
She could have run and waddled all about. 
For even the day before, she broke her brow : 
And then my husband— God be with his soul ! 
*A was a merry man ! — ^took up the child : 
Yea, quoth he, dost thou fall upon thy face P 
Thon wilt fall backward, when thou hast more 

wit; 
Wilt thou not, Jule P and, by my holy dam. 
The pretty wretch left crying, and said— Ay . 
To see now, how a jest shall come about 1 
I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 
I never should forget it ; Wilt thou not, Jule P 

quoth he : 
And, pretty fool, it stinted,** and said — ^Ay. 
La, Cap. Enough of this ; I pray thee, hold 

thy peace. 
Nurse, Yes, madam ; yet I cannot choose but 

kugh. 
To think it should leave crying, and say — Ay : 
And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone ; 
A parlous^ knock ; and it cried bitterly. 
Yea, quoth my husband, fall'st upon thy face P 
Thou wilt fall backward, when thou com'st to 

age; 
Wilt thou not, Jule P it stinted, and said— Ay. 



• Bear a brain. Haye a memory— a common expression, 
b // ilinled. It stopped. Thus Gascoigne,— > 

'* Then stinted she as if her song were done." 

To ttint is used in an active signiflcatioi) for to stop. Thus 
in those fine lines in Titus Andronlcus, which it is difficult 
to believe any other than Shakspere wrote, 

" The eagle suffers little birds to sing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby. 
Knowing that with the shadow of his wing 
He can at pleasure sUni their melody." 

What a picture of a despot in his intervals of self satisfying 
fbrbearance. 
c Parlous. A corruption of the word perilous. 
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JmL And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, 
say L 

Nwne. Peace, I have done. Qod mark thee 
to his grace! 
Thoa wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nurs'd : 
An I might live to see thee married once, 
I have my wish. 

Ln, Cap, Marry, that marry is the very theme 
I came to talk of :— TeU me, daughter Juliet, 
How stands your disposition to be married P 

Jul, It is an honour that I dream not of. 

Nttne, An honour!* were not I thine only 
nurse, 
I 'd say, thou hadst suck'd wisdom from thy teat. 

La, Cap, Well, think of marriage now; yoimger 
than you. 
Here in Yerona, ladies of esteem. 
Are made already mothers : by my count, 
I was a mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus, then, in brief ;^ 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nmne, A man, young lady! lady, such a mau. 
As all the world — ^Why, he 's a man of wax. 

La, Cap, Verona's summer hath not such a 
flower. 

Nune, Nay, he's a flower; in faith, a very 
flower. 

La, Cap, ^ What say you P can you love the 
gentleman P 
This night you shall behold him at our feast : 
Eead o'er the volume of young Paris* face," 
And flnd delight wilt there with beauty's pen ; 
Examine every several^ lineament, 
And see how one another lends content ; 
And what obscur'd in this fair volume lies, 
Find written in the margin of his eyes. 
This precious book of love, this unbound lover. 
To beftutify him, only lacks a cover : 
The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride. 
For fidr without the fair within to hide : 
That book in many's eyes doth share the glory. 
That in gold clasps lodu in the |;olden story ; 
So shall you share all that he doth possess. 
By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nune, No less P nay, bigger ; women grow 
by men. 

La, Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris' 
loveP 

Jul, I '11 look to like, if looking liking move : 
But no more deep wHi I endart mine eye. 
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

• 80 {A). Tlie folio and (Q have kouvt both in Jnliet'i 

•nd tht Nqtm's speeches, 
b The next seventeen lines are wanting in {A), 
{B), wutrried ; which reading has been adopted by 

Steerens and If alone, in preference to tewral, in the folio 

and (O. 
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Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Madam, the guests are come, supper 
served up, you called, my young lady asked for, 
the nurse cursed in the pantry, and every thing 
in extremity. I must hence to wait ; I beseech 
you, follow straight. 
La. Cap. We follow thee.— -Juliet, the county 

stays. 
Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 
days. {Exeuiu, 



SCEKEIV.-^JSfreet. 

Enter Eoheo, Mercutio, Bebvolio, with Fite 
or Six Maskers, Torch-Bearers, and others. 

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our 
excuse P 
Or shall we on without apology ? 

Ben. The date is out ojf such prolixity : 
We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf,'* 
Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath. 
Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ; 
Nor no without*book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : • 
But, let them measure us by what they will, 
We 'U measure them a measure,^^ and be gone. 

Rom, Give me a torch,^' — I am not for this 
ambling; 
Being but heavy I will bear the light. 

Mer, Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you 
d^ce. 

Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing 
shoes. 
With m'mble soles : I have a soul of lead, 
So stakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

Mer, You are a lover ; borrow Cupid's wings. 
And soar with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft, 
To soar with his light feathers; and so bound,^ 
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 
Under love's heavy burden do I sink. 

Mer, And, to sink in it, should you burden 
love: 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom, Is love a tender thingp it is too rough. 
Too rude, too boisf rous ; and it pricks like thorn. 

Mer, ii love be rough with you, be rough 
with love ; 
Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. — 
Give me a case to put my visage in : 

[Putting on a Mask. 



a These two lines in (itf) are omitted in the subsequent 
old editions, 
b So bound, in (C); io boHitdf in folio. 
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A visor for a viflor ! — what care I 
What curious eje doth quote ^ deformities ? 
Here are the beetle-brows shall blush for me. 
Ben. Come, knock, and enter; and no sooner 

in. 
But every man betake him to his legs. 

Horn, A torch for me*, let wantons, light of 
heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ; ^ 
For I am proverVd with a grandsire phrase, — 
I'll be a candle-holder, and look on, — 
The game was ne'er so fair, and I am done 

Mer. Tut ! dun's the mouse," the constable's 
own word : 
If thou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire 
Of this, sir reverence," love,^ wherein thou 

stick'st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we bum daylight, ho. 

Jtom. Nay, that 's not so. 

Mer, 1 mean, sir, in delay 

We waste our lights in vain, lights, Hghts, by 

day.' 
Take our good meaning; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our five wits. 

Bom. And we mean well in going to this mask; 
But 't is no wit to go. 

Mer, Why, may one ask? 

Bom, 1 dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer. And so did I. 

Bom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer, That dreamers often lie. 

Bom, In bed, asleep, while they do dream 
things true. 

Mer. 0, then, I see queen Mab hath been 
with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she eomes 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies ^ 
Athwart* men's noses as they Ue asleep : 
Her waggon-spokes made of long spinners' legs. 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 
Her traces of the smallest spider's web ; 
Her collars of the moonshine's watery beams ; 
Her whip of cricket's bone ; the lash of film : 
Her waggoner a small grey-coated gnat. 
Not half so big as a round little worm 
Frick'd from the lazy finger of a maid : ' 
Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut. 
Made by the joiner squirrel, or old grub, 

• Quote. Obsenre. bThus(i<). 

« This it the retding of the fbllo. Johnson reads **UJtt 
lights by day." Capell's reading is generally adopted (though 
not literally) from the early copies:— 

<• We waste our lighu in rain, like lamps by day." 

d (A), aUmp. • Thus U). (C) and ftilio, omt, 

t{A\ maid; folio and (C), aiaJi,~olearly an erroi In tiw 
Utter. 
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Time out o' mind the fairies* coach makers. 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of 

love: 
On courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies 

straight : 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees : 
O'er ladies' Ups, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues. 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted 

are. 
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier's nose. 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit :* 
And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig's tail,^ 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a Ues asleep. 
Then dreams he of another benefice: 
Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck. 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades. 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear; at which he starts, and wakes; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer- or two. 
And sleeps again. Thb is that very Mab 
That plats the manes of horses in the night ; ^ 
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs. 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs. 
That presses them, and learns them first to bear. 
Making them women of good carriage. 
This is she— *> 



* A suit. A court solicitation was called a suit ;— « pn>> 
cess, a suit at law. 

b It is deitirable to exhibit the first draft of a performanoe 
so exquisitely finished as this celebrated descrlpUon, in 
which erery word is a study. And yet it is curious, that in 
the quarto of 1609, and in the folio {ttom which we prints 
and in both of which tlie corrections of the author are ap- 
parent, the whole speech is giyen as If it were prott. Tat 
original quarto of 1597 gives the passage as follows :— 

'* Ah then I see qneen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife, and doth come 
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone 
On the foreffnger of a burgomaster, 
Drawne with a team of little atomy. 
Athwart men's noses when they lie asleep. 
Her waggon spokes are made of spinners^ webs. 
The coTer of the wings of grasshoppers. 
The traces are the moon-shine Watery beams, 
The cpllais cricket bones, the lash of Alms. 
Her waggoner is a small gray-coated fly 
Not half so big as is a little worm, 
Picked from the lazy finger of a maid. 
And in this sort she gallops up and down 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love. 
O'er courtier*' knees, who strait on courtesks dream ; 
O'er ladies' lips who dream on kisses strait. 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues 
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are. 
Sometimes she gallops o'tr a lawyer's lap. 
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit -, 
And Kometimei eomes she with a tythe pig's tail 
Tickling a parson's nose that lies asleep 
And then dreams he of another benefice. 
Sometimes she gallops o'er a soldier's nose, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, countermines. 
Of healths five fkthom deep, and then anon 
Drums In his ear, at which he starU and wakts. 
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Rom, Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace, 

Thon ialk'st of nothing. 

Mer. . True, I talk of dreams, 

Which are the children of an idle brain. 
Begot of nothing but rain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And more inconstant than the wind who wooes 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north. 
And, beii^ anger'd, puffs away from thence. 
Turning his face* to the dew-dropping south. 

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows ns from 
ourselyes ; 
Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom. I fear, too early: for my mind mis- 
gives 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night s revels ; and expire the term 
Of a despised life, dos'd in my breast, 
By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 
But He, that hath the steerage of my course, 
Direct my sail !*— On, lusty gentlemen. 

Beji. Strike, drum. [Exeunt, 



SCENE N.—A Hall in Capulet'* Hoiue, 

Mnneians wailing. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where 's Potpan, that he helps not to 
take away? he shift a trencher! he scrape a 
trencher I 

2 Serv. When good manners shall lie all* in 
one or two men's hands, and they unwashed too, 
't is a foul thing. 

1 S^rv. Away with the joint-stools, remove 
the court-cupboard,"' look to the plate : — good 
thou, save me a piece of marchpane ;^ and, as 
thon lovest me, let the porter let in Susan 
Grindstone, and Nell. — Antony ! and Potpan ; 

2 Serv. Kj, boy ; ready. 

1 Serv. You are looked for, and called for, 
asked for, and sought for, in the great chamber. 

2 Serv. We cannot be here and there too. — 
Cheerly, boys ; be brisk a while, and the longer 
liver take dl. [They retire behind. 



And swean a oniTer or two, aod sleeps again : 

This is that Mab that makes maids lie on their backs, 

And prores them women of good carriage. 

This it the very Mab, 

That plaits the manes of borses In the night. 

And plaits the elfe locks In foul sluttish hair. 

Which once untangled much misfortune breeds." 

• Thus {A). (O and the folio, rid*. 

b Thus [J). \C) »<nd the folio, iuit. 

« Thus (C). Polio omits all. 

d iiarehpant. A kind of sweet cake or biscuit, some- 
times called almond-cake. Our maccaroons are diminutiTO 
marchpanes. 



Enter Capulet, ^<?., with the Guests, and the 
Maskers. 

Cap. Welcome, gentlemen ! ladies, that hav^ 
their toes 
Unplagued with corns, will have* a bout with 

you : — 
Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all 
Win now deny to dance P she that makes dainty, 

she, 
I 'D swear, hath corns ; Am I come near ye now P 
Welcome, gentlemen !^ I have seen the day. 
That I have worn a visor ; and could tcD 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear. 
Such as would please ; 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis 

gone: 
You are welcome, gentlemen!— Come, musi- 
cians, play. 
A hall ! a hall ! give room, and foot it, girls. 

[Mneie plays, and they dance. 
More light, you knaves ; and turn the tables up^ 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too 

hot.— 
Ah, sirrah, this unlooked-for sport comes well. 
Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin^ Capnlet ; 
For you and I are past our dancing days : 
How long is H now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask P 

2 Cap. By *r lady, thirty years. 

1 Cap. What, man! 'tis not so much, 'tb 

not so much : 
'T is since the nuptial of Lncentio, 
Come pentecost as quiddy as it will. 
Some flve-and-twenty years ; and then we 

mask'd. 

2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder, 

sir; 
His son is thirty. 

1 Cap. Will you tell me that P 

His son was but a ward two years ago. 
Rom. What lady's that, which doth enrich 
the hand 
Of yonder knight P 
Serv. I know not., sir. 

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to bum 
bright! 
Her beauty <> hangs upon the cheek of night 



• Thus (J>. (O And folio, walk ahout. 

b This passage, to *' More light, ye knaTe^," is wanting 
in (A 

c OtHtd cousin Capulei. The word cousin, in Shakspere, 
was applied to any collateral relation of whateTer degree ; thus 
we haye in this play "Tybalt, my cousin, Oh my brother's 
ehild." Richard the Third calls his nephew York, cousin, 
while the boy calls Richard, uncle. In the same play York'a 
grandmother calls him cousin, while he replies grandam. 

d Herheaut^kamaM. All the ancient editions which can b^ 
considered autnorities— the four quartos and the first folio-^ 



read It item* tkt hangn. 



The reading of ktr beautp Is tnm 
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ACT I.] 



ROMEO AKD JULIET. 



[SCBVK V. 



As* a rich jewel in an Ethiop's ear : 

Beauty too rich for ose, for earth too dear ! 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows^ 

As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows. 

The measnre done, I '11 watch her place of stand. 

And touching hers, make blessed^ my rude 

hand. 
^ Did my heart love till now P forswear it, sight ! 
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night. 
Tyb, This, by his Toice, should be a Mon- 
tague: — 
Fetch me my rapier, boy:— What! dares the 

slave 
Come hither, cover'd with an antic face. 
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity P 
Now by the stock and honour of my kin. 
To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 
1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman P wherefore 

storm you so P 
Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 
A villain, that is hither come in spite. 
To scorn at our solemnity this night. 
1 Cap, Young Romeo is 't P 
Tyb. 'T is he, that villain Romeo. 

1 Cap. Content thee, gentle ooz, let him 
alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 
And, to say truth, Verona brags of him. 
To be a virtuous and well>govem'd youth : 
I would not for the wealth of all this town. 
Here in my house do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 
It is my will ; the which if thou respect, 
Show a feir presence, and put ofif these frowns. 
An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest ; 
I'll not endure him. 

1 Cap. He shall be endur'd. 

What, goodman boy! — ^I say, he shall; — Go 

to;^ 
Am I the master here, or youP go to. 
You 'U not endure him ! — God shall mend my 

soul — 
You'll make a mutiny among my guests 1 



the second folio. Why then, It may be asked, do we depart 
from our usual principle, and reject an undoubted ancient 
loading r Because the reading whfch we giye has become 
fiimiliar,^ha8 passed into common use wherever our lan- 
guage Is spoken,— is quoted in books as frequently as any 
of the other passages of Shakspere which constantly present 
themselTcs as examples of his exquisite power of descrip- 
tion. Here, it appears to us, is a higher law to be observed 
than that of adherence to the ancient copies. It is the same 
with the celebrated passage, 

" Or dedicate his beauty to tht ntn." 
All the ancient copies read tht tame. We believe this to be 
a inisprint ; but, even if that could not be alleged, we should 
feel ourselves Justified in retaining the tun. Such instances, 
of course, present but very rare exceptions tea general rule. 
• Ah Like. b So (C) and foUo. [A), happy. 
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You will set cock-a-hoop !* you '11 be the man ! 

Tyb. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame. 

1 Cap. Go to, go to. 

You are a saucy boy : — ^Is 't so indeed P 
This trick may chimoe to scath^ you ; — ^I know 

what. 
You must contrary* me ! — marry, 't is time — 
Well said, my hearts ! — You are a princox;* go : — 
Be quiet, or — ^More light, more light. — ^For 

shame !^— 
I 'U make you quiet ; What ! — Cheerly, my hearts. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler 
meeting 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall. 
Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter galL [Exit. 

Rom, If I proCane with my unwortiiiest hand 

[To JULIBT. 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine* is this, — > 
My lips, two blushing pilgnms ready stand 
To smooth that rough touch with a tender 
kiss. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand 
too much. 
Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do 
touch. 
And pahn to pahn is holy pabners' kiss. 
Bom. Have not samts Hps, and holy palmers 

tooP 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use iu 

prayer. 
Bom. then, dear saint, let lips do what 

hands do; 
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to 

despair. 
Jul. Saints do not move, though grant for 

prayers' sake. 
Bom, Then move not, while my prayers' 
effect I take. 
Thus from my lips, by thine' my sin is purg'd. 

[Kissing her, 
Jul. Then have my Ups the sin that they have 

took. 
Bom. Sin from my lips P O trespass sweetly 
urg'd! 
Give me my sin again. 



■ Set eock-a-hoop. The origin of this phrase, which ap- 
pears always to be used in the sense of hasty and violent 
excess, is very doubtful. The received opinion is, that on 
tome flestive occasions the coekt or spigot, was taken out of 
the barrel and laid on the hoop, and that the uninterrupted 
flow of the ale naturally led to intemperance. 

b To tcath. To injure. 

« Contrdrp. Sir Philip Sidney, and many other old writers, 
use this as a verb. 

d Prineox. Coxcomb. 

• Sin in all the old copies. Warburton changed tin io fine. 

'{A^. nourt. 
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Act I.] 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[Scene V. 



Jul, Yon kiss by the book. 

Nurse, Madam, your mother craves a word 
with you. 

Rom, What is her mother P 

Nurse, Marry, bachelor, 

Her mother is the lady of the house, 
And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 
I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal; 
I tell you, — ^he, that can lay hold of her. 
Shall have the chinks. 

Rom, Is she a Capulet f 

dear account ! my life is my foe's debt. 
Ben, Away, begone ; the sport is at the best 
Rom, Ay, so 1 fear ; the more is my unrest. 

1 Cap, Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be 
gone; 
We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.* 
Is it e'en so ? Why, then I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen; good night : — 
More torches here ! —Come on then; let 's to bed. 
Ah, sirrah, \To 2 Cap.'\ by my fay, it waxes late ; 
I '11 to ray rest. 

[Exeunt all but Juliet and Nubsb. 

• Toward*. Ready ; at hand. 



Jul, Come hither, nurse: What is yon gen- 
tleman? 
Nurse, The son and heir of old Tiberio. 
Jul, What *s he, that now is going out of door ? 
Nurse, Marry, that, I think, be young Pe- 

truchio. 
Jul, What 's he, that follows there, that would 

not dance ? 
Nurse. I know not. 

Jul, Go, ask his name :~if he be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse, His name is Eomeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul, My only love sprung from my only hate ! 
Too early seen unknown, and known to late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me. 
That I must love a loathed enemy. 
Nurse, What 's this ? What 's this P 
Jul. A. rhyme I leam'd even now 

Of one I danc'd withal. 

[One calls icithin, Juliet. 
Nurse. Anon, anon : — 

Come, let 's away ; the strangers all are gone. 

[Exeunt. 



Enter Chorus. 



Kow old desire doth in Ms death-bed lie, 

And young affection gapes to be his heir; 
That fair, for which loye gxoan'd for, and would die, 

With tender Juliet match'^ is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov'd, and lores again, 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 
But to his foe suppos'd he must complain, 

And she steal love's sweet bait from fearful hooks : 



Being held a foe, he may not haye access 
To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ; 

And she as much in love, her meant much less 
To meet het new-beloved anywbere: 

But passion lends them power, time means to meet, 

Temp'ring extremities with extreme sweet. 

[Ewit. 
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Verona, tbe city of Italy, where, next to Rome, 
the antiquary most luxuriates; — where, blended 
with the remains of theatres, and amphitheatres, 
and triumphal arches, are the palaces of the factious 
nobles, and the tombs of the despotic princes of 
the Gotliio^ages; — Verona, so rich in the asso- 
ciations of real historyj has even a greater charm 
for those who would live in the poetry of the 
past : — 
•• Ire these the distant torreti of Verona f 
And shall I sup where Juliet at the masque 
Saw her lov'd Montage, and now sleeps by himf " 

So felt our tender and graceful poet, Rogers. Ha 
adds,in a note, " The old palace of the Cappelletti, 
with its uncouth balcony and irregular windows, 
is still standing in a lane near the market-place; and 
what Englishman can behold it with indifference ? 
When we enter Verona, we forget ourselves, and 
are almost inclined to say with Dante, 

' Yieni i veder Montecchi, e Cappellettl.' " 

* SoRNB I. — " Oregory, o* my toord, we *W not carry 
coats." 

To carry coals was to submit to servile offices. 
Qifford has a note upon a passage in Ben Jonson's 
" Every Man out of his Humour," where Puntar- 
volo, wanting his dog held, exclaims, " Here comes 
one that will carry coals,** in which note he clearly 
enough shows the origin of the reproach of carrying 
coals : — *' In all great houses, but particulairly in 
the royal residences, there were a number of mean 
and dirty dependants, whose office it was to attend 
the wood-yard, sculleries, &c Of these (for in the 
lowest deep there was a lower still) the most 
forlorn wretches seem to have been selected to 
carry coals to the kitchens, halls, Ac. To this 
smutty regiment, who attended the progresses, 
and rode in the carts with the pots and kettles, 
which, with every other article of furniture, were 
then moved from palace to palace, the people, in 
derision, gave the name of black guards, a term 
since become sufficiently familiar, and never pro- 
perly explained." In the passage here quoted from 
Ben Jonson, we find the primary meaning of the 
expression — that of being fit for servile offices ; 
but in a subsequent passage of the same play we 
also have the secondary meaning—that of tamely 
subn^itting to an affiront Puntarvolo, having lost 
his dog, insults Shift, who he supposes lias taken 
it ; upon which another character exclaims, — 
"Take heed. Sir Puntarvolo, what you do, he'll 
bear no coals, I can tell- you." Gifford has given a 
24 



quotation in illustration of this meaning (which is 
tbe sense in which Shakspere here nses it), worth 
all the long list of. similnr passages in the Shak- 
sperian commentators: — ''It remayneth now that I 
take notice of Jaspar^s anyTall, and of those letters 
with which the queen was exceedingly well satis- 
fied : saying that you were too like some body in 
the world, to whom she is afrayde you are a little 
kin, to be content to carry coales at any French- 
man's hand." — Secretary Cecyll to Sir Henry Ne- 
ville, March 2, 1559. 

* ScEKB I. — " ffere comes of the Tiouse of the 
Montagues." 

How are the Montagues known from the Capu- 
lets ? naturally occurs to us. 'They wore badges, 
which, in all countries, have been the outward 
manifestations of party spirit. Qascoigne, in " a 
device of a masque," written in 1575, ha«, 

" And for a further proof he shewed In hys hat 
Thjrs token which the Mountacutes did beare alwaiet, 

for that 
They coTet to be knowne fVom Capels.*' 

' Scene I. — ** I will bite my thuml at tltem." 

^ Bouce has bestowed much laborious inveOTign- 
tion upon this difficult, and somewhat worthless 
subject. The practice of biting the thumb was 
naturalized amongst us in Shakspere's time ; and 
the lazy and licentious groups that frequented 
'* Paul's" are thus described by Decker, in 1608 :— 
" What swearing is there, what shouldering, what 
justling, what jeering, what biting of thumbs to 
beget quarrels." 

* Scene L — ** Gregory, rememher thy swashing blow*" 

Sampson and Qresory are described as armed 
with swords and bucklers. The swatihing blow is 
a blow upon the buckler; the blow accompanied 
with a noise ; and thus a swasher 'came to be 
synonymous with a quarrelsome fellow, a braggart 
In Henry V., Bardolph, Pistol, and Nym are 
called by the boy three " swashers." Holinshed 
has— "a man may see how many bloody quarrels 
a brawling swash-buckler may pick out of a 
bottle of hay;" and Fuller, in his "Worthies," 
after describing a swaggerer as one that endea- 
vours to mnke that side to swagger, or weigh 
down, whereon he engages, tells us that a swash* 
buckler is so called from swashing, or making 8 
noise on bucklers. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. 



* SosNB L-— ^^ Chcfti, hOk, and pmiitanC* 

The cry of " clubs" jb as thoroughly of English 
origin as the *' bite my thumb ** is of Italian. Scott 
has made the cry familiar to us in '' The Fortunes 
of Nigel ; " and when the citizens of Verona here 
raise it, we involuntarily think of the old watch- 
maker's hatch-door in Fleet-street, and Jin Yin and 
Tunstall darting off for the affray. " The great long 
club," as described by Stow, on the necks of the 
London apprentices, was as characteristic as the flat 
cap of the same quarrelsome body, in the days of 
Elizabeth and James. The use by Shakspere of 



home phrases, in the mouths of foreign charaeten, 
was a part of his art It is the same thing as ren- 
dering Sancho's Spapish proverbs into the corres- 
ponding English proverbs instead of literally trans- 
lating Siem. The cry of '' clubs " by the citizecs 
of \'erona expressed an idea of popular movement, 
which could not have been conveyed half so em- 
phatically in a foreign phi*ase. We have given a 
group of ancient bills and partisans, viz., a ver^ 
early form of bill, from a specimen preserved in the 
Town Hall of Canterbury ; — bills of the times of 
Henry VI , VII., and VIII. ;-and partisans of the 
time of Edward IV., Henry VII., and James I 





* BoENR L — *' [/tutemealJi the grove of ijfcamore'* 

When Shakspere has to deal with descriptions 
of natural sceneiy, he almost invariably localizes 



himself with the utmost distinctness. He never, 
mistakes the sycamore groves of the south for the 
birch woods of the north. In such caaeB he was 
not required to employ familiar and conventional 
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Images for the sake of presenting an idea more 
distinctly to his audience than a rigid adherence 
to the laws of costume (we employ the word in 
its larger sense of manners) would have allowed. 
The grove of sycamore, 

" That WMtward rooteth from this city's side," 

takes us at once to a scene entirely difierent from 
one presented by Shakspere's own experience. The 
sycamore is the oriental plane (little known in Eng- 
land^ though sometimes found), spreading its hrtxtd 
branches — from which its name, pkUanut — ^to sup- 
ply the most delightful of shades under the sun of 
Syria or of Italy. Shakspere might have found 
the sycamore in Chaucer^s exquisite tale of the 
"Flower and the Leaf/' where the hedge that 

" Closed in all6 the green arbere, 

With sycamore was set and eglantere." 



' SoBNB I. — " brawling love 1 loving hate ! " 

This antithetical combination of contraries ori- 
ginated in the Proveuyal poetry, and was assidu- 
ously cultivated by Petrarch. Shakspere, in this 
passage, may be distmctly traced to Ghaucer^s 
translation of the '* Bomaunt of the Rose," where 
we have love described as a hateful peace — a truth 
full of falsehood — a despairing hope — a void reason 
— a sick heal, &c. 

• SoENB I.—" These happy mcuike, tha/t kUa fair 

ladieit brows, 

Being Uat^ put tu in mind they hide the fair." 

Steevens says that the masks here meant were 
those worn by female spectators of the play ; but 
it appears scarcely necessary so to limit the use of 
a lady's mask, hi the Two Gentlemen of Verona 
we have the '^ suh-expelling mask." In Love's 
Labour's Lost the ladies wear masks in the^rst 



iiitorview between the king and the princess : — 
" Now fair befiill your masV' says Biron to Rosa- 
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line. We subjoin a representation of an Italian 
lady in her black mask. The figure (without the 
mask) is in Vicellio's Habiti Antichi e ModemL 



• SoEWB 11.—" This night I hold an old aeeuttom'd 
feastr 

In the poem of " Romeus and Juliet " the season 
of Capulet's feast is winter : — 

"The wery winter nightes restore the Cliristmas games. 
And now the season doth inrite to banquet townlsh dames. 
And fyrst in Cappel'a house, the chief of all the kyn 
Sparth for no cost, the wonted use of banquets to begin." 

Shakspere had, perhaps, this in his mind when, at 
the ball, old Capulet cries out — 

" And quench the fire, the room lii grown too hot ; " 

but in every other instance the season is unques- 
tionably summer. " The day is hot," says Ben- 
volio. The Friar is up in his garden, 

" Now ere the sun advance his burning eye." 

Juliet hears the nightingale sing from the pome- 
granate-tree. Diuing the whole course of the 
poem, the action appears to move under the 
'* vanity heaven " of Italy, with a soft moon 

<' That tips with silver all these f^uit-tree tops,** 

and " day's pathway ** made lustrous by 

" ^Titan's fleiy wheels." 



" Scene II.—*' Sti^ comfort as do lusty young 
men feel" <fcc. 

Dr. Johnson would read yeomenf and make Ca- 
pulet compare the delight of Paris " among fresh 
female buds" to the joy of the farmer on the return 
of spring. But the spirit of Italian poetiy was upon 
Shakspere when ho wrote these lines; and he 
thought not of the lusty yeoman in his fields, 

** While the plow-man near at hand 
Whistles o'er the Airrow'd land," 

but of such gay groups as Boccaodohas painted, who 

** Sat down in the high grass, and in the shade 
Of many a tree sun proof." 

Shakspere has, indeed, explained his own idea of 
'* well-apparelled April" in that beautiful sonnet 
beginning 

'* From you have I been absent in the spring, 
When proud-pied April, dress'd in all his trim, 
Hath put a spirit of youth ia everything." 

Douce has well observed, that, in this passage o^ 
Romeo and Juliet, Shakspere might ** have Lad in 
view the decorations which accompany the above 
month in some of the manuscript and printed calen- 
dars, where the young folks are represented as 
sitting together on the grass; the men ornamenting 
the girls with chaplets of flowers." Wehave adapted 
one of these representations from a drawing in the 
beautiful manuscript of the "Roman de la Rose" in 
the British Museum. 
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^ ScENB IL — " Tour plantain-leaf is excellent for 
that:' 

The leaf of the broad-leafed plantain was used 
as a blood-ttancher. Of course, Shakspere did 
not allude to the tropical fruit-bearing plant, but 
to the common plantain of our English marshy 
grounds and ditches. The plantain was also con- 
sidered as a preventive of poison; and to this 
supposed virtue Romeo first alludes. 



*> SoENB III.—" *Tia amce the earthquake now 
eleven yean,** 

We hare shown in our Introductory Notice the 
importance of this line, as affording a probable 
date for the composition of Romeo and Juliet. 
The earthquake that was within the recollection 
of Shakspere's audience happened in the year 
1580. The principle of dating from an earthquake, 
or from any other remarkable phenomenon, is a 
very t>bvious one. We have an example as old as 
the days of the prophet Amos : — ** The words of 
Amos, who was among the herdmen of Tekoa, 
which he saw concerning Israel in the days of 
Uzziah king of Judah, and in the days of Jeroboam, 
the son of Joash king of Israel, two years before 
the earthquake." Tyrwhitt says, ** But how oomes 
the Nurse to talk of an earthquake upon this 
occasion? There is no such circumstance, I be- 
lieve, mentioned in any of the novels from which 
Shakspere may be supposed to have drawn his 
story." But it appears to us by no means impro- 
bable that Shakspere might have been acquainted 
with some description of the great earthquake 
which happened at Verona in 1848, when Petrarch 
was sojourning in that city ; and that with some- 
thing like historical propriety, therefore, he made 
the Nurse date from that event, while at the same 
titee the supposed allusion to the earthquake in 
England of 1580 would be relished by his 
audience. 
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" Scehb ni.-^" Read o*er the volume of young 
Pai-ui* face:* 

This passage furnishes a very remarkable ex- 
ample of the correctness of the piinciple laid 
down in Mr. Waiter's very able tract — "An 
Attempt to explain and illustrate various Passages 
of Shakspere, on a new Principle of Criticism, 
derived trom Mr. Locke's Doctrine of the A' so* 
ciation of Ideas." Mr. Whiter's most ingenious 
theory would lose much in being presented in 
any other than his own words. We may just 
mention that his leading doctrine, as applied to 
Shak!>pere, is, that the exceeding warmth of his 
imaginatir n often supplied him, by the power of 
assotiation, with woixls, and with ideas, suggested 
to the mind by a principle of union unperceired 
by himself, and independent of the subject to 
which they are applicKi. We readily agree with 
Mr. Whiter that ** this propensity in the mind to 
associate subjects so remote in their meaning, and 
so heterogeneous in their nature, must, of neces- 
sity, sometimes deceive the ardour of the writer 
into whimnoal or ridiculous combinations. As 
the reader, however, is not blinded by this fascina- 
ting principle, which, while it creates ihe asso- 
ciation, conceals likewise its efibcts, he is instantly 
impressed with the quaintness or the absurdity of 
the imagery, and is inclined to charge the writer 
with the intention of a foolic^ quibble, or an 
impertinent allusion." It is in this spirit of a 
cold and literal criticism, here so well described, 
that Mr. Monck Mason pronounces upon the 
passage before us— "this ridiculous speech is 
full of abstruse quibbles." But the principle of 
association, as explained by Mr. Whiter, at once 
reconciles us to the quibbles. The " volume " of 



young Paris* face suggests the "beauty's pen* 
which hath " writ " there. Then, the obscurities 
of the fair " volume " are written in the " margin 
of his eyes," as comments of ancient books are 
always printed in the margin. Lastly, this " book 
of love" lacks "a cover"— the "golden story" 
must be locked in with "golden clasps." The 
ingenious management of the vein of imagery is 
at least as remarkable as its " abstruse quibbles." 

'* Scene TV.—" We^U hai-e no Cupid hoodwink' d 
tcith a acarft* J:c. 

The masque of ladies, or amazons, in Shakspere's 
Timon, is preceded by a Tupid, who addresses the 
company in a speech. This "device" was a prac- 
tice of courtly life, before and during the time of 
Shakspere. But here he says, 

•• The date ii out of such prolixity.** 

The " Tartar's painted bow of lath " is the bow of 
the Asiatic nations, with a double f'urve ; and 
Shakspere employed the epithet to distinguisb the 
bow of Cupid fi*om the old English long bow. 
The "crow-keeper," who scares the ladies, bad 
also a bow: — he is the shuffle or mawkin — the 
scarecrow of rags and straw, with a bow and arrow 
in his hand. " That fellow handles his bow like 
a crow-keeper" says Lear. The "without-book 
prologue, faintly spoke after the prompter," is 
supposed by Warton to allude to the boy actors 
that we afterwards find so fully noticed in Hamlet 

>* Scene IV.—" We 'II meamre them a measure,"* 
The *' measure " was the courtly dance of the 
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cbys of Elizabeth ; not so solemn as the pavan — 
the '* doleful payan/' as Bavenant calls it, in which 
prinoes in their mantles, and lawyers in their long 
robes, and oourtly dames with enormous trains, 
swept the rushes like the toils of peacocks. From 
this circumstance came its name, the payan — the 
dance of the peacock. The " measiu^ - may be 
best described in Shakspere's own words, in the 
mouth of the lively Beatrice, in Much Ado about 
Nothing : — " Hie fault will be in the music, cousin, 
if you be not wooed in good time ; if the prince 
be too important, tell him there is measure in 
everything, and so dance out the answer. For 
hear me, Hero : wooing, wedding, and repenting, 
is as a Scotch jig* a measurCy and a cinque-pace : 
the first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, 
and full as fantastical : the wedding, mannerly- 
modest, as a measure fidl of state and ancientry ; 
and then comes repentance, ahd, with his bad legs, 
falls into the cinque-pace faster and faster, till he 
sink into his g^ve.** 

w SoBNK IV.—" Give me a torch:' 
Romeo declares that he will not dance : 

" I am not for this ambling.'* 
He subsequently says, 

*' 111 be a candle-holder, and look on." 
Anciently, all rooms of state were lighted by 
waxen torches borne in the hands of attendants. 
FxDissart thus describee the feasting of Gaston de 
Foix : — ** At midnight when he came out of his 
chamber into the hall to supper, he had ever 
before him twelve torches brennyng, borne by 
twelve varlettes standing before his table all 
supper.** To hold the toi*ch was not, however, a 
degrading office in England; for the gentlemen 
pensioners of Elizabeth held torches while a play 
was acted before her in the chapel of King's 
College, Cambridge. 

17 Scene IV.—" Tickle the seneeUu rushes with 
• their heels.** 

Caipets, though known in Italy, were not 
adapted to the English habits in the time of 
Elisabeth ; and even the presence-chamber of that 
queen was, according to Uentzner, strewed with 
hay, by which he meant rushes. The impurities 
which gathered on the floor were easily removed 
with the rushes. But the custom of strewing 
rushes, although very general in England, was 
not peculiar to it. Mr. Brown, in his work on 
Shakspere's autobiographical poems, has this 
observation: "An objection has been made, im- 
puting ui error, in Qrumio's question, ' Are the 
rushes strewed?' But the custom of strewing 
rushes in England belonged also to Italy; this 
may be seen in old authors, and their very word, 
giuncare, now out of use, is a proof of it.*' 

» Scene IV.—'* Tnt I du/n 'a the mouse.** 

We have a string of sayings here which have 
much pusxled the commentators. When Romeo 
exclaims, "I am done," Mercutio, playing upon 
the word, cries "dun's the mouse.'' This is a 
proverbial phrase, constantly occurring in the old 
comedies. It is probably something like the other 



cant phrase that occurs in Lear, " the cat ia grey.** 
The following line, 

'* ir thou art dun, we 1\ draw thee from the mire," 

was fully as puzzling, till Gifford gave us a solution . 
— "Dun is in the mire/ then, is a Christmas' 
gambol, at which I have often played. A log of 
wood is brought into the midst of the room : this 
is dun (the cart-horse), and a cry is raised, that he 
is studs in the mire. Two of the company advance, 
either with or without ropes, to draw him out. 
After repeated attempts, they find themselves 
unable to do it, and call for more assistance. — 
The game continues till all the company take pai*t 
in it, when dun is extricated of course ; and the 
merriment arises from the awkward and affected 
efforts of the rustics to lift the log, and from 
sundry arch contrivances to let the ends of it fidl 
on one another's toes. This will not be thoughti. 
a very exquisite amusement ; and yet I have seen 
much honest mirth at it, and have been hr more 
entertained with the ludicrous contortions of 
pretended struggles, than with the real writhing, 
the dark scowl of avarice and envy exhibited by 
the same description of persons, in the genteeler 
amusement of cards, the universal substitute for 
all our ancient sports."— (Ben Jonson's Works, 
voL vii page 282.) 

" Scene IV.—" Sir revereneeJ* 

This was the old mode of apology for the intro- 
duction of a free expression. Mercutio says, he 
will draw Romeo from the " mire of this love," and 
uses, parenthetically, the ordinary form of apology 
for speaking so profiuiely of love. Gifford has given 
us a quotation from an old tract on the origin of 
tobacco, which is exactly in point : — " The time 
hath been when if we did speak of this loathsome 
stuff, tobacco, we used to put a ' Sir reverence ' 
before, but we forget our good manners." In 
another note on the same word, Gifford says, 
" There is much filthy stuff on this simple inter- 
jection, of which neither Steevens nor Malone 
appears to have known the import, in the notes to 
l^meo and Juliet."'(Ben Jonson's Works, vol vL 
page 149 ; vol vii page S37.) 

*» Scene IV.—" This is that very Mob 

That plats the m^tnes of horses in the night,** 

We extract the following amnsuig note from 
Douce's Illustrations : — 

" This line alludes to a very sing^ular superstition, 
not yet foi^gotten in some parts of the country. 
It was believed that certain malignant spirits, 
whose delight was to wander in groves and pleasant 
places assumed occasionally the l^enesses of women 
clothed in white ; that in this character they some- 
times haunted stables in the night-time, carrying 
in their hands tapers of wax, which they dropped 
on the horses' manes, thereby plaiting them in 
inextricable knots, to the great annoyance of the 
poor animals, and the vexation of their masters. 
These hags are mentioned in the woiks of WillisLm 
Auvergne, Bishop of Paris, in the thirteenth cen- 
tury. There is a very uncommon old print bv 
Hans Burgmair, relating to this subject. A witch 
enters the stable with a lighted torch ; and pra- 
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viouBly to the operation of eutangling the hone's 
uuuie, practises her enchantments on the groom, 
who is lying asleep on his back, and apparently 
influenced by the night-mare. The belemnites, 
or elf-stones, were regarded as charms against the 
last-mentioned disease, and against evil spirits of 
all kinds ; but the ceraunise, or boetuli, and all 
perforated flint-stones, were not only used for the 
same purpose, but more particularly for the pro- 
tection of horses and other cattle, by suspending 
them in stables, or tying them round the necks of 
the animals." 
The next line, 

" And bakes the elMocki in foul iluttUh hain," 

Beems to be unconnected with the preceding, and 
to mark a superstition, which, as Dr. Warburton 
has observed, may have originated from the plica 
Poloniea, which was supposed to be the operation 



of the wicked elves, whence the clotted hair was 
called elf-locks, and elf-knots. Thus Udgar talks 
of ** elfing all his hair in knots." 

»* Scene V. — " Bemove the court cupboard.** 

The court cupboard was the ornamental side- 
board, set out with salvers and beakers on days of 
festivity. Wo have in a play of 1599, "accom- 
plished the court cupboard ; " and in another by 
Chapman, in 1606, " Here shall stand my court 
cupboard with its furniture of plate." In Italy,, 
the art of Benveuuto Cellini was lavished upon 
the exquisite ornaments of the court cupboard. 
In the following engraving is exhibited one of the 
rich court cupboards of ihe period of Elizabeth, 
set out with many of those vessels of antique 
Italian workmanship which had found their way 
into this country. « 
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SCENE L— ^n open Place adjoining Capulet'* 
Garden, 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom, Can I go forward, when my heart is 
hereP 
Tarn back, doll earth, and find thy centre out. 
[He climbs the wall, and leapt down within it. 

Enter Bentouo and Mebcxttio. 

Ben, Komeo ! my cousin Romeo ! 

Mer. • He is wise ; 

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed. 

Ben, He ran this way, and leapt this orchard 
wall: 
Call, good Meroutio. 

Mer, Nay, I '11 oonjnre too. 

Romeo! hnmours! madman! passion! lover! 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh, 
Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied. 
Cry but — Ah me ! pronounce* but love and dove ; 
Speak to my gossip Yenus one fair word. 
One nick-name for her purblind son and heir, 
Young Abraham^ Cupid, he that shot so trim, 

ft {A) hftt prowow t ee; the subsequent quartos and the 
flnt folio, propaunt; the second folio, eouplg, Steevens 
desired to retain proMNil,to provide, from the noun prowant, 
provision. 

b All the old eopkt hftre " Ahrakam,** Upton changed 
it to "Adam," which modem editors have adopted, sup- 
poeinff the allusion, "he that shot so trim," was to the 
Adam Bell of the old Ballad, to whom Shakspere has also 
alluded in Much Ado about Nothing : " he that hits me, let 
him be clapped on the shoulder and called Adam." But the 



When king Cophetua lov'd the beggar-maid."— 
He heareth not, he stirreth not, he moveth not ; 
The ape * is dead, and I must conjure him. — 
I conjure thee by RosaL'ne's bright eyes, 
By her hi^ forehead, and her scarlet lip. 
By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh. 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie. 
That in thy likeness thou appear to us. 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 

Mer, This cannot anger him: 'twould anger 
him 
To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur'd it down ; 
That were some spite : my invocation 
Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress' name, 
I conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben, Come, he hath bid himself among these 
trees. 
To be consorted with the humorous ^ night : 

wprd " trim," which is the reading of the first quarto (the 
subsequent editions giving us '* true*% is distinctly derived 
from the " Ballad of King Cophetua and the Beggar-maid." 
" The blinded boy, that shoots so frun, 
From heaven down did hie. 
He drew a dart, and shot at him. 
In place where he did lie." 
With all submission to the opinion of Percy, who adopts the 
reading of Upton, we think that the change of Abraham into 
Adam was uncalled for. Abraham conveys another idea 
than that of Cupid's archery, which is stronglv enough con- 
veyed. The " Abraham " Cupid is the cheat— the '* Abraham 
man"— of our old statutes. 

• Th« apu—BXi expression of kindly familiarity, applied 
to a young man. 
b Uumoroutt dewy,— vaporous. 
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Blind 18 bis love, and best befits the dark. 
Mer, If love be blind, love cannot bit tbe 
mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree. 
And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit. 
As maids call medlars, when they laugh 

alone.* — 
Eomeo, good night ;— I '11 to my truokle-bed ; ' 
This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 
Come, shall we go P 

Ben. Go, then ; fur 't is in vuin 

To seek him here, that means not to be found. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IL— Capulet** Garden, 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom, He je^ at scars, that never felt a 

wound. — 

[Juliet appears above, at a window. 
But, soft! what light through yonder window 

breaks! 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ! — 
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon. 
Who is already sid^ and pale with grief, 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she : 
Be not her maid,^ sinoe she is envious ; 
Her vestal livery is but sick and green. 
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it ofT. — 
It is my lady : 0, it is my love : 
b, that she knew she were ! — 
She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that P 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 
I am too bold, 't is not to me she speaks : 



ft There are two lines here omit ted in the teztof SteoTeniP 
editton. which Malone has restore I to the text The lines art 
gross,— hot the grotsness is obscure, and, if it were under- 
stood, could scarcely be called corrupting. The freedoms of 
Mereutio arise out of his dramatic character ;— his exuberant 
spirits betrajr him into leritiet which are constantly opposed 
to the intellectual refinement which rises above svch tiaser 
matter. But Pope rejected these lines— Pope, who, in the 
R^w of the Lock, has introduced one couplet, at least, that 
would haTe disgraced the age of Elisabeth. We do not print 
the two lines of Shakapere, for they can only interest the 
verbal critic. But we distinctly record their omission. As 
far at we have been able to trace— and we htve gone through 
the old editions with an especial reference to wis matter— 
these two lines constitute the onlff passage in the original 
editions which has been omitted by modem editors. With 
this txetptlon, there it not a patsage in Shakipere which 
it not reprinted in every edition except that of Mr. Bowdler. 
And yet the writer In Lardner's Cyclopssdit (Lives of Lite- 
rary and Scientific Men), has ventured to make the follow- 
ing assertion :. " Whoever has looked into the orMnal ediliont 
of hit dramas will be disgusted with the obscenity of his allu- 
skint. They absolutely teem with the grossest improprieties 
-—more gross bv tu than can be found in any contempo- 
rary dramatist.''^ The insinuation that the original editione 
contain improprieties that are not to be fbund in ntodem edi- 
tione, is difficult to characterise without nting expreMioot 
that had better be avoided. 

b Be not a votary to Diana,— the 

" Queen and huntrets, cfaaate and foir," 
of Ben Jonson's beautiful hymn. 
32 



Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they m her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those 

stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright. 
Thai birds would sing and think it were not 

night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand. 
That I might touch that cheek ! 

Jul, Ah me ! 

Rom, She speaks : — 

0, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, bemg o'er my head. 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto ihe white-upturned wondering eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing* clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul, Romeo, Ilomeo! wherefore art thou 
Bx)meoP 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name ; 
Or, if thou wilt not, b§ but sworn my love. 
And I '11 no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Sliall I hear more, or shall I speak at this F 

[Jside, 

Jul. 'T is but thy name that is my memy ; — 
Thou art thyself, though ^ not a Montague. 
What 's Montague P it is nor hand,nor foot. 
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. 0, be some other name ! * 
What 's in a name P that which we call a rose. 
By any other name ^ would smell as sweet ; 
So Komeo would, were he not Homeo call'd. 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes^ 
Without that title : — ^Romeo, doff thy name ; 
And for thy • name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myself. 

Rom^ I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and I '11 be new baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romea 

Jul, What man art thou, that thus besoreen'd 
in night. 
So stumUest on my counsel P 

Rom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am ; 



a So {A ), The folio and (C). ptMng. 

b JuHet places his personal qualities in opposition te what 
the thought evil Of his Ikmily. 

e There is a condition in the folio and (C), which Malone 
here appears to have put right, by making out a line, with 
the aid of {A). The folio omiu " O, be tome other name." 

d So (il). The folio and (C), irortf. 

• So (C) and folio. M), Ool. 
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My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

Because it is an enemy to tbee ; 

Had I it written I would tear the word. 

Jul. My ears have yet not drunk a hundred 
words 
Of thy tongue's uttering,* yet 1 know the sound ; 
Art thou not Borneo, and a Montague ? 

lUm, Neither, fair maid,*> if either thee dislike.* 

Juh How cam'st thou hither, tell me P and 
wherefore P 
The Qrchard walls are high and hard to dimb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art. 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rm, With love's light wings did I o'er-perch 
these walls ; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out : 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no stop* to me. 

Jul, If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

Bxm. Alack! there lies more peril in thine 
eye, 
Than twenty of their swords; look thou'but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity. 

Jul, I would not for the world they saw thee 
here. 

Bjim, I have night's cloak to hide me from 
their eyes ; • 
And, but thou love me,' let them find me here : 
My life were better ended by their hate. 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whose direction found'st thou out 
this place P 

Horn, By love, that first did prompt me to 
inquire; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast diore wash'd with the farthest sea, 
I would' adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul, Thou know'st the mask of night is on my 
face; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek. 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to- 
night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, ffidn, fain deny 
What I have spoke. But farewell compliment ! ^ 
Dost thou love meP I know thou wilt say— Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear'st, 
Thou ma/st prove false ; at lovers' pequries. 
They say, Jove laughs. 0, gentle Romeo, 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully : 



• The folio and (C), My tontui* uttering. (A), thai 
tongues utttrance. 
b lxi{A\»aini. , ... ... 

c 2>i«/<jke— displeoae. d in {A), let. • In (^), tight. 

t But thou love mc.— So thou do but love me. 

g So {A). In folio and (C), should. 

h Farewell compUment—fuewtll respect for fonni. 

Tragbdieb.— Vol. I. D 



Or, if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
I *11 frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay. 
So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou may'st think my haviour 

light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I '11 prove more true 
That those that have more cunning^ to be 

strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess. 
But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware. 
My true love's passion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear,* 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops, — 
Jul. 0, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
moon 
That monthly changes in her circled orb. 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
Bom. What shall I swear by P 
Jul. Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self. 
Which is the god of my idolatry. 
And I'll believe thee. 
Bom. If my heart's dear love— 

Jul. Well, do not swear : • although I joy in 
thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night : 
It is too rash, too unadris'd, too sudden; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be. 
Ere one can say— It lightens. Sweet, good 

night ! 
This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath. 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we 

meet. 
Qood night, good night! as sweet repose and 

rest 
CJome to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 
Bom. 0, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied P 
Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to- 
night? 
Bom. The exchange of thy love's fidthful vow 

for mine. 
Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didst 
request it : 
And yet I would it were to give again. 
Bom. Wouldst thou withdraw itP for what 

purpose, love? 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet 1 vrish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 

a So (J). In folio and (C), cogtng, 
b So [A). In folio and (C), vow. 
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The more I have, for both are infinite 

["Nurse calls toithin. 
I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! 
Anon, good nurse !— Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exii. 

Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeard, 
Being in night, all this b but a dream. 
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good 
night, indeed. 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow. 
By one that 1 11 procure to come to thee. 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I '11 lay, 
And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 
Nvrse, \Within^ Madam. 
JuL I come, anon : — But if thou mean'st not 
well, 
I do beseech thee — 
Nurse, \WithinI\ Madam. 
JuL By and by, I come : — 

To cease thy strife and leave me to my grief : 
To-morrow will I send. 
Rom. So thrive my soul, — 

Jul. A thousand times good night I {Exit. 
Rom. A thousand times the worse to want 
thy light- 
Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from their 

books; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy 
looks. {Retiring slowly. 

Re-cnler Juliet, above. 

Jul Hist ! Romeo, hist !— 0, for a falconer*s 
voice. 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! ^ 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where echo lies, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo.* 

Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night. 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

JuU Romeo. 

Rom. My— 

Nurse. [Within.'] Madam. 

JuL What o'clock to-morrow^ 

Shall I send to thee ? 



A Jr\ (A), my Romeo'* name. 
b This passage is ordinarily i^nted thus :— 
Jul. Romeo. 
Rom. My sweet. 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow— 

My fweel was substituted by the editor of the second folio 
34 



Rom. By the hour of nine. 

Jul. I wiU not fail ; 't is twenty years till then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Rom. Let me stand here tiU thou remember it. 

Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Remem'bring how I love thy company. 

Rom. And T '11 still stay, to have thee stiU 
forget, 
Foi^tting any other home but this. 

Jul. 'T is almost morning, I would liave thee 
gone: 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand. 
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves. 
And with a silk thread plucks it back again. 
So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would 1 were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would I : 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good night, good night ! partipg is such sweet 

sorrow, 
That I shall say good night, till it be morrow. 

[Exil. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in 
thy breast ! — 
'Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest ! 
Hence will I to my ghostly friar*s close* cell ; 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exit. 

SCENE lll.-'Friar Laurence'* Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence, with a basket. 

Fri. The grey-ey'd mom smiles on the frown- 
ing night, 
Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of 

light; 
And flecked** darkness like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's path, and Titan's fiery wheels :® 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye. 
The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 

for My neece, which is the reading of the first folio, and of 
the second and third quartos. In the first quarto we have 
Madam, which Malone adopts. But in the first quarto 
there is no interruption at all by the Nurse; whilst in the 
second quarto she has twice before used the word Madam ; 
— and, consequently, the poet, in his amended copy, avoided 
the use by Romeo of a title which had Just been used by 
the Nurse. We believe that the word Neece is altogether a 
mistake. — that the word Nurse was written, as denoting a 
third interruption by her— and that Madam, the use of 
which was the form of the interruption, was omitted acci 
dentally, or was supposed to be implied by the word Nurse. 
As we have printed the passage the metre is correct; and it 
is to be observed that in the second quarto and the subse- 
quent copies, al before " what o'clock," which was in the 
first quarto, is omitted, showing that a word of two syllables 
was wanted after my whrn &t was rejected. Zachary Jack- 
son, instead of niece, would read novice. 

^ (A)," ghostly father's cell." 

b Flecked— d^pj)\ed. 

c So (A). It is remarkable that in the folio and (C) these 
four lines, with a slight alteration, are also introduced before 
the two last lines ot Romeo** previous speech. It appears to 
us that the poet was making experimentg upon the margin 
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I must up-fill this osier cage of ours, 

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 

The earth, that 's nature's mother, is her tomb ;* 

What is her burying grave, that is her womb : 

And from her womb children of divers kind 

We sucking on her natural bosom find : 

Many for many virtues excellent. 

None but for some, and yet all different.* 

O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 

For nought so vile that on the earth doth live. 

But to the earth some special good doth give ; 

Nor aught so good, bu^ stndu'd from that fair 

use. 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 
And vice sometime 's by action dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this weak ^ flower 
Poison hath residence, and med'cine power : 
For this, bemg smelt, with that part cheers each 

part; 
Bemg tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 
Two such opposed kings ** encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, — grace, and rude 

wiU; 
And, where the worser is predominant, 
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

Enter Romeo. 

Horn. Good morrow, father ! 

Fri. Benedicite ! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?— ' 
Young son, it argues a distemper 'd head. 
So soon to bid good morrow to tbj bed : 
Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye. 
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 
But were unbrmsed youth with unstuff 'd brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth 

reign: 
Therefore thy earliness doth me assure. 
Thou art np-rous *d by some distemp'rature, 
Of if not so, then here I hit it right— 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rom. That last is true^ the sweeter rest was 
mine. 



of the first copy of the change of a word or so, and leaving 
the MS. upon the page, without oMlterating the originiU 
passage, it came to be iiiserted twice. The lines, as given to 
Romeo, stand thus in the quarto of 1609, and in the folio . — 
'* The grey-ey'd mom smiles on the frowning night. 
Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light ; 
And darkness fleckel'd, like a drunkard reels 
From forth day's path-way, made by litan's wheels." 
' Six lines, ending with this line, are not in (A). 
b In (il), «jRa//. 

c In {A), foet. In the other ancient editions, kiHg$. 
Opposed foM has not the propriety of opposed Mnya—tL 
thoroughly Shakspereati phrase. 

C2 



Fri. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosa- 
line? 
Rom, With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no; 
I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 
Fri. That 's my good son : But where hast 

thou been then ? 
Rom. I '11 tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 
I have been feasting with mine enemy ; 
Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me. 
That 's by me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies ; • 
I bear no hatr^, blessed man; for, lo. 
My intercession likewise steads my foe. 
Fri. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy 
drift; 
Riddling confession finds but riddliag shrift. 
Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love 
is set 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 
As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 
And all combin'd, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how. 
We met, we wooed, and made exchange of vow, 
I '11 tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray. 
That thou consent to marry us to-day. 

Fri. Holy Saint Francis! what a change is 
here! 
Is Rosaline, that thou didst love so dear, 
So soon forsaken P young men's love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 
Jesu Maria ! what a deal of brine 
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosab'ne ! 
How much salt water thrown away in waste, 
To season love, that of it doth not taste ! 
The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 
Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet : 
If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine. 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce this sentence 

then- 
Women may fall, when there 's no strength in 
men. 
Rom* Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosa- 
line. 
Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. . 
Rom. And bad*st me bury love. 
Fri. Not in a grave 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom. I pray thee, chide not: she, whom 1 
love now. 
Doth grace for grace and love for love allow ; 
The other did not so. 
Fri» O, she knew well, 

35 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act 11.] 



ROMEO AOT) JULIET. 



[SCEKB IT. 



Thy loye did read by rote, and could not spell. 
But come, young waverer, come go with me, 
In one respect I 'li thy assistant be ; 
For this alliance may so happy prove, 
To turn your households' rancour to pure bye. 
Earn, O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden 

haste. 
Fri, Wisely, and slow; They stumble, that 
run fast [Exeuni. 

SCENE IV.— J Street. 

Enter Beittolio and Mbbcutk). 

Mer. Where the devil should tins Borneo 
beP— 
Came he not home to-night P 
Ben, Not to his father's; I spoke with his 



Mer. Why, that same pale hard-hearted 
Wench, that Rosaline, 
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

Ben, Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 
Hath sent a letter to his father's house. 

Mer, A challenge, on my life. 

Ben, Romeo will answer it. 

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer a 
letter. 

Ben, Kay, he will answer the letter's master, 
how he dai^, being dared. 

Mer, Alas, poor R(»neo, he is already dead ! 
stabbed with a white wench's black eye ; shot 
thorough the ear with a love-song ; the very pin* 
of his heart deft with the blind bow-boy's butt- 
shaft ; And is he a man to encounter Tybalt P 

Ben, Why, what is Tybalt P 

Mer, More than prince of cats,^ I can tell you. 
O, he is the courageous captain of compliments. 
He fights as you sing prick-song ^ keeps time, 
distance, and proportion; rests me his minim 
rest, one, two, and the third in your bosom : the 
very butcher of a silk button, a dueUist, a dud- 
list ; ^ a gentleman of the very first house, — of 
the first and second cause: Ah, the immortal 
passado 1 the puncto reverso ! the hay I 

Ben, The what P 

Mer, The pox of such antic, lisping, affect- 
log fantasticoes ; these new tuners of accents ! — 
By Jesu, a very good blade !— a very tall man ! — 
a very good whore ! — ^Why, is not this a lament- 



* The centre of the target, trbere the pin fastened the 
efont. 

b Tybert is the name given to the cat in the story of 
Reynard the Fox. 

c Prick- aonfft music pricked, or noted, down, so as to read 
according to rule ; in contradistinction to music learnt by 
the car, or sung ftrom memory. 
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able thing, grandsire, that we should be thus 
afflicted with these strange flies, these fRshion- 
mongers, these pardon-mes, who stand so much 
on the new form, that they cannot sit at ease on 
the old bench P 0, their tons, their bom / 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring :— 
O, flesh, flesh, how art thou flshified ! — Now is 
he for the numbers that Petrardi flowed in: 
Laura, to his lady, was but a kitchen-wench ; — 
many, she had a better love to be-rhyme her : 
Dido, a dowdy ; Cleopatra, a gipsy ; Helen and 
Hero, hildings and harlots ; ^Hiisb^ a grey eye 
or so,* but not to the purpose. — dignior Romeo, 
bonjour! there's a French salutation to your 
French slop. You gave us the counterfeit fairly 
last night. 

Rom, Good morrow to you both. What coun- 
terfdt did I give you P 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip ; • Can you not 
ooncdve P 

Rom, Pardon, good Mereutio, my business 
was great ; and, in such a case as mine, a man 
may strain courtesy. 

Mer, That 'a as much as to say— such a case 
as yours constraios a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom, Meaning— to court'sy. 

Mer, Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Rom, A most courteous exposition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Rom, Pink for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom, Why, then is my pump wdl flowered> 

Mer. Sure wit.° Follow me this jest now, till 
thou hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the 
single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain, 
after the wearing, solely singular. 

Rom. single-soled jest, soldy siugnlar for 
the singleness ! 

Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio ;* my 
wits faint. 

Rom, Switch and spnrs> switch and spurs ; or 
I '11 cry a match. 

Mer, Nay, if our wits run the wild-goose chase,' 
I have done ; for thou hast more of the wild- 
goose in one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have 
in my whde five: Was I with you there for the 
goose P 

* The grey eye— the blue eye— was the most beautiAil. 
In the Venus and Adonis, Venus says, "Thine eyes are 
grey." 

t> The pump was the shoe. We retain the word. Th« 
ribbons in the pump were shaped as fowrrs. 

«InM), Weiitaid. 
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Bom. Thou wast neyer with me for anything, 
when thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

Bom, Nay, good goose, bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting;^ it is 
A most sharp sauce. 

Bom. And is it not well served in to a sweet 
goose? 

Mer. 0, here's a wit of cheverel,^ that stretches 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad ! 

Bom. I stretch it out for that word— broad: 
which added to the goose, proves thee fax and 
wide a broad goose. 

Mer, Why, is not this better now than groan- 
ing for love f^ now art thou sociable, now art 
thou Komeo ; now art thou what thou art, by art 
as well as by nature : for this drivelling love is 
like a great natural, that nms lolling up and 
down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

BeH. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer, Thou desirest me to stop in my tale 
against the hair. 

BeH. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale 
large. 

Mer, 0, thou art deceived, I would have made 
it short : for I was come to the whole depth of 
my tale: and meant, indeed, to occupy the 
argument no longer. 

Bom, Here's goodly gear! 

Enter Ntjbse and Feteb. 

Mer, A sail, a sail, a sail I 

Ben, Two, two ; a shirt, and a smock. 

Nurse. Peter! 

FeUr. AnonP 

Nurse. My fan, Peter." 

Mer. Good Peter, to hide her fiace ;* for her 
fan 's the fairer face. 

Nurse. Grod ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse, Is it good den P "^ 

Mer. 'Tis no less, I tell you; for the bawdy 
hand of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon you ! what a man are you I 

Bom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made 
himself to mar. 

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said ;— For him- 
self to mar, quoth'a P— (jentlemen, can any of 
you tell me where I may find the young Komeo P 

Bowl 1 can tell you ; but young Komeo will 
be older when you have found him, than he was 



• The name of an apple. 

t> Kid leatber-lhmi cAA^e»i<^— a roebuck. 



when you sought him: I am the youngest of 
that name, for 'fault of a worse. 

Nurse, You say weU. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst wellP very well took, 
i' faith ; wisely, wisely. 

Nurse, If you be he, sir, I desire some con- 
fidence with you. 

Ben. She will indite him to some supper. 

Mer, A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho I 

Bom, What hast thou found P 

Mer, No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a 
lenten pie, that is something stale and hoar ere 
it be spent. 

An old hare hoar, 

And an old hare hoar, 
Is very good meat in lent : 

But a hare that is hoar, 

Is too much for a score, 
When it hoars ere it be tpent.-" 

Komeo, will you come to your father's P well 
to dinner thither. 

Bom, I will follow you. 

Mer, Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, lady, 
lady, kdy. 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvglio. 

Nurse, Marry, fareweU! — I pray you, sir, 
whafc saucy merchant^ was this, that was so fall 
of his ropery P 

Bom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk; and will speak more in a minute, 
than he will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak anything against me, I'll 
take him down an 'a were lustier than he is, and 
twenty such Jacks ; and if I cannot, I'll find 
those that shall. Scurvy knave ! I am none of 
his flirt-gills ; I am none of his skains-mates : — 
And thou must stand by too, and suffer every 
knave to use me at his pleasureP 

Pet, I saw no man use you at his pleasure : 
if I had, my weapon should quickly, have been 
out, I warrant you: I dare draw as soon as 
another man, if I see occasion in a good quarrel, 
and the law on my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that 
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave ! — 
Pray you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my 
young lady bade me inquire you out ; what she 
bade me say, I will keep to myself: but first let 
me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool's 
paradise, as they say, it were a very gross kind 
of behaviour, as they say : for the gentlewoman is 
young ; and, therefore, if you should deal double 
with her, truly it were an ill thing to be offered 
to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Bom, Nurse, commend me to thy lady and 
mistress. I protest unto thee, — 
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Nurse. Good heart ! aud, i*faith, I will tell her 
as much: Lord, lord, she will be a jojfal 
woman. 

Rom, What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou 
dost not mark me. 

Nurse. I wUl tell her, sir, — that you do pro- 
test; which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike 
offer. 

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to 
shrift 
This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at friar Laurence' cell 
Be shri7*d, and married. Here is for thy 
pains. 

Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Rem. Gro to ; I say, you shall 

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she sliall 
be there. 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey- 
wall: 
Within this hour my man shall be with thee ; 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair : 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 
Farewell ! — Be trusty, and I '11 quite thy pains. 
Farewell!— Commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee! — 
Hark you, sir. 

Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse ? 

Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne'er 
hear say 
Two may keep counsel, putting one away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee; my man's as true as 
steel. 

Nurse. Well, sir ; my mistress is the sweetest 
lady — ^Lord, lord ! — when 't was a little prating 
thing, — O, there's a nobleman in town, one 
Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard ; but she, 
good soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very toad, 
as see him. I anger her sometimes, and tell 
her that Paris is the properer man; but, I'll 
warrant you, when I say so, she looks as 
pale as any clout in the varsal world. Doth 
not rosemary and Romeo begin both with a 
letter ? 

Rom. Ay,, nurse ; What of that ? both with 
an R. 

Nnrse. Ah, mocker ! that 's the dog's name. 
R is for the dog." No ; I know it begins with 
some other letter: and she hath the prettiest 
sententious of it, of you aud rosemary, that it 
would do you good to hear it.* 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. \^R.rif. 



• All this diaionrue, from 
tre^s," is not in (A) 
33 



' Commend me to tliy niiB- 



Nurse, Ay, a thousand times. — ^Peter I 

Pet. Anon? 

Nurse. Before, and apace. [Kjeittft. 



SCENE v.— Capul^t'* Garden. 
Enter Juliet. 

Jut. The clock struck nine, when I did stnu 

the nurse ; 
In half an hour she promis'd to return. 
Perchance, she cannot meet him:— that's not 

so. — 
0, she is lame ! love's heralds should be 

thoughts,* 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun's 

beams, 
Driving back shadows over low'ring hills : 
Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love,** 
And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hiU 
Of this day's journey ; and from nine till 

twelve 
Is three long hours, — ^yet she is not come. 
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood 
She'd be as swift in motion as a ball ; 
My words would bandy her to my sweet love. 
And his to me : 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead ; 
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

Enter NuRSE and Peter. 

God, she comes ! — honey nurse, what 

news? 
Hast thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 
Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. \^Exit Peter. 
Jul. Now, good sweet nurse, — O lord ! why 
look'st thou sad ? 
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 
If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse. I am aweary, give me leave a while ; — 
Fie, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have 
I had ! 
Jul. I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy 
news : 
Nay, come, 1 pray thee, speak ; — good, good 
nurse, speak. 
Nnrse. Jesu, What haste? can you not stay 
a while ? 
Do you not see that I am out of breath ? 



■ In (i^), Juliet's soliloquy end* here. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Ai-r II.] 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[SC»NE VI. 



JuL How art thou out of breathy when thou 
hast breath 
To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 
The excuse that thou dost make in this delay 
Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 
Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that ; 
Say either, and I *D stay the circumstance : 
Let me be satisfied. Is 't good or bad P 

Nvne, Well, you have made a simple choice ; 
you know not how to choose a man : Romeo ! 
no, not he ; though his face be better than any 
man's, yet his leg excels all men's; and for a 
hand, and a foot, and a body, — though they be 
not to be talked on, yet they are past compare : 
He is not the flower of courtesy, — but, I'll 
warrant him, as gentle as a lanib.— Go thy ways, 
wench; serve God. — What, have you d'ned at 
home? 

Jul. No, no : But all this did 1 know before ; 
What says he of our marriage ? what of that P 
Nurse. Lord, how my head aches! what a 
head have I ! 
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 
My back o' t' other side, — O, my back, my 

back !— 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about. 
To catch my death with jaunting up and 

down ! 
. Jul. r faith, I am soiTy that thou art not 

well: 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says 
my love ? 
Nurse. Your love says, like an honest gentle- 
man. 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome. 
And, I warrant, a virtuous: — Where is your 
mother ? 
Jul. Where is my mother?— why, she is 
within; 
Where should she be ? How oddly thou repliest : 
Your love sayx^ like an honest gentleman, — 
Where is your mother ? 

Nurse. 0, God's lady dear ! 

Are you so hot ? Marry, come up, 1 trow ; 
Is tWs the poultice for my aching bones ? 
Henceforward do your messages yourself. 
Jul. Here's such a coil,— Come, what says 

Romeo? 
Nurse. Have you got leave to go to shrift 

to-day? 
Jul. I have. 

Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence' 
cell, 
Tliere stays a husband to make you a wife : 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 



They '11 be in scarlet straight at any news. 
Hie you to church ; I must another way. 
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Must climb a bird's nest soon, whien it is dark : 
I am the drudge, and toil in your delight ; 
But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 
Go, 1*11 to dinner; hie you to the cell. 
Jul. Hie to high fortune! — honest nurse, 
farewell [Exettnl. 

SCENE ML— Friar Laurence'* Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo.'^ 

Fri. So smile the heavens upon this holy act 
That after-hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Rom. Amen, amen! but come what sorrow 
can. 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 
Do thou but close our hands with holy words. 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare. 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. These violent delights have violent ends. 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest 

honey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness. 
And in the taste confounds the appetite : 
Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter Juliet. 

Here comes the lady ;— O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint : 
A lover may bestride the gossamer 
That idles in the wanton summer air, 
And yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 

Jul. Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fri. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for 
us both. 

Jul. As much to him, else are his thanks too 
much. 

Rom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

Jul. Conceit, more rich iu matter than iu 
words, 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 
They are but beggars that can count their worth ; 

V 

■ This scene was entirely rewritten, after the first copy. 

39 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act II.] 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[SCKNB VI, 



But my trae love is grown to sach excess, 
I oannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 
fri. Come, come, with me, and we will make 
short work ; 



For, hy your leaves, you shall not stay alone, 
Till holy church incorporate two in one. 

[Exeunt. 
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' Scene I. — "When King Cophetua Md the beggar- 
vMiid" 

Thb ballad of King Cophetua and the Beggar- 
maid was amongst the most popular of old Eng- 
lish ballads, allusions to which were familiar to 
Shakspere's audience. Upon the authority of 
learned Master ** Moth " in Love's Labour *8 Lost> 
it was an ancient ballad in Shakspere's day : — 

*' Armado. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and the 
Beggar t 

Motk. The world was very guilty of such a ballad tome 
three ages since ; but, I think, now 't is not to be found, or, if 
it were, it would neither serve for the writing nor the tune. 

Arm, I will have that subject newly writ o'er." 

We have two versions of this ballad :— the one pub- 
lished m " A Collection of Old Ballads," quoted by 
Grey, in 1754 ; the other in Percy's Beliques. Both 
of these compositions appear as if they had been 
"newly writ o'er" not long before, or perhaps 
after, Shakspere's time: we subjoin a stanza of 
each : — 

FROM FEBOY'S RELIQU£S« 

" I read that once in Africa 

A princely wight did reign, 
Who had to name Cophetua, 

As poets they did feign : 
From nature's laws he did decline, 
For sure he was not of my mind, 
He cared not for womankind. 

But did them all disdain. 
But mark, what happened on a day, 
As he out of his window lay. 
He saw a beggar all in grey. 

The which did cause him pain. 
The blinded boy, that shoots so trim. 

From heaven down did hie, 
He drew a dart. and shot at him. 

In place where he did lie." 



FBOM A COLLEOTION OF OLD BALLADS. 

" A king once reigned beyond the seas. 
As we in ancient stories find, 
Whom no fair face could ever please. 
He cared not for womankind. 
He despis'd the sweetest beauty. 
And the greatest fortune too ; 
At length he married to a beggar ; 
See what Cupid's dart can do. 
The blind boy that shoots so trim. 
Did to his closet window steal, 
And made him soon his power feel. 
He that never oared for women. 
But did females ever hate, 
At length was smitten, wounded, swooned. 
For a beggar at his gate." 



» SoENB I.— "/ '« to my truckle-hed," 

The original quarto has, "I'll to my trundle' 
bed." It appears somewhat strange that Mercutio 
should speak of sleeping in a truckle-bed, or a 
trundle-bed, both which words explain the sort of 
bed— a running-bed. The furniture of a sleeping- 
chamber in Shakspere's time consisted of a standing- 
bed, and a truckle-bed. " There *s his chamber, his 
house, his castle, his standing-bed, and truckle-bed," 
says mine host of the Carter, in the Merry Wives of 
Windsor. The standing-beid was for the master ; 
the truckle-bed, which ran under it, for the servant. 
It may seem strange, therefore, that Mercutio should 
talk of sleeping in the bed of his page ; but the next 
words will solve the difficulty : — 

" ThiBjleld-bed is too cold for me to sleep." 

The field-bed, in this case, was the ground ; but the 
field-bed, |)roperly so called, was the travelling* 
bed ; the lit de 'dMmpf called, in old English, the 
" trussyng-bedde." The bed next beyond the luxury 
of the trussyng-bed was the truckle-bed; and tbere« 
fore Shakspere naturally takes that in preference to 
the standing-bed. 

8 Scene II.—" Well, do not wear," «fec. 

Coleridge has a beautiful remark on this passage, 
and on the whole of the scene, which we extract : — 
'' With love, pure love, there is always an anxiety 
for the safety of the object, a disinterestedness, by 
which it is distinguished from the counterfeits of its 
name. Compare this scene with Act III. Scene L 
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of the U'empest. I do uot know a more wonderful in- 
stiince of Shakspere's mastery in playing a distinctly 
rememberable variety on the same remembered air, 
than m the transporting love confessions of Komeo 
and Juliet, and Ferdinand and Miranda. There 
seems more passion in the one, and more dignity in 
the other ; yet you feel that the sweet girlish linger- 
ing and busy movement of Juliet, and the calmer 
and more maidenly fondness of Miranda, might 
easily pass into each other." 

* Scene II. — " (?, for a falconers voice, 

To lure this tassel-gentle back again / " 

The falconer s voice was the voice which the hawk 
was constrained by long habit to obey. Gkrvase 
Markham, in his "Country Contentments," has pic- 
turesquely described the process of training hawks 
to this obedience, •* by watching and keeping them 
from sleep, by a continual ourying them upon your 
fist, and by a most familiar stroking and playing 
with them, with the wing of a dead fowl, or such 
like, and by often gazing and looking them in the 
face, with a loving and gentle countenance." A 
hawk so •* manned " was brought to the lure " by 
easy degrees, and at last was taught to know the 
voice and lure so perfectly, that either upon the 
sound of the one, or sight of the other, she will pre- 
sently come in, and be most obedient." There is a 
peculiar propriety in Juliet calling Romeo her tas- 
sel-gentle ; for this species was amongst the most 
beautiful and elegant of hawks, and was especially 
appropriated to the use of aprince. Our poetalway^ 
uses the images which have been derived from his 
ow* experience, with exquisite propriety. In the 
Merry Wives of Windsor, FalstaflTs page is the eyas- 
mnsketf the smallest unfledged hawk. Othello fears 
that Dosdemona is haggard — that is, the wild hawk 



which *' checks at every feather." The sport with a 
t;is.sel-gentle is spiritedly desciibed by Massinger: — 

" Then, for an evsning flight, 

A tiercel gentle, which 1 call, my masters, 
As he were sent a messenger to the moon. 
In such a place flies, as he seems to say, 
See me, or see me not I the partridge sprung. 
He makes his stoop ; but wanting breath, is forced 
To canceller ; then, with such speed as if 
He carried lightning in his wings, he strikes 
The trembling bird, who even in death appears 
Proud to be made his quarry." 

* Scene III. — "The earth, that's nature's mollier, is 
Iter tomb" 

Milton, in the second book of Paradise Lost, baa 
the same idea : — 
•' The womb of nature, and, perhaps, her grave." 

The editors of Milton have given a parallel passage 
in Lucretius : — 

"Omniparens, eadem rerum commune sepulchrum." 
We would ask, did Shak8|>ere and Milton go to ihe 
same common source ? Farmer has not solved this 
question in his " £.ssay on the Learning of Shak- 
spere." 

6 ScKKE III.—" Both our remedies 

Within thy help and holy physic lits.** 
" This," says Monck Mason, "is one of the pas- 
sages in which the author has sacrificed grammar to 
rhyme." Mr. Monck Mason s observation is made 
in the same spirit in which he calls Romeo's impas- 
sioned language "quaint jargon." Before Shak- 
spere was accused of sacrificing grammar, it ought 
to have been shown that his idiom was essentially 
different from that of his predecessors and his co- 
temporaries. Dr. Percy, who brought to the elu- 



Digitized by 



Google 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



cidAtioD of onr old authors the knowledge of an 
autiquary and the feeling of a poet, has observed, 
that ** in very old English the third person plural 
of the present tense endeth in e^ as well as the 
singular, and often familiarly in es;" and it has 
been further ezpl^ned by Mr. Toilet, that ** the 
third person plural of the Anglo-Saxon present 
tense endeth in etkf and of the Dano-Saxon in es." 
Malone. we think, has rightly stated the principle 
upon which such idioms, which appear false con- 
cords to usy should be corrected, — that is/* to sub- 
stitute the modem idiom in all places except where 
either the metre or rhyme renders it impossible." 
But to those who can feel the value of a slight 
sprinkling of our antique phraseolo^, it is pleasant 
to drop upon the instances in which correction u 
impossible. We would not part wi tlf the exqu isite 
bit of false concord, as we must now term it, in 
the last word of the four following lines, for all 
that Shakspere's grammar-correctors have ever 
written :~ 

" Hark! hark I the lark at heaven's gate sings, 
And Phoebui 'gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 
On chalic'd flowers that lies." 



7 Scene IV.— 'M duellut, a dueWst." 

Qeoi^ Wither, in his obsequiea upon the death 
of Prince Henry, thus introduces Britannia lameut- 
ing:— 

" Alas I who now shalt grace my tournaments, 
Or honour me with deeds of chivalrief " 

The tournaments and the chivalrie were then, how- 
ever, but *' an insubstantial pngeant faded." Men 
had learnt to revenge their private wrongs, without 
the paraphernalia of heralds and warders. In the 
old chivalrous times they might suppress any out- 
break of hatred or passion, and cherish their malice 
against each other until it could be legally grati- 
fied ; so that, according to the phrase of Richard 
Cour-de-Lion in his ordinance for permitting tour- 
nament^ *' the peace of our land be not broken, 
nor justice hindred, nor damage done to our fo* 
reete." The private contests of two knights was a 
violation of the laws of chivalry. Chaucer has a 
remarkable exemplification of this in his " Knight's 
Talc," where the duke, coming to the plain, saw 
Aivite and Palamon fighting like two bulls : — 

•• ThiR dake Uis courser with hit spurr^s smote, 
And at a start he was betwixt them two, 
And pull6d out a swui 1 and criM, — ' Ho ! 
No more, up pain of losing of your head; 
By mighty Mars, he shall anon be dead 
That smiteth any stroke that I may seen I 
But telleth me what mistere men ye been, 
That be so hardy for to fighten here 
Withouten any Judge or otiicr oflicer, 
A? tliough it were in listfes really * " (royally). 

That dtiels were frequent in England in the reign of 
Elizabeth, we might collect, if there were no other 
evidence, from Shakspere alone. The matter had 
been reduced to a science. Tvbalt is the " courage- 
ous captain of ompliments, — a perfect master of 



punctilio, one who kills his adversary by rule — 
"one, two, and the third in your bos6m.** The gen- 
tleman of the " first and second cause" is a gentle- 
man who will quarrel upon the very slightest 
offences. The degrees in quarrelling were called 
the causes ; and these have been most happily ridi- 
culed by Shakspere in As You Like It : — 

" Jaque*. But for the seventh cause ; how did you And 
the quarrel on the seventh cause t 

Touchstone. Upon a lie seven times removed ; as thus, sir, 
I did dislike the cut of a certain courtier's beard : he sent 
me word, if I said his beard was not cut well, he was in the 
mind it was: this is called the Rttort eourteotu. If I sent 
him word again, it was not well cut, he would send ma 
word he cut it to please himself: this is called the Q.aip 
modest. If, again, it «ra9 not well cut. he disabled my Judg- 
ment : this is called the Aeplp ehurlUh. If, aga'n, it was 
not well cut, he would answer, I spake not true : this is 
called the Reproof valiant. If, again, it was not well cut, he 
would say, I lie : this is called the Counterckeek quarreUome ; 
and 80 to the Lie circumstantial and the Z iff direct.** 

When Touchstone adds, *'0 sir I we quarrel in pn'nt 
by the book," he alludes to the works of Saviolo 
and Caranza, who laid down laws for the duello. 
The wit of Shakspere is the best commentary upon 
the philosophy of Montaigne : " Inquire why that 
man hazards his life and honour upon the fortune 
of his rapier and dagger ; let him acquaint you with 
the occasion of the quarrel, he cannot do it without 
blushing, 'tis so idle and frivolous." — (Essays, 
book iii. ch. 10.) But philosophy and wit were 
equally unavailing to put down the quarrelsome 
spirit of the times, and Henry IV. of France in vain 
declared all duellists guilty of lese-majesty, and 
punishable with death ; and James I. of England 
as vainly den^imced them in the Star-chamber. 

The practice of duelling went on with us till the 
civil wars came to merge private quarrels in public 
ones. Burton, in his " Anatomy of Melanunoly," 
has a bitter satire against the nobility, when he says, 
they are " like our modem Frenchmen, that had 
rather lose a poimd of blood in a single combat, 
than a drop of sweat in any honest labour." 

8 Scene IV. — " Whal counterfeit did I give you f 
The slip, air, the dip.** 

A coimterfeit piece of money and a slip were 
synonymous ; and in many old dramas we have the 
s-mie play upon words as here. In Robert Qreen's 
** Thieves falling out," the word slip is defined as in 
a dictionary : " and therefore he went and got him 
certain slips, which are counterfeit pieces of money, 
being brass, and covered over with silver, which the 
common people call slips." 



9 Scnx£ IV.—" The wild-goose chase:' 

Horse racing, and the wild-goose chase, were 
amongst the "disports of gi-eat men " in the time of 
Klizabeth. It is scarcely necessary to describe a 
pport, if sport it can be called, which is still used 
amongst us. When the "wits run the wild-goose 
chase," we have a type of its folly ; as the " switch 
and spurs, switch and spurs," is descriptive of itji 
brutality. 

48 



Digitized by 



Google 



ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT II. 



10 SosNB ly.— '' Why, ii not this heUer now than 
groaning for love f " 

Coleridge invites- us to oompare, in thiB scene, 
" Romeo's half-exdted, and half-real ease of mind, 
with his first manner when in love with Rosaline I 
His will had oome to the clenching point.** Romeo 
had not only recoyered the natural tone of his mind^ 
but he had oome back to the conventional gaiety — 
the fives-play of witty words — which was the tone 
of the b€»t society in Shakspere's time. " Now 
art thou what thou art/' says Mercutio, " by art as 
well as by nature." 

" ScBKB IV.— "ify/an, PeUr.*' 

The fan which Peter had to bear is exhibited in 
the woodcut at the end of this Act It does not ap- 
pear quite so ridiculous, therefore, when we look at 
the size of the machine, to believe the Nurse should 
have a servant to bear it. Shakspere has given the 
same office to Armado in Love's Labour's Lost : — 
*' Oh ! a most dainty man, 
To see him walk before a ladj, and to bear her fkn." 

^« SoBNB IV.—" 1$ U good den f " 

According to Mercutio's answer, the time was 
noon when the evening salutation ** good den " 
began. But Shakspere had here English manners 
in his eye. The Italian custom of commencing the 
day half an hour after sxmset, and reckoning through 
the twenty-four hours, is inconsistent with such a 
division of time as this. 

" ScavR lY. —'*8aucgmerchcnU" 

Steevens pointed out that the term merchant was 
anciently used in contradistinction to gentleman ; 
as we still use the word chap as an abbreviation of 
chapman. Douce has quoted a passage from Whet- 
stone's " Mirour for Magestrates of Cyties" (1684), 



in which he speaks of the usurious practices of the 
citizens of London, which is conclusive upon this 
point :— "The extremity of these men's dealings 
hath been and is so cruell as there is a natural ma- 
lice generall V impressed in the hearts of the gentle- 
men of England towards the citizens of London, 
insomuch as if they odiously name a man, they 
forthwith call him a trimme merchtmni. In like 
despight the citizen calleth every rascal tLJolg gen- 
tleman," 

" SoEWB IV.-" 22 Ufor the dog.** 

R was called the dog's letter. In his English 
Qrammar, Ben Jonson says, " R is the dog^s letter 
and hirreth in the sound." In our old writers we 
have a verb £prmed from the noise of a dog. Thus, 
in NaBhe (1600), 

" Thej arre and bark at night against the moon ; ** 

and in Holland's translation of Plutarch's Morals, 
"a dog is, by nature, fell and quarrelsome, given to 
carre and war upon a vezy small occasion." Eras- 
mus has a meaning for R being the dog's letter, 
which is not derived from the sound : — "R, litera 
qu» in i^ixando prima est, canina vocatur." 

u SoENB Y,—'* Therefore do nimble-pinioned dovee 
draw love," 

The " love '^thus drawn was the queen of love ; 
for " the windswifb Cupid " had •' wings." Shak- 
spere had here the same idea which suggested his 
own beautiful description at the dose of the Venus 
and Adonis : — 

" Thus dreary of the voild, away she hies, 
And yokes her silver doves ; by whose swift aid. 
Their mistress mounted, through the empty skiea 
In her light chariot quickly is oonvey'd. 
Holding their course to PH>hos, where their queen 
Means to immure herself, and not be seen." 
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SCENE 1.^ J public Place. 

Enler Msbctjtio^ Bbnyomo, Page, and Servants. 

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let 's retire ; 
The day is hot, the Capnlets abroad. 
And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl ; 
For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer, Thou art like one of those fellows, that, 
when he enters the confines of a tavern, claps 
me liis sword npon the table, and says, God send 
me no need of thee ! and, by the operation of the 
second cup, draws it on the drawer, when, in- 
deed, there is no need. 

Ben, Am I like such a fellow P 

Mer. Gome, come, thou art as hot a Jack in 
thy mood as any in Italy ; and as soon moved 
to be moody, and as soon moody to be moved. 

Ben, And what to? 

Met. Nay, an there were two such, we should 
have none shortly, for one would kill the 
other. Thou! why thou wilt quarrel with a 
man that hath a hair more, or a hair less, in his 
beard, than thou hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a 
man for cracking nuts, having no other reason 
but because thou hast hazel eyes. What eye, but 
such an eye, would spy out such a quarrel P 
Thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egg is full 
of meat ; and yet thy head hath been beaten as 



addle as an egg, for quarrelling. Thou hast 
quarrelled with a man for coughing in the street, 
because he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain 
asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out with a 
tailor for wearing his new doublet before Easter P 
with another, for tying his new shoes vdth old 
riband ? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quar- 
relling! 

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, 
any man should buy the fee-simple of my life for 
an hour and a quarter. 

Mer. The fee-simple P simple ! 

Enter ^^kiit and others. 

Ben, By my head, here come the Capulets. 

Mer. By my heel, 1 care not. 

Tyh. Follow me dose, for I will speak to 
them. 
Gentlemen, good den : a word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one word vnth one of usP 
Couple it with something; make it a word and 
a blow. 

Tyh. You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, 
an you will give me occasion. 

Mer. Could you not take some occasion with- 
out giving ? 

Tyb. Mercutio, thou consortest with Komeo, — 

Mer. Consort ! what, dost thou make us miu 
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ftrels ! sn tboa make minstrels of as, look to bear 
nothing bat discords: here's mj fiddlestick; 
here's that shall make jou dance. 'Zounds, 
consort! 

Ben. We talk heie m the public baont of men : 
Either withdraw unto some priTate pboe. 
Or reason coldljr of jonr grievances, 
(Jr else depart ; here all eyes gaj^e on us. 

Mer. Men's ejes were made to look, and let 
them gaze; 
I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I. 

Enter RoM£0. 

Ti/b. Well, peace be with you, sir ! here comes 
my man« 

Mer, But I '11 be hang'd, sir, if he wear your 
livery : 
Marry, go before to field, he '11 be your follower ; 
Your worship in that sense, may cxISl him — man. 

Tyb. Komeo, the love* 1 bear thee can afford 
No better term than this — ^Thou art a villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love 
thee 
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 
To such a greeting : — Villain am 1 none ; 
Therefore, farewell ; I see thou know'st me not. 

Tyb, Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me; therefore turn, and 
draw. 

Rom. I do protest, I never injur'd thee ; 
T5ut love thee better than thou canst devise. 
Till thou shalt know the reason of ray love : 
Attd so, good Capulet, — which name I tender 
As dearly as mine own,— be satisfied. 

Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission ! 
Alia ttoceala^ carries it away. [Draws. 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walkP 

Tyb, What would 'st thou have with me P 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing, but one of 
your nine lives, that I mean to make bold withal, 
and, as you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the 
rest of the eight. Will you pluck your sword 
out of his pilcher^ by the ears ? make haste, lest 
mine be about your ears ere it be out. 

Tyb, I am for you. [Dratcing. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mer. Come, sir, your passado. {They fight. 

Rom. Draw, Benvolio. Beat down their 
weapons. 
Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage ; 
Tybalt, Mercutio, the prince expressly hath 



• (A\ knit, 

b Alia «tocca/a— the lUlUn term of art for the thrust 
with a rapier. 
Scabbard. 
4tf 



Forbidden bandying in Verona streets. 
Hold Tybalt— good Mercutio'— 

\ExeatMt Tybalt and hU Parlisant. 

Mer. I am hurt — 
A plague o' both joor bouses ! — I am sped : 
Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben, What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer, Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, 't is 
enougL — 
Where is my page? — go, villain, fetdi a sur- 
geon. [Exit Page. 

Rom, Courage man ; the hnrt cannot be much. 

Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so 
wide as a church door; but 'tis enough, 'twill 
serve -. ask for me to-morrow, and you shall find 
roe a grave man. I am peppered, I warrant, for 
this world. — ^A plague o' both your houses! — 
l^liat, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a 
man to death ! a braggart, a rogue, a vilkin, that 
fights by the book of arithmetic! — ^Why, the 
devil, came you between us ? I was hurt under 
your arm. 

Rom. I thought all for the best. 

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio, 
Or I shall faint. — ^A plague o' both your houses. 
They have made worm's meat of me : 
I have it, and soundly too : — Your houses. 

[Exeunt Mercutio and Behvolio. 

Rom. This gentleman, the prince's near ally. 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf ; my reputation stain'd 
With Tybalf s slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my cousin.*»--0 sweet Juliet, 
Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 
And in my temper soften'd valour's steeL 

Reenter Benvouo. 

Ben, O Romeo, Borneo, brave Mercutio 's 
dead; 
That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds, 
Which too untimely here id scorn the earth. 
Rom. This day's black fate on more days doth 
depend ; 
This but begins the woe, others must end. 

Re-enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back 

again. 
Rom. Alive!* in triumph! and Mercutio 
slain! 
Away to heaven, respective lenity, 



*■ We have restored the metrical arrangement of the pre- 
ceding five lines, from (C) and the folio, 
b {A), kiMvtan. c So {A). (C) and folio, he gom. 
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And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now ! — 
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again, 
'I'hat late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul 
Is but a little way above our heads. 
Staying for thine to keep him company ; 
Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort 
him here, 
Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This shall determine that. 

\ They fight; TybjlLT falls. 

Ben. Komeo, away, be gone ! 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain : — 
Stand not amaz'd : — the prince will doom thee 

death, 
If thou art taken : — ^hence ! — be gone ! — away ! 

Bom. Oh ! I am fortune's fool ! 

Ben. Why dost thou stay P 

[Exit Romeo. 
Enter Citizens, ^r. 

1 at. Which way ran he, that kill'd Mercutio ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

1 at. Up, sir, go with me ; 

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey. 

Enter Peince attended; Montague, Capulet, 
their Wives, and others. 
Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 
Ben. O noble prince, I can discover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl : 
There lies the man slain by young Romeo, 
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

La. Cap. Tybalt, mv cousin ! my brother's 
child! 
prince, — cousin, — husband,* — the blood is 

spill'd 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art true. 
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. — 
cousin, cousin ! 
Prin. Benvolio, who began this fray ? 
Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand 
did slay ; 
Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice'» the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high displeasure -.—All this — uttered 
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly 

bow'd, — 
Could not take truce with the unnily spleen 



» So (C) and folio. (D), •' unhappy tight, ah me" and in 
that copy, " O cousin, coasin !" in the third line beyon4i i» 
omitted. Some modem editors, in this and in other pas- 
sages, have adopted the arbitrary course of makinp up a text 
out of the first quarto and the quarro of 1599, without regard 
to the important circumstance that this later edition was 
" newly corrected, augmented, and amended,"— and that the 
folio, in nearly every essential particular, follows it. 

b Slight. 



Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast ; 
Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point. 
And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with the other sends 
ft back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud. 
Hold, friends! friends, part! and swifter than 

his tongue. 
His agile arm beats down their fatal points. 
And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose aim 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge. 
And to 't they go like lightning ; for, ere I 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain j 
And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly ; 
This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap, He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false,* he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife, 
And all those twenty could but kill one life : 
I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give j 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 

Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's 
friend ; 
His fault concludes but what the law should end. 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And for that offence. 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 
I have an interest in your hate's* proceeding. 
My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding ; 
But I 'U amerce you with so strong a fine. 
That you shall all repent the loss of mine : 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 
Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses. 
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste. 
Else, when he 's found, that hour is his last. 
Bear hence his body, and attend our will : 
Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— A Room in Capulet'* House, 
Enter Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds. 
Towards Phoebus' lodging;^ such a waggoner 
x\s Phaeton would whip you to the west, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately." — 
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night 

«(-/<), Atf/M. (C),hearCt. y> {A), mansion. 

c Juliet's soliloquy ends here in the first quarto. 
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That, ronawaj's* eyes may wiuk; and Eomeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen ! — 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 
It best agrees with night. — Come, civil night, 
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black. 
And learn me how to lose a winning match, 
Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods : 
Hood my unmanned** blood bating in my cheeks. 
With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown 

bold. 
Think true love acted, simple modesty. 
Come, night ! — Come, Romeo ! come, thou day 

in night! 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow upon a raven's back. — 
Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black-brow'd 

night, 
Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 
Take him and cut him out in little stars. 
And he will make the face of heaven so fine. 
That all the world will be in love with night. 
And pay no worship to the garish sun. 
O, I have bought the mansion of a love. 
But not possessed it ; and, though I am sold, 
Not yet enjoy'd : so tedious is this day. 
As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child, that hath new robes 
And may not wear them. 0, here comes my nurse, 

Enter Nukse, toUh eordf. 

And shebrings news ; and every tongue, that speaks 
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence. — 
Now, nurse, what news P What hast thou there P 
the cords 

• Tills reading is that of all the old coplei. The pauage 
haa been a per£etual tonrce of contention to the comroenta- 
ton. Their difflcultiei are well represented by Warburton's 
question — " What runaways are these, whose eyes Juliet is 
wlvhlng to have stopped f " Warburton says Phcebut is the 
runaway. Steevens proves that Nighi is the runaway. 
Douce thinks that Juliet is the runaway. It has been sug- 

S»sted to us that in several early poems Cupid is styled 
tmaway. Monck Mason is confident that the passage ought 
to be " That Renomtff'a eyes may wink, " Renomy being a new 
personage, created out of the French Renommte, and answer- 
ing, we suppose, to the "Rumour" of Spenser. Zachary 
Jackson suggests that runawoifs is a misprint {orunawaret. 
The word unawares, in the old orthography, is unawayret 

iit is so spelt in the Third Part of Henry VI.), and the r, 
laving been misplaced, produced this word of puxxle, ritft- 
awayes. Mr. Collier adopts this reading. But Mr. Dyce ob- 
lects : "That ways (the last syllable of run*aways) ought lo 
be Day's, I feel next to certain ; but what word origmally 
preceded it I do not pretend to determine. 

Compare Macbeth: 

'Come seeling night 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day.* " 
There is much force in this objection. One more conjecture : 
change a letter; and put a comma instead of the genitive $ :— 
" Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night ! 
That $un awaff, eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of, and unseen ! " 
b Unmanned. A term of falconry. To man a hawk is to 
accustom her to the fulconer who trains her. 



That Romeo bade thee fetch P 
Nurse. A.y, ay, the corda 

[Throics them down. 
Jul, Ah me! what news! why dost thou 

wring thy hands P 
Nurne. Ah well-a-day ! he 's dead, he *8 dead, 
he *s dead ! 
We are undone, lady, we are undone ! — 
Alack the day! — ^he's gone, he's bll'd, he's 
dead!— 
Jul. Can heaven be so envious P 
Nurse. Romeo can. 

Though heaven cannot : — O Romeo, Romeo ! — 
Whoever would have thought it P — Romeo ! 
Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment 
me thus P 
This torture should be roar*d in dismal hell. 
Hath Romeo slain himself P say thou but /,* 
'And that bare vowel / shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 
I am not I, if there be such an /; 
Or those eyes shut, that make the answer, /. 
If he be slam, say — /; or if not, no : 
Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe. 
Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine 
eyes, — 
God save the mark ! ' — ^bere on his manly breast : 
A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 
Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in blood. 
All in gore blood ; — I swoonded at the sight 
Jul. O break, my heart! — ^poor bankrout,^ 
break at once ! 
To prison, eyes ! ne'er look on liberty ! 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ; 
And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier ! 
Nurse. Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I 
had! 
O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman ! 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

Jul. What storm is this, that blows so contrary P 
Is Romeo slaughter'd ; and is Tybalt dead P 
My dearest ° cousin, and my dearer lord P — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom ! 
For who is living, if those two are gone P 

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that kill'd him, he is banished. 
Jul. God !— did Romeo's hand shed Ty- 
balt's blood? 
Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day ! it did. 
Jul. serpent heart, hid with a flow'ring 
face! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave P 

a It is here necessary to retain th-^ old spelling of the af- 
flrmative particle / (ay). 

*> BankrouL We restore the old poetical bankrovtf in pr» 
ference to the modem bankrvpt. 

c {A), dear-lov'd. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act hi.) 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[SCBKB III. 



Beautiful tyrant ! Bend angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd raven ! wolvish-ravening Iamb ! 
Despised substance of divinest show ! 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 
A damned* saint^ an honourable villain !— 
O, nature ! what hadst thou to do in hell, 
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh P — 
Was ever book containing such vile matter 
So fairly bound P O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There 's no trust, 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjuPd, 
All forsworn, all nought, all dissemblers.— 
Ah, where *s my man P give ine some aqua vitai : — 
These grieft, these woes, these sorrows make 

me old. 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

Jul, Blister'd be thy tongue. 

For such a wish ! he was not bom to shame : 
Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit ; 
For't is a throne where honour may be crown'd 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 
O, what a beast was I to chide at him ! 
Nurse, Will you speak well of him that kill'd 

your cousin ? 
Jul, Shall I speak ill of him that is my 

husband P 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth 

thy name. 
When I, thy three-hours' wife, have mangled 

itP- 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my 

cousin P 
That villain cousin would have kill'd my hus- 
band: 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe. 
Which you, mistaldng, offer up to joy. 
My husband lives, that Tybalt woidd have slain ; 
And Tybalt dead, that would have slain my 

husband : 
All this is comfort : Wherefore weep I then P 
Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death, 
That murder'd me : I would forget it fain ; 
But, ! it presses to my memory. 
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds. 
Ihfbalt is dead, and Romeo — banished; 
That — banished, that one word — banished, 
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 
Or, — ^if sour woe delights in fellowship. 
And needly will be rank'd with other griefs, — 
Why follow'd not, when she said— Tybalt 's dead, 



» Thui (D). 

Tbaqbdies. — Vol. I. 



(O, dimmi. 
£ 



Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or bolh, 
Which modern lamentation might have mov'd P 
But with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 
Romeo is banished, — ^to speak that word. 
Is fa^er, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 
All slain, all dead : — Romeo is banished, — 
There b no end, no limit, measure, bound. 
In that word's death ; no words can that woe 

sound. — 
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ? 
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's 
corse: 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 
Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears : mine 
shall be spent. 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 
Take up those cords : — ^Poor ropes, you are be- 
guiled. 
Both yon and I ; for Romeo is exil'd : 
He made you for a highway to my bed ; 
But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 
Come, cord; come, nurse; I'll to my wedding 

bed; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

Nurse. Hie to your chamber : I '11 find Romeo 
To comfort you : — I wot well where he is. 
Hark ye, your Bomeo will be here at night ; 
I 'U to him ; he is hid at Laurence' cell. 
Jul. O find him ! give this ring to my true 
knight. 
And bid him come to take his last farewell. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE lU.— Friar Laurence'* Cell. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo, come forth; come forth, thou 
fearful man; 
Affliction is enamour'd of thy parts. 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 
Rom. Father, what news P what is the prince's 
doomP 
What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand. 
That I yet know not P 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company : 
I bring thee tidings of the prince's doom. 
Rom, What less than dooms-day is the prince's 

doomP 
Fri. A gentler judgment vanish'd from his lips. 
Not body's death, but body's banishment. 
Rom. Ha! banishment P be merciful, say — 
death. 
For exile hath more terror in his look. 
Much more than death : do not say — banishment 
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Fri, Here* from Verona art thoa banished : 
Be patient, for the worM is broad and wide. 

Eom, There is no world without Verona walls. 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 
Hence-banished is banish'd from the worjd, 
And world's exile is death i—then banished 
Is death mis-term'd. Calling death banishment. 
Thou cut'st my head off with a golden axe. 
And smil'st upon the stroke that murders me. 

Fri, O deadly sin ! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince. 
Taking thy part, hath rush'd aside the law, 
And tum'd that black word death to banishment. 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom. *T! is torture^ and not mercy : heaven is 
here. 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog; 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing. 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 
But Bomeo may not. — ^More validity, 
More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seize 
On the white wonder of dear Juliefs hand. 
And steal immortal Messing from her lips ; 
Who, even in pure and vestal modesty. 
Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 
This may flies do, when I from this must fly — 
(And say'st thou yet, that exile is not death)— 
But Bx)meo may not, he is banished.^ 
Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground 

knife. 
No sudden mean of death, though ne'er so mean, 
But — banished — ^to kill me ; banished P 
O friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 
Howlings attend it : How hast thou the heart. 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 
A sin-absolver, and my Mend profess' d. 
To mangle me with that word — banished P 

Fri, Thou fond mad man, hear me a little 
speaL* 

Eom. 0, thou wilt speak again of banishment. 

IH. I '11 give thee armour to keep off that 
word; 
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy. 
To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Bom, Yet banished? — Hang up philosophy ! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 



• {A\ Hence. 

b We have restored fhU passage to the leading of the folio. 
The lines were transposed by Steevens, without regard to 
aof copy. In the first quarto the passage is altogether dif- 
ferent. In that of 1609 it runs thus :— 

" This may flies do, when I flrom this must fly ;— 
(And say'st thou yet that exile is not death)— 
But Romeo may not, he is banished. 
Flies may do this, but I from this must fly, 
They are tree men, but I am banished." 

• Thus (D). 
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Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom ; 
It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more. 
Fri. O, then I see that madmen have no ears. 
Eom. How should they, when that wise men 

have no eyes P 
Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate. 
Eom. Thou canst not speak of that thou dost 
not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 
Doting like me, and like me banished, 
Then might'st thou speak, then might'st thou 

tear thy hair. 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now. 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 
Fri, Arise; one knocks; good Romeo, hide 
thyself. IKnockimi! wUhyt, 

Eom, Not I; unless the breath of heart-sick 
groans, 
Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes. 

{KhocHm^. 
Fri, Hark, how they knock !— Who 's there P 
— Romeo, arise ; 
Thou wilt be taken : — Stay a while ; — stand up ; 

[KnocHft£f, 
Run to my study : — ^By and by ; — God's will ! 
What simpleness * is this P — ^I come, I come. 

[Knocking. 
Who knocks so hard P whence come you P what's 
your will P 
Nurse. [FtMi«.] Let me come in, and you 
shall know my errand ; 
I come from lady Juliet. 
Fri, Welcome then. 

Enter NuBSB. 

Nurse. holy friar, 0, tell me, holy friar. 
Where is my lady's lord, where 's Romeo P 

Fri. There on the ground, with his own tears 
made drunk. 

Nurse. 0, he is even in my mistress' case. 
Just in her case ! 

Fri, woeful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament ! 

Nurse. Even so lies she, 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubber- 
ing:— 
Stand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a man : 
For Juliet's sake, for her sake, rise and stand ; 
Why should you fall into so deep an P 

Eom. Nurse! 

Nurse, Ah sir! ah sir!— Well, death's the 
end of all. 

Eom. Spak'stthou of Juliet P how is it with her P 

a (^), utilfulneee. 
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Dotb not she think me an old.mnrderer. 
Now I have stain'd the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov'd but little from her own P 
Where is she? and how doth she? and what 

says 
My conceal'd lady to our canceU'd love P 
Nmte. 0, she says nothing, sir, but weeps 

and weeps ; 
And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up. 
And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 

Rom, As if that name. 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun. 
Did murder her ; as that name's curaed hand 
Murder'd her kinsman. — tell me, friar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 
Doth my name lodgeP tell me, that I may sack 
The hateful mansion. [Drawt his sward. 

Fri. Hold thy desperate hand : 

Art thou a man P thy form cries out thou art ; 
Thy tears are womanish ; thy wild acts denote 
The unreasonable fuiy of a beast : 
Unseemly woman, in a seeming man ! 
And iU-beseeming beast, in seeming both ! 
Thou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order, 
I thought thy disposition better tempered. 
Hast thou slain '^^balt P wilt thou slay thyself P 
And slay thy lady that in thy life lives,^ 
By doing damned hate upon thyself P 
Why rail'st thou on thy birtlC the heaven, and 

earthP 
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three 

do meet 
In thee at once; which thou at once wouldst 

lose. 
Fie, fie 1 thou sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy 

wit; 
Which, like an usurer, abound'st in all. 
And usest none in that true use indeed 
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy 

wit. 
Thy noble shape is but a form of wax, 
Digressing from the valour of a man : 
Thy dear love sworn, but hollow perjury. 
Killing that love which thou hast vow'd to 

cherish: 
Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both. 
Like powder in a sldll-less soldier's flask,' 
Is set a-fire by thine own ignorance. 
And thou dismember'd vnth thine own defence. 
What, rouse thee, man I thy Juliet is alive. 
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead ; 

• {A) reada— 

*' And slay thj Udy, too, that lives in thee." 
E2 



There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee, 
Bat thou slew'st Tybalt ; there art thou happy :* 
The law, that threatened death, became thy 

friend. 
And tum'd it to exile ; there art thou happy : 
A pack of blessing lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 
But, like a misbehaved ^ and sullen wench. 
Thou puttest up • thy fortune and thy love : 
Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable. 
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed. 
Ascend her diamber, hence and comfort her ; 
But, look thou stay not till the watch be set, 
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua ; 
Where thou shalt live, till we can find a time 
To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends. 
Beg pardon of thy prince, and call thee back 
With twenty bundled thousand times more joy 
Than thou wenf st forth in lamentation. 
Go, before, nurse :. commend me to thy lady; 
And bid her hasten all the house to bed. 
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romeo is coming. 

Nurse, O Lord, I could have staid here all 
the night, 
To hear good counsel : O, what learning is ! — 
My lord, I'll tell my lady you will come. 

Rom, Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to 
chide. 

Nurse, Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, 
sir: 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late. 

[Exit Nurse. 

Rom, How well my comfort is revived by this I 

Fri, Go hence : Good night ; and here stands 
all your state ; 
Either be gone before the watch be set, 
Or by the break of day disguis'd from hence ; 
Sojourn in Mantua : I '11 find out your man. 
And he shall signify from time to time 
Every good hap to you, that chances here : 
Give me thy hand; *tis late: farewell; good 
night. 

Rom, But that a joy past joy calls out on me, 
It were a grief so brief to part with thee : 
FarewelL [Exeunt 

SCENE IV.— u^ Room in Capulet'# House, 
Enter Capulet, Lady Captjlbt, and Pabis. 
Pap. Things have bllen out, sir, so unluokifyy 

a (J), which modern edlton have foUowed, ghret <' hq^y 
too." 

b That {A), The folio, mit-fAoped. 

PHttett up. So the folio. (D) reads p<mU thy fortane, 
Is Xoput up used as topul atidtt 
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That we have bad no time to move our daughter : 
Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly. 
And so did I ; — ^Well ; we were bom to die. — 
'T is very late, she Tl not come down to-night : 
I promise yon, but for yonr company, 
I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 
Par, These times of woe afford no time to 
woo; 
Madam, good night: commend me to your 
daughter. 
La. Cap, I will, and know her mind early to- 
morrow; 
To-night she'smeVd* up to her heaviness. 

Cap, Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child's love : I think she will be ml*d 
In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 
Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love ; 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday 

next — 
But, soft; What day is this? 
Far. Monday, my lord. 

Cap. Monday? ha! ha! Well, Wednesday 
is too soon, 
O' Thursday let it be ;— o' Thursday, tell her. 
She shall be married to this noble earl : — 
Will you be ready ? do you like this haste ? 
We '11 keep no great ado ; — a friend, or two : — 
For hark you, Tybalt being slain so late. 
It may be thought we held him carelessly. 
Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 
Therefore we'U have some half a dozen friends. 
And there an end. But what say you to Thurs- 
day? 
Tar, My lord, I would that Thursday were 

to-morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone :— O' Thursday be it 
then: — 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed. 
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. — 
Farewell, my lord.— Light to my chamber, ho ! 
Afore me, it is so very late, that we 
May call it early by and by : — Good night. 

\Exeuni. 

SCENE N. ^Loggia to Juliet'* Chamber.^ 
Enter Romso and Juliet. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gone? it is not yet near 
day: 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear ; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree :^ 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

• Another term of fUconry. The wuw it the bAwk'« cage. 
52 



Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the mom,' 
No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Nighf s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stimds tiptoe on the misty mountain's tops ; 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I : 
It is some meteor that the sun eihales. 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer. 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 
Therefore stay yet, thou need's not to be gone. 

Bom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I 'U say, yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 
Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads : 
I have more care to stay than will to go ; — 
Come, death, and welcome ! — Juliet wills it so. — 
How is \ my soul ? let 's talk, it is not day. 

Jul It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away ; 
It is the lark that sings so out of tune. 
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps. 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division;* 
This doth not so, for she divideth us : 
Some say, the lark and loathed toad change 

eyes; 
O, now I would they had chang'd voices too ! 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us affiray, 
Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the day.' 
O, now be gone ; more light and light it grows. 

Rom. More light and light ?^more da^ and 
dark our woes. 

Ente> NuHSE. 
Nurte. Madam! 
Jul. Nurse? 

Nurte. Your lady mother's coming to your 
chamber : 
The day is l»oke ; be wary, look about. 

[ExU Nurse. 
Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life 

out. 
Rom, Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and I '11 
descend. [Romeo detcendt, 

Jul. Art thou gone so ? love I lord ! ay — ^hus- 
band, friend ! ^ 
I must hear from thee every day in the hour. 
For in a minute there are many days : 



» Swnl divUhn. A division in music is a nnrober o* 
quick notes sung to onesyHable; a Icind of warbling. This 
continued to prevail in vocal music till rather recently. 
Handel, governed by custom rather than bv his own better 
taste, introduces divisions in many of his airs and choruses. 
Steevens, in his note on this word, mistakes the meaning 
entirely. 

(A) reads " my love, my lord, my /Viend." 
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! by this count I sball be mitcb in years, 
Ere I again behold my Komeo. 

Rom, Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 
JuL O, think'st thou, we shall ever meet 

again? 
Rom. I doubt it not ; and all these woes sball 
serve 
For sweet discourses in our time to come. 

Jul, O God ! I have an ill-divining soul ;" 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art so low,* 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 
Either my eyesight fails, or thou look 'st pale. 
Bom, And trust me, love, in my eye so do 
you: 
Dry sorrow drbks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! 

[Exit Romeo. 
Jitl. fortune, fortune ! all men call thee 
fickle: 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
That b renown*d for faith P Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long. 
But send him back. 
La, Cap, [Within^ Ho, daughter! are you 

up? 
Jul, Who is 't that caUs ? is it my lady mo- 
ther? 
Is she not down so late, or up so early ? 
What unaccustomed cause procures her hither ? 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Why, how now, JuKet ? i 
Jul. Madam, I am not well. 

La, Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's 
death? 
What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with 

tears ? 
An if thou couldst, thou couldst not make him 

live: 
Therefore, have done : some grief shows much 

of love; 
But much of grief shows still some want of wit. 
Jul. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 
La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not 
the friend 
Which you weep for. 

Tul. Feeling so the loss, 

1 cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

La, Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much 
for his death, 
As that the villain lives which slaughtered him. 
Jul. What villain, madam ? 
La. Cap, That same villain, Romeo. 

• {A), below, so low in folioo, 



Jul. Villain and he be many miles asunder. 
God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart ; 
And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my heartr 

La. Cap. That is, because the traitor lives. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my 
hands. 
'Would, none but I might venge my cousin's 
death! 

La. Cap. We will have vengeance for it, fear 
thou not : 
Then weep no more. I '11 send to one in 

Mantua, — 
Where that same banish'd runagate doth live, — 
Shall give him such an unaccustom'd dram,* 
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 
And then I hope thou wilt be satisfied 

Jul. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied. 
With Romeo, till I behold him— dead- 
Is my poor heart, so for a kinsman vei'd : 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it ; 
That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof. 
Soon sleep in quiet. O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam'd, — and cannot come to him, — 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin 
Upon his body that hath slaughtered him ! 

La, Cap. Find thou the means, and I '11 find 
such a roan. 
But now I 'U tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

Jul, And joy comes well in such a needy * 
time: 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

La, Cap. WeU, weU, thou hast a careful 
father, child ; 
One, who, to put thee from thy heaviness. 
Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy. 
That thou expect'st not, nor I look'd not for. 

Jul. Mad^, in happy time, what day is that ? 

La. Cap. Many, my child, early next Thurs- 
day mom. 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman. 
The county Paris, at St. Peter's church. 
Shall happily make thee a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by St. Peter's church, and Peter too. 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 
I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo. 
I pray you tell my lord and father, madam, 
I will not marry yet ; and, when I do, I swear. 
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate. 
Rather than Paris : — These are news indeed ! 



'^ (A) (the other lines being different) hat, 

" That shall bestow on him so sure a draught.' 
b {A), needful, 
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Act III.3 



EOMEO AND JULIET. 



[8CSKB V. 



La, Cap. Here comes your father; tell him 
so yourself, 
Aud see how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulbt and Nubsb. 

Cap^ When the sun sets, the earth* doth 
drizzle dew; 
But for the sunset of my brother's son. 
It rains downright.— 

How now P a conduit, girl P what, still in tears P 
Evermore showering P In one little body 
Thoucounterfeit*st a bark, a sea, a wind: 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea, 
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is. 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy sighs ; 
Who, — ^raging with thy tears, and they with 

them, — 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest-tossed body. — ^How now, wife ? 
Have you delivered to her our decree P 
La. Cap. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives 

you thanks. 
I would the fool were married to her grave ! 
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with 

you, wife. 
How! will she none P doth she not give us 

thanksP 
Is she not proud P doth she not count her bless'd. 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom P 
Jul, Not proud, you have ; but thankful, that 

you have : 
Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 
But thankful even for hate, that is meant love.^ 
Cap, How now ! how now, chop-logic ! What 

is this P 
Proud, — and, I thank you,— and, I thank you 

not;— • 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no 

prouds. 
But fettle your flne joints 'gsunst Thursday next, 
To go with Paris to St. Peter's church. 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 
Out, you green-sickness carrion ! out, you bag- 
gage! 
You tallow face ! 
La. Cap. Fie, fie ! what are you mad P 

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient 

wretch! 



» (D) gfvet ns (Or. 
b Meant love — ^meant at love. 
« (C) hat this line, which is not in the folio :— 
" And yet not proud ;— Mistress, mlnloni yotu" 
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I tell thee what,— get thee to church o' Thursday, 
Or never after lodt me in the face : 
Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; 
My fingers itch.— Wife, we scarce thought us 

bless'd 
That God had lent* us but this only child; 
But now I see this one is one too much. 
And that we have a curse in having her ; 
Out on her, hilding ! 

Nurse. God in heaven Uess her !^- 

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom P hold your 
tongue. 
Good prudence; smatterwith your gossips, go. 

Nune. I speak no treason. 

Gap. 0, God ye good den ! 

Nurse. May not one speak P 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool ! 

Utter your gravity o'er a gossip's bowl, 
For here we need it not. 

La. Cap. You are too hot. 

Cap. God's bread ! it makes me mad. 
Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
Alone, in company,^ stQl my care hath been 
To have her match'd ; and having now provided 
A gentleman of noble parentage. 
Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly train'd,* 
StufTd (as they say,) with honotirable parts, 
Proportion'd as one's thought would wish a man, — 
And then to have a wretdied puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender. 
To answer — Pll not wed,— I cannot love, 
I am too young, — I pray you, pardon me ; — 
But, an you will not wed, I 'U pardon you : 
Graze where you will, you shall not house withme : 
Look to't, tlunk on't, I do not use to jest. 
Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 
An you be mine, 1 11 give you to my friend ; 
An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i* the streets. 
For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee. 
Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 
Trust to 't, bethink you, I '11 not be forsworn. 

pEwV. 

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds. 
That sees into the bottom of my grief P 
0, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 
Delay this marriage for a month, a week ; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 



• [A), $ent. 

t> Thus (C) and folio. {A)^ which haa been partially fol- 
lowed, has 

*' God's blessed mother I Wife, it mads me. 
Day, night, early, late, at home, abroad. 
Alone, in company, waking or sleeping, 
Still my care hath been to see her match'd." 
{A) gives train'd. (C) and folio, allied. 
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Act III.l 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[SCEKE V. 



La, Cap, Tfdk not to me, for I 'U not speak a 
word; 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. \ExiL 
Jul, O Grod!— nurse! how shall this be 
prevented P 
My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ; 
How shall that faith return again to earth. 
Unless that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth ?— comfort me, counsel me. — 
AJack, alack, that heaven should practise stra- 
tagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself ! 
What say'st thou ? hast thou not a word of joy P 
Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse, 'Faith, here 't is : Romeo 

Is banished ; and all the world to nothing. 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you ; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 
Tlien, since the case so stands as now it doth, 
I think it best you married with the county. 
O, he 's a lovely gentleman ! 
Romeo's a dishclout to him ; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye, 
As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart. 



I think you are happy in this second match, 
Por it excels your first : or if it did not, 
Your first is dead ; or *t were as good he were, 
As living here and you no use of him. 

Jul, Speakest thou from thy heart P 

Nurse, From my soul too ; 

Or else beshrew them both. 

Jul, Amen ! 

Nurse. WhatP 

Jul, Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous 
much. 
Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone. 
Having displeas'd my father, to Laurence' cell. 
To make confession, and to be absolved. 

Nurse. Marry, I willj and this is wisely 
done. [Exii, 

Jul. Ancient damnation! most wicked fiend! 
Is it more sin — to wish me thus forsworn. 
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais'd him with above compare 
So many thousand times P — Go, counsellor ; 
Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain.— 
I '11 to the friar, to know his remedy ; 
If all else fail, myself have power to die. [ExiL 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT III. 



* Scene I.—" Affection maJces himfdUe'' 

There is a slight particle of untruth in Benvolio's 
Btatement, which, to a certain degree, justifies' this 
charge of Lady Capulet Tybalt was bent upon 
quarrelling with Romeo, but Mercutio forced on 
his own quarrel with Tybalt Dr. Johnson's remark 
upon this circumstance is worthy his character 
as a moralist : — " The charge of falsehood on Ben- 
volio, though produced at hazard, is very just. 
The author, who seems to intend the character of 
BeuYolio as good, meant, perhaps, to shpw how the 
best minds, in a state of faction and discord, are 
detorted to criminal partiality." 

» Scene II.—'* Ood save the mark/" 

This expression occurs in the First Part of Henry 
IV., in Hotspur's celebrated speech defending the 
denial of his prisoners. In Othello, we have God 
hlesi the mark. In these cases, as in the instance 
before us, the commentators leave the expression 
in its original obscurity. May we venture a con- 
jecture f The mark which persons who are unable 
to write are required to make, instead of their 
signature, is in the form of a cro98 ; but anciently 
the use of this mark was not confined to illiterate 
persons, for, amongst the Saxons, the mark of the 
cross, as an attestation of the good faith of the 
person signing, was required to be attached to tho 
signature of those who could write, and to stand 
in the place of the signature of those who could 
not write. (See Blackstone's Commentaries.) The 
ancient use of the mark was universal ; and the 
word mark was, we believe, thus taken to signify 
the cro98. God save the mark was, therefore, a form 
of ejaculation approaching to the character of an 
oath ; in the same manner as assertions were made 
emphatic by the addition of " by the rood," or, 
" by the holy rood." 

• Scene III. — " Like powder in a akilllesa soldier i 
flask:* 

The force and propriety of this comparison are 
manifest; but> fully to understand it, we must know 
how the soldier of Shakspere's time was accoutred. 
His heavy gun was fired with a match, his powder 
was carried in a flask ; and the match and the pow- 
der, in unskilful hands, were doubtless sometimes 
productive of accidents ; so that the man-at-arms 
was, like Romeo in his passion "dismembered with 
his own defence." 

« Scene V.— "7u/tce'* chamber r 

The stage direction in the folio edition of 162P 
is, " Enter Romeo and Juliet alofL" In the fir-t 
quarto, 1597, the direction is, " Enter Romeo and 
Juliet at the window." To understand these di- 
rections, we must refer to the constmction of the 
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old theatres. " Towards the rear of the stage," 
says Malone, " there appears to have been a balcony 
or upper stage ; the platform of which was pro- 
bably eight or nine feet from the ground. I suppose 
it to have been supported by pillars. From hence, 
in many of our old plays, part of the dialogue was 
spoken ; and in the front of it curtains likewise 
were hung, so as occasionally to conceal the persons 
in it from the view of the audience. At each side 
of this balcony was a box very inconveniently 
situated, which was sometimes called the private 
box. In these boxes, which were at a lower price, 
some persons sate, either from economy or sin- 
gularity." The balcony probably served a variety 
of purposes. Malone says, ** When the citizens of 
Anglers are to appear on the walls of their town, 
and young Arthur to leap from the battlements, 
I suppose our anfcestoi-s were contented with seeing 
them in the balcony already described ; or, perhaps, 
a few boards tacked together, and painted so as to 
resemble the rude discoloured walls of an old 
town, behind which the platform might have been 
placed near the top, on which the citizens stood." 
It appears to us probable that even in these cases 
the balcvny served for the platform, and that a 
few painted boards in front supplied the illusion of 
wall and tower. There was still another use of 
the balcony. According to Malone, when a play 
was e.xhibited within a play, as in Hamlet, the 
court, or audience, before whom the interlude was 
performed, sate in the balcony. To Malone's 
historical account of the English stage, and to Mr. 
Collier B valuable details regarding theatres (Annals 
of the Stage, voL iii.), the reader is referred for 
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fuller details upon this and other points which 
bear upon the elconomy of our ancient draraa. We 
urefix a representation of the old stage, with its 
balcony, which we have been fortunate in finding 
engraved in the title-page to Dr. William Ala- 
baster's Latin tragedy of " Rozana," 1632. 

'SoEHB V. — "Nighilyshe sings on yonpomeyrancUe- 

In the description of the garden in Chaucer's 
translation of the "Romaunt of the Rose," the 
pomegranate is first mentioned amongst the fruit- 
trees: — 

" There were (and that wot I full well) 
Of pomegrauates a full great deal." 

The "orchard of pomegranates with pleasant fruits" 
was one of the beautiful objects deteribed by Solo- 
man in his Canticles. Amongst the fruit-bearing 
trees, the pomegranate is in some i-espects the most 
beautiful ; and, therefore, in the south of Europe 
and in the East it has become the chief oiiiament 
of the garden. But where did Shakspere find that 
the nightingale haunted the pomegranate-tree, 
pouring forth her song from the same bough, week 
after week 1 Doubtless in some of the old travels 
with which he was familiar. Chaucer puts his 
nightingale "in a fresh green laurel-tree;" but the 
preference of the nightingale for the pomegranate 
is unquestionable. "The nightingale sings from 
the pomegranate-groves in the day-time," says 
Russel in his account of Aleppo. A friend, whose 
observations as a traveller are as acute as his de- 
scriptions are graphic and forcible, informs us that 
throughout his journeys in the Ea&t he never heard 
such a choir of nightingales as in a row of pome- 
gmnate-trees that skirt the road from Smyrna to 
Boudjia. In the truth of details such as these the 
genius of Shakspere is as much exhibited as in his 
wonderful powers of generalization. 

« ScKWE V.—" It was the larh, the herald of the 
mom." 

Shakspere's power of describing natural objects 
is unequalled in this beautiful scene, which, as we 
think, was amongst his very early productions. 
The Venus and Adonis, published in 1593, is also 
full of this power. Compare the following passage 
with the description of morning in the scene 
before us : — 
" Lo 1 here the gentle laiic, weary of rest, 

Proin hte moUt cabinet inonnts up on high, 
And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 
Who doth the world so gloriouely behold, 
That oedar-tops and hills seem bumish'd gold." 

7 ScEHB V. — "ffunting thee heme with hwUs-up to 
ike day.** 

There was one Gray, a maker of *' certain merry 
ballads," who, according to Puttenham in his ** Art 
of English Poesy" (1589),grew into good estimation 
with Henry VIII., and the Protector Somerset, for 
the said merry ballads, " whereof one chiefly was, 
The hunte is up, the hunte is up." Douce thinks he 
has recovered the identical song, which he reprints. 
One stanza will, perhaps, satisfy our readers : — 



« (^op„ f The hunt is up, the hunt is up, 
I Sing merrily wee, the hunt Is up; 
The birds they sing, 
The dear they fling. 

Hey, nony nony — no : 
The hounds they crye, 
The hunters flye, 

Hey trolilo, trololilo. 

The hunt is up, the hunt is up." 

■ SoEWB V.—" Ood/ I have an iU-divining soul.*' 

Coleridge has some remarks upon that beautiful 
passage in Richard II., where the queen says — 

" Some unborn sorrow, ripe in sorrow's womb." 
n coming toward me ; " 

which we may properly quote here : "Mark in this 
scene Shakspere's gentleness in touching the tender 
superstitions, the terras incognitoi of presentiments, 
in the human mind ; and how sharp a line of dis- 
tinction he commonly draws between those obscure 
forecostings of general experience in each individual, 
and the vulgar errors of mere tradition. Indeed, 
it may be taken, once for all, as the truth, that 
Shakspere, in the absolute universality of his 
genius, always reverences whatever arises out of 
our moral nature ; he never profanes his muse with 
a contemptuous reasoning away of the genuine 
and general, however unaccountable, feelings of 
mankind." —(Literary Remains, voL iL page 174.) 
— Shakspere has himself given us the key to his 
philosophy of presentiments. Venus, dreading the 
death of Adonis by the boar, says — 

*' The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed ; 
And/mr doth leaeh it divination; 
I prophesy thy death." 

Such presentiments, which may or may not be rea- 
lised, appertain to the imagination when in a highly 
excited state. Our poet has exhibited the feeling 
under three different aspects in Romeo and Juliet ; 
when Romeo, before going to the masquerade, ex- 
claims — 



-my mind misgives 



Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars. 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this night's revels ;•• 

he is under the influence of his habitual melan- 
choly, — the sentiment of unrequited love, which 
colours hU his imagination with a gloomy fore- 
shadowing of coming events. In the passage 
before us, when Juliet sees her husband 

" As one dead in the bottom of a tomb," 

we have ** the fear " which doth " teach" her heart 
"divination." But Romeo, in the fifth Act, hns a 
presentiment directly contrary to the approaching 
catastrophe : and this arises out of his *' unaccus- 
tomed *' animal spirits : — 

** My bosom's lord sits lightly In his throne." 

All these states of mind are common to^ the 
imagination deeply stirred by passionate emotions. 
Nothing, in all Shakspere's plulosophy, appears to 
us finer than the deceiving nature of Romeo's 
presages in the last Act, as compared with the 
true-divining fears of Juliet. 
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ACT IV-. 



SCENE l.-'Friar Laurence'* Cell. 

Enter Friar Laxtrence and Paris. 

FrL On Thursday, sir P the time is very short. 

Ptff . My father Capulet will have it so : 
And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste.* 

Fru You say, you do not know the lady's mind; 
Uneven is the course, I like it not 

Par, Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt's 
death, 
Ajid therefore have I little talk'd of love : 
For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 
Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous 
That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 
And in his wisdom, hastes our marriage, 
To stop the inundation of her tears ; 
Which, too much minded by herself alone. 
May be put from her by society ; 
Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be 
slow'd. [Aside, 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 

ft In {A) the passage is 

** And I am nothing slack to slow his haste." 
Jackson conjectures that the to of all the editions should be 
too. But the meaning is obvious as it stands : — 

*' I am nothing slow, (so as) to slack his haste.'* 
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Enter JtJLlET. 

Par. Happily met, my lady, and my wife ! 

Jul, That may be, sir, When I may be a wife. 

Par, That may be, must be, love, on Thurs- 
day next 

Jul, What must be shall be. 

Fri, That *s a certain text. 

Par, Come you to make confession to tins 
father P 

Jul. To answer tliat, I should confess to you. 

Par, Do not deny to hun, that you love me. 

Jul. I will confess to you, that I love him. 

Par, So will you, I am sure, that you love me. 

Jul, If I do so, it will be of more price. 
Being spoke behind your back, than to your fiice. 

Par, Poor soul, thy face b much abus'd with 
tears. 

Jul, The tears have got small victory by that; 
For it was bad enough, before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrong'st it, more than tears, with 
that report. 

Jul. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth ; 
And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 

Par. Thy face fs mine, and thou' h&st slan- 
der'd it. 

Jul, It may be so, for it is not mine own. — 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[ScBirs I. 



Are you at leisure, holy father, now ; 
Or shall I come to you at evening mass P 

Fri, My leisure serves me, pensive daughter, 
now: — 
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield,! should disturb devotion! — 
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you : 
Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. 

[Exit Paris. 

Jul. 0, shut the door! and when thou hast 
done so. 
Come weep with me : Past hope, past care, past 
help! 

Fri. JuUet, I already know thy grief; 
It strains me past the compass of my wits : 
I hear thou must, and nothing may prorogue it. 
On Thursday next be married to this county. 

Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear*st of 
this. 
Unless thou teU me how I may prevent it : 
If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 
Do thou but call my resolution wise. 
And with this knife I'll help it presently. 
God joined my heart and Romeo's, thou our 

hands ; 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd. 
Shall be the label to another deed. 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both : 
Therefore, out of thy long-experiene'd time,* 
Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 
'Twiit my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that 
Which the commission of thy years and art 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 
Be not so long to speak ; I long to die, 
If what thou speak'st speak not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold, daughter; I do spy a kind of 
hope. 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent. 
If, rather than to marry county Paris, 
Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself. 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 
A thing like death to chide away this shame. 
That cop'st with death himself to 'scape from it ; 
And, if thou dar'st, I '11 give thee remedy. 

Jul. 0, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder^ tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are; chain me with roaring 

bears; 
Or hide me nightly in a charnel-house. 



* Nine lines, endini; vith this, arc not in {A). 
b In \,A), yonder. In (C) and folio, any. 



O'er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling 

bones. 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skulls ; 
Or bid me go into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with f . dead man in his shroud ; * 
Things that, to hear them told, have made me 

tremble ; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstain'd wife to my sweet love. 
Fri. Hold, then; go home, be merry, give 

consent 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow ; 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone. 
Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed. 
And this distilled liquor drink thou off: 
When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour; for no pulse 
Shall keep his native progress, but surcease.** 
No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st ; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly' ashes ; thy eyes' windows fall. 
Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 
Each part, depriv'd of supple government. 
Shall stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death : 
And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt continue two-aud-forty hours. 
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then (as the manner of our country is,) 
In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier,* 
Be borne to burial in thy kindreds' grave :* 
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 
In the mean time, against thou shalt awake. 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift ; 
And hither shall he come ; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 
And this shall free thee from this present shame; 
If no inconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it. 



•^ In (D), shroud. In folio, gratfe. 
b {A) gives ttiis passage tlius : — 

" A dull and heavy slnmber, which shall seise 
Each vital spirit ; for no pnlse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat." 

We give the text of (C) and the folio. This speech c"* the 
fyiar, in the author's " amended " edition {B), is elaborated 
from thirteen lines to thirty-three; and yet the variorum 
editors have been bold enoufrh even here, to give us a text 
made up of Shakspere's first thoughts and his last. 

In (D), paly. In (C), many. 

d This line, which is in all the ancient copies, has Leen 
left out in all the modem. The editors have here ^one far 
beyond their office ; — nor can we understand why the more 
])ariicular working out of the idea In the next two lines 
should have given them oiTenre. " Be borne," means " to 
be borne." 
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Act IV.l 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[Scenes II.. III. 



Jul. Give me, give me ! tell not me of fear. 
Fri. Hold; get you gone, be strong and 
prosperous 
In this resolve : I '11 send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 
Jul. Love, give me strength! and strength 
shall help afford. 
Farewell, dear father ! [Eweunt, 

SCENE 11.—^ Room in Capulet'* House. 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nukse, atid 
Servants. 

Cap. So many guests invite as hei-e are wiit. — 

[E.vU Servant. 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.' 

2 Sero. You shall have none ill, sir ; for 1 11 
try if they can lick their fingers. 

Cap. How canst thou try them so F 

2 Serv. Marry, sir, H is an ill cook that cannot 
lick his own fingers: therefore he that cannct 
lick his fingers goes not with me. 

Cap. Go, begone. — [Exit Servant. 

We shall be ^uch unfumish'd for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lanrence ? 

Nurse. Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on 
lier: 
A peevish self-will'd harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nurse. See, where she comes from shrift with 
merry look. 

Cap. How now, my headstrong ? where have 
you been gadding ? 

Jul. Where I hare leam*d me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests ; and am enjoin'd 
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here. 
To beg your pardon : —Pardon, I beseech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you. 

Cap. Send for the county; go tell him of 
this; 
I *ll haye this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell; 
And gave him what becomed * love I might. 
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, I am glad on't; this is well, — 
stand up : 
This is as 't should be. — Let me see the county; 
Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. — 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar. 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 
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« Becomrd — becoming. 



Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my 
closet. 
To help me sort such needful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 
La. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there is timo 

enough. 
Cap, Go, nurse, go with her : — we'll to church 
to-morrow. 

[Exeunt JuuBT and Nurse. 
La. Cap. We shall be short in our provisioti; 
'T is now near night. 

Cap, Tush ! I will stir about. 

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, 

wife: 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her ; 
I '11 not to bed to-night ; — let me alone ; 
I'll play the housewife for this once. — What, 

ho!— 
They are all forth : Well, I will walk myself 
To county Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow: my heart b wond'rous 

light. 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaira'd. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— JuUet'* Chamber. 
Enter Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Ay, those attires are best : — ^But, gentle 

nurse, 
I pray thee, leare me to myself to-nighi ; 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state. 
Which, well thou knoVst, is cross and full of 

sin. 

Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. What, are yon busy, ho? Need you* 

my help P 
Jul. No, madam ; we have cull'd such neces- 
saries 
As are behovefol for our state to-morrow : 
So please you, let me now be left alone. 
And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 
For, I am sure, you have your hands full all. 
In this so sudden business. 

La. Cap. Good night ! 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 
[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Jul. Farewell! — God knows, when we shall 
meet again. 
I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins. 
That abnost freezes up the heat of life : 
I 'U call them back again to comfort me ; — 

• (A), Do pou need my Mp t 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act IV.j 



SOMEO AISTD JULIET. 



[SCENB IV. 



Nurse ! — What should she do here P 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.— 
Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all P 
Shall I be married then to-morrow morning ? * 
No, no ; — this shall forbid it : — lie thou there. — 
\Laying down a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead; 
Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour'd. 
Because he married me before to Romeo P 
I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not. 
For he hath still been tried a holy roan : 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me P there *s a fearful point ! 
Shall I not then be stifled in the vault. 
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes 

in. 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes P 
Or, if I live, is it not very like. 
The horrible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place, — 
As in a vault,^ an ancient receptacle, 
Where, for these many hundred years, the 

bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd ; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth. 
Lies fest'ring in his shroud ; where, as they say, 
At some hours in the night spirits resort ; — 
Alack, alack ! it is not like, that I, 
So early waking, — what with loathsome smells ; 
And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the earth. 



a This speech of Juliet, like many others of the great 
passages throughout the play, received the most careful 
elaboration and the most minute touching. In the first 
edition It occupies only eighteen lines ; it extends to forty- 
five in the ** amended" edition of 1599. And yet it was a 
recent costom to make a patchwork of the two. This line 
in (J) is thus:— 

" Must I of force be married to the county? " 
The line which follows lower down— 

*' I will not entertain so had a thought "— 

Steevens says he has recovered ftom the quarto. We print 
the eighteen lines of the original, that the reader may see 
with what consummate skill the author's corrections have 
been made. 

'* Farewell, Ood knows when we shall meet again. 
Ah, I do take a fearful thing in hand. 
What if this poti6n should not work at all, 
Must I of force be married to the county I 
This shall forbid it. Knife, He thou there. 
What if the friar should give me this drink 
To poison me, for fear I should disclose 
Our former marriage t Ah, I wrong him much, 
He is a holy and religious man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought. 
What if I should be stifled in the tomb ? 
Awake an hour before the appointed time : 
Ah, then I fear I shall be lunatic : 
And plajring with my dead forefathers' bones. 
Dash out my firantic brains. Methinks I see 
My cousin Tybalt weltering in his blood, 
Steking for Romeo: Stay, Tybalt, stay. 
Romeo 1 come, this do 1 drink to thee." 



That living mortals, hearing them, run mad ; — 
O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught. 
Environed with all these hideous fears ? 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud? 
And, in this ragt*, with some great kinsman's bone. 
As with a club, dash out my desperate brains ? 
O, look ! methinks, I see my cousin's ghost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier's point :— Stay, Tybalt, stay !— 
Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, I drink to thee.' 

[She throws herself on the bed, 

SCENE IV.~Capulet'* Hall. 
Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
La. Cap, Hold, take these keys, and fetch 

more spices, nurse. 
Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the 
pastry. 

Enter Capulet. 
Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir! the second cock 
hath crow'd. 
Tlie curfeu bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock :— 
Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica : 
Spare not for cost. 

Nurse. Go, you cot-quean, go. 

Get you to bed ; 'faith, you'll be sick to-mofrow 
For thb night's watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit ; What ! I have watcli'd 
ere now 
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick. 
La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in 
your time ; 
But I will watch you from such watching now. 
\Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood '.—Now, 
fellow, 
What's there? ' 
Enter Servants, with spits, logs, and baskets.^ 

1 Serv. Things for the cook, sir; but I know 

not what. 
Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit 1 Serv.] 
— Sirrah, fetch drier logs ; 
Call Peter, he will show thee where they are. 

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs. 
And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit. - 

Cap. 'Mass, and well said; A merry whore- 
son! ha, 

» The ordinary reading is that of (if): 

•• Romeo, I come I this do I drink to thee." 
In the subsequent quartos, and the folio, we have, 
*• Romeo, Romeo, Romeo 1— here 's drink— I drink to thee." 
We think with Mr. Dyce that " here's drink," was the stage- 
direction of here drink. We do not adopt the first reading, 
because " I come " would seem to imply that Romeo was 
dead, and Juliet was about to meet him in another world. 
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Act IV.] 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



[SCSNS V. 



Thou shalt be logger-head. — Good father, 'tis 

day: 
The county will be here with music straight, 

[Music ioiihin. 
For so he said he would. I hear him near : — 
Nurse ! — ^Wife ! — ^what, ho ! — what, nurse, I 

say! 

Enter Nuesb. 

Go, waken Juliet, go, and trim her up ; 

I'll go and chat with Paris: — ^Hie, make 
haste, 

Make haste! the bridegroom he is come al- 
ready: 

Make haste, I say. Exeunt, 



SCENE v.— Julief* Chamber; Juliet on the 
Bed. 

Enter Nubse. 

Nurse* Mistress !— what, mistress ! — Juliet ! — 
fast, I warrant her, she : — 

Why, Iamb! — ^Why, lady! — ^fie, you slug-jk 
bed!— 

Why, love, I say !— madam ! sweetheart ! — ^why, 
bride ! — 

What, not a word P — ^you take your pennyworths 
now; 

Sleep for a week; for the next night, I war- 
rant, 

The county Paris hath set up his rest 

That you shall rest but Httb. — God forgive 
me, 

(Marry, and amen !) how sound is she asleep ! 

I must needs wake her : — Madam, madam, ma- 
dam! 

Ay, let the county take you in your bed ; 

He 'U fright you up, i* faith.— Will it not be P 

What, dress'd ! and in your clothes ! and down 
again! 

I must needs wake you : Lady 1 lady ! lady ! 

Alas ! alas !— Help ! help ! my lady *8 dead ! — 

O, well-a-day, that ever I was bom ! — 

Some aqua-vitse, ho ! — ^my lord ! my lady ! 

Enter Lady Captjlet. 

La. Cap. What noise is hereP 
Nurse. lamentable day ! 

La. Cap. What is the matter P 
Nurse. Look, look ! heavy day ! 

La, Cap. me, me !— my child, my only 
life, 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee ! — 
Help, help !— call help. 
62 



Elder Capulbt. 

Cap. For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord 

is come. 
Nurse. She's dead, deceased, she's dead; 

alack the day ! 
La. Cap. Alack the day! she's dead, she's 

dead, she 's dead. 
Cap. Ha ! let me see her :— Out, alas ! she 's 
cold; 
Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff; 
Life and these lips have long been separated : 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.* 
Nurse. lamentable day ! 
La. Cap. woeful time! 

Cap. Death, that hath ta'en her hence to 
make me wail. 
Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speaL 

Enter Friar La-Ueence and Paris, toith 
Musicians. 

Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church? 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return : 
son, the night before thy wedding-day 
Hath death lain with thy wife : — There she lies. 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. 
Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir ; 
My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die. 
And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death's. 

Par, Have I thought long to see this morn- 
ing's faoe. 
And doth it give me such a sight as this P 

La. Cap. Accurs'd, unhappy, wretched, hate- 
ful day! 
Most miserable hour, that e'er time saw 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 
. But one, poor one, one poor and loving child. 
But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 
And cruel death hath catch'd it from my sight. 

Nurse. woe ! woeful, woeful, woeful day ! 
Most lamentable day ! most woeful day, 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 
day ! day! day ! hateful day! 
Never was seen so black a day as this : 
woeful day, O woeful day ! 

Par. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain ! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd. 
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown ! — 
love ! life ! not life, but love in death ! 



* In the original we want these fonr exquisite lines. And 
yet the Tariorara editors have thrust in the single line which 
they found in {A) :— 

"Accursed time, unfortunate old man." 

b The original text is life, living, all it dealh*t. Tue sub- 
stitution odife leaving was Capell's. 
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Act IV.] 



ROMEO AND JULIET. 



I.8CBIIB T. 



Cap. Despised, distressed, hated, martjr'd, 
kiU'dl 
Vnoomfoitable time ! why cam'st thou now 
To murder, murder our solemnity ?— 
O child! O child!— my soul, and not my child ! — 
Dead art thou ! — akick ! my child is dead I 
And, with my child, my joys are buried ! 
Fri, Peace, ho, jfor shame! confusion's cure 
Hves not 
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid; now heaven hath 

all. 
And all the better is it for the maid : 
Your part in her you could not keep firom 

death; 
Bat heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 
The most you sought was her promotion ; 
For 'twas your heaven, she should be advanc'd : 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd. 
Above the douds, as high as heaven itself? 
O, in this love, you love your child so ill. 
That you run mad, seeing that she is wdl : 
She 's not well married ihat lives married long ; 
But she 's best married that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fiedr corse ; and, as the custom is. 
In all her best array bear her to church : 
For though some * nature bids us all lament. 
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment. 

Cap, All things that we ordained festival. 
Turn from their office to black faneral : 
Our instruments to melancholy bells; 
Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast ; 
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change ; 
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse. 
And all things change them to the contrary. 
Fri. Sir, go you in, — and, madam, go with 
him;— 
And go, sir Paris ; — every one prepare 
To follow ihis fair corse unto her grave. 
The heavens do low'r upon you, for some ill ; 
Move them no more, by crossing their high 
will 
[Exeunt Capulbt, Lady Capulbt, Pakis, 
andYvuJL 

I Mn$. Taith, we may put up our pipes, and 
begone. 
Kwrse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put 
up, 
F(nr, well you know, this is a pitiful case. 

[Exit Nttbsb. 

• Som€ naiwre. Fond nature has been introduced into the 
text from the lecond folio. The difllcalty of some is pot 
manifest. Some nature — some impulses of nature— some 
part of onr nature. The idea may have suggested the 
*' Some natural tears "of Milton. . 



1 Mu9. Ay, by my troth, the case may be 
amended. 

Enter TvsxBL 

Pet. Mjasicians, 0, musicians,' Hearts ease, 
hear f 8 ease; 0, an you will have me live, play 
hearfsease. 

1 Mks. Why hearfs ease f 

Pet. 0, musicians, because my heart itself 
plays— 3fy heart isjull: O, play me some meny 
dump^» to comfort me. 

2 Mus. Not a dump we; 'tis no time to play 
now. 

Pet. You will not thenP 

Mus. No. 

Pet. I will then give it you soundly. 

1 Mus. What wfll you give us P 

Pet. No money, on my faith; but the gleek: 
I will give you the minstrel 

1 Mus. Then will I give you the serving- 
creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creature's 
dagger on your pate. I will carry no crotchets : 
111 re you, l^fa you;'> Do you note meP 

1 Mus. An you re us, and fa us, you note 
us. 

3 Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and 
put out your wit. 

Pet. Then have at you with my wit ; I will 
dry-beat you with an iron wit, and put up my 
iron dagger : — ^Answer me like men : 

When griping griefk the heart doth wound. 
And doleful dumps the mind oppress, 
Then music, with her silrer sound ; e 

Why, silver-sound ? why music with her silver 
sound P 
What say you, Simon Catling P * 

1 Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet 
sound. 

P<f^. Pretty I • What say you, Hugh Rebeck P' 

2 Mus. I say — silver sound, because musicians 
sound for silver. 

Pet. Pretty too ! What say you, James Sound- 
post P 

3 Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say. 

Pet. 0, 1 cry you meroyi you are the singer: 



ft Dmmp was not orifffnaUy a barletqne term, Irat it 
generally implied somewhat sonow fU l or moumftil. 

b / '// KB yott, / *U PA. fou. Rt and fa are the syllablef, 
or names, gtren in solmixation, or sol-nitng to the sounds d 

and V in the musical scale. 
See niuBtfations to thU Act. 
d Catling — a lute-string. 
• (C), pralett. 
r Rebeck -the three-string'd riolin. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. 



SCBMB V 



I will say for you. It is — music with her silver 
sound, because musicians have no gold for 
sounding: — * 

Then music with her silver sound, 
With speedy help doth lend redress, 

[iSriV, nngxng. 

• In (il) we have " such fellows as you have seldom gold 
for sounding; " and then the servant calls them "fiddlers." 



1 Mus, What a pestilent knave is this same P 

2 Mu9. Hang him, Jack ! Glome, we '11 in 
here ; tanj for the mourners, and stay dinner. 

\Exeuni. 



It is interesting to mark the change in the corrected copy. 
Sbakspere would not put offensive words to the skilled in 
music even into the mouth of a clownish servant. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OP ACT IV. 



' Scene L^" In thy hfstrdbei, uncover* d on the hier.** 

In the adaptation of Bandello's tale, in " Painter's 
Palace of Pleasure," we have, " they will judge 
you to be dead, and, according to the custom 
of our city, you shall be carried to the church- 
yard hard by our church." The Italian mode of 
interment is given in the poem of Romeus and 
Juliet : — 

" Another use there i«, that whosoever dyes, 
Borne to their charch vkh open face u^^outhebeerehelyes 
In wonted weede attyrde, not wrapt in winding-sheet." 

Painter has no description of this ctistom; but 
Shakspere saw how beautifully it accorded with 
the conduct of his story, and he therefore empha- 
tically repeats it in the directiona of the Fiiar, 
after Juliet's supposed death : — 

** Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, 
In all her hest array hear her to church." 

Ancient customs survive when they are built 
upon the unaltering parts of national character, 
and have connexion with unalterable local cir- 
cumstances. Juliet was carried to her tomb as 
the maids and the matrons of Italy are still carried. 
Rogers has most accurately described such a 
sqene: — 

" But now hy fits 
A dull and dismal noise assail'd the ear, 
A wail, a chant, louder and louder yet; 
And now a strange fantastic troop appear'd I 
Thronging, they came— as from the shades helow; 
All of a ghostly white I ' Oh ! soy,' I cried, 
* Do not the living here bury the deadt 
Do spirits come and fetch themt What are these. 
That seem not of this world, and mock the day ; 
Each with a burning taper in his hand?' 
' It is an ancient brotherhood thou seest. 
Such their apparel. Through the long, long line, 
Look where thou wilt, no likeness of a man; 
The living mask'd, the dead alone uncover'd. 
But mark '^And, lying on her ftineral conch, 
Like one asleep, her eyelids closed, her hands 
Folded together on her modest breast, 
As 'twere her nightly posture, through the crowd 
She came at last— «nd richly, gaily clad. 
As for a birthday feast ! " 



' SoBNE II. — " Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning 
cooki," 

The " cunning cook," in the time of Shakspere, 
was, as ho is at present, a great personage. Accord- 
ing to an entiy in the books of the Stationers' Com- 
pany for 1560, the preacher was paid six shillings 
and two pence for bis labour ; the minstrel twelve 
shillings ; and the cook fifteen shillings. The rela- 
tive scale of estimation for theology, poetry, and 
gastronomy, has not been much altered dnring three 
centuries, either in the city generally, or in the 
Company which represents the city's literature. 

Traoxdies.— Vol. I. F 



Ben Jonson has described a master cook in his 
gorgeous style : — 

" A master cook I why, he is the man of men, 
For a professor; he designs, he draws. 
He paints, he carves, he builds, he fortifies. 
Makes citadels of curious fowl and fish. 
Some he dry-ditches, some moats round with broths, 
Mounts marrow-bones, cuts fifty angled custards. 
Rears bulwark pies : and, for bis outer works, 
He raiseth ramparts of immortal crust. 
And teacheth all the lactics at one dinner— 
What ranks, what files, to put his dishes in, 
The whole art military I Then he knows 
The influence of the start upon his meats. 
And all their seasons, tempers, qualities, 
And so to fit his relishes and sauces. 
He has nature in a pot, 'bove ail the chemists. 
Or bare-breech'd brethren of the rosy cross. 
He is an architect, an engineer. 
A soldier, a physician, a philosopher, 
A general mathematician." 

Old Capulet, in his exuberant spirits at his 
daughter's approaching marriage, calls for " twenty^ 
of ^ese artists. The critics think this too large a 
niimber. Ritson says, with wonderful simplicity, 
** Either Capulet had altered his mind strangely, 
or our author foi*got what he had just made him 
tell us." This is, indeed, to understand a poet 
with admirable exactness. The passage is entirely 
in keeping with Shakspere*s habit of nitting ofif a 
character almost by a word. Capulet is evidently 
a man of ostentation ; but his ostentation, as is 
most generally the case, is covered with a thin veil 
of affected indifference. In the first Act he says 
to his guests, 

** We have a trifling foolish banquet toward.*' 

In the third Act, when he settles the day of Paris' 
marriage, he just hints, — 

" We 'll keep no great ado— a f^nd or two.** 

But Shakspere knew that these indications of the 
" pride which apes humility " were not inoonsistent 
wiUi tiie ''.twenty cooks," the regret that 

'* We shall be much unftimish'd for this time,** 

and the solicitude expressed in 

" Look to the bak'd meats, good Angelica." 

Steevens turns np his nose aristocratically at 
Shakspere, for imputing " to an Italian nobleman 
and his lady all the petty solicitudes of a private 
house, concerning a provincial entertainment ;" and 
he adds, very grandly, ** To such a bustle our 
author might have been witness at home ; but the 
like anxieties could not well have occurred in the 
family of Capulet." Steevens had not well read 
the history of society, either in Italy or in England, 
to have fallen into the mistake of believing that 
the great were exempt from such ** auxieties.'* 
The baron's lady overlooked the baron's kitchen 
from her private chamber ; and the still-room and 
the spicery not unfrequently occupied a large 
portion of her attention. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT lY. 



• ScRKB III.—" Aiin a vaulC 

It ban been conjectured that the charnel-house 
nndcr the church at Stmtford, which contains a 
vjiat collection of human bones, suggested to Shak- 
spere this description of " the ancient receptacle " 
of the Capulets. 

* ScKNE IV. — " Ewler Servants, with sj/iu, logSf ami 
banket*.*' 

Vecellio has given us the costume of the menial 
8orvant8 niui purrers of Italy, which we here copy. 



* ScENB V.—-" Musicians, 0, mttsieians / '* 

Juliet i^ held to be dead. Capulet's joys are 
buried with his child. The musicians that came 
to accompany her to church remain in the hall. 
The scene which follows between Peter and the 
musicians has generally been considered ill-placed. 
Kven Coleridge savs, "As the audience know that 
Juliet is not dead, this scene is, perhaps, excus- 
able." Rightly understood, it appears to us that 
the scene requires no apology. It was the custom 
of our ancient the^re to introduce, in the irregu- 
lar pauses of a play that stood in the place of h 
dividion into acta, some short diversion, such as a 



song, a dance, or the extempore buffoonery of a 
clown. At this point of Komeo and Juliet there 
is a natural pause in the action, and at this point 
such an interlude would, probably, have been 
presented whether Shakepere had written one or 
not. The stsge direction in the second quarto 
puts this matter, as it appears to us, beyond a 
doubt. That direction says, "Enter Will Kempe,** 
and the dialogue immediately begins between Peter 
and the musicians. Will Kempe was the Liston of 
h is day ; and was as great a popular favourite as Tar- 
leton had been before him. It was wise, therefore, 
in Shakspere to find some business for Will Kempe, 
that should not be entirely Out of harmony with 
the great business of his play. This scene of the 
musicians is very short, and, regarded as a necee- 
Kiry part of the routine of the ancient stage, is 
excellently managed. Nothing can be more natu- 
rally exhibited than the indifference of hirelintrs, 
without attachment, to a family-scene of grief. 
Peter and the musicians bandy jokes ; and, although 
the musicians think Peter a "pestilent knave,** 
perhaps for his inopportune sallies, they are 
ready enough to look after their own gratification, 
even amidst the sorrow which they see around 
them. A wedding or a burial is the same to them. 
" Come, we'll in here — tany for the mourners, and 
st-ay dinner.** So Shakspere read the course of the 
worl d — and it is not much changed. The quotation 
beginning — 

" When fp-iping grief the heart doth wound " — 

is from a short poem in The Paradise q/* Daintie 
DeuiseSf by Richard Edwards, master of the chil- 
dren of the chapel to Queen ElisaVjeth. This was 
set as a four-part song, by Adrian Batten, organist 
of St. Paul's in the reign of Charles I ,and is thus 
ptinted. but without any name, in Hawkinses His- 
tory of Music, vol. V. The question of Peter, " Why 
silver sound, why music with her silver sound ? " 
is happily enough explained by Percy : " This 
ridicule is not so much levelled at the song itself 
(which, for the time it was written, is not inele- 
gnnt) as at those forced and unnatural explanations 
often given by us painful editors and expositors 
of ancient authors." — (Reliquee, voL L) Had Shak- 
spere a presentiment of what he was to receive 
at the hands of his own commentators ? 
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ACT V. 



SCEN^ L— Mantua.' A SlreM. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. If I may trust the flattering truth * of 

sleep. 
My dreams presage some joyful news at hand : 
My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne ; 
And, all this day, an unaccustomed spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead ; 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to 

think,) 
And breath'd such life with kisses in my lips, 
That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. 
Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possessed. 
When but love's shadows are so rich in joy ! 

Enter Balthasab. 

News from Verona ! — ^How now, Balthasar ? 
Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar P 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well P 
How doth my lady *» Juliet? That I ask again ; 
For nothing can be ill, if she be well. 
Bal, Then she is well, and nothing can be ill. 

^(A) eye. This word has been retained by some modem 
editors. Bat it is not difficult to see the growth of that 
philosophical spirit in Shakspere which suggested the sub- 
stitution of the word " truth," which opens to the mind a 
deep volume of metaphysical inquiry. 

b (i#). Howfare$ m,JMlielt 
F2 



Her body sleeps in Capcls' monument. 
And her immortal part with angels lives. 
I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault. 
And presently took post to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing these ill news. 
Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Rom. Is it even so P then I defy you, stars ! — 
Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and paper, 
And hiriB post-horses ; I will hence to-night. 

Bal. I do beseech you, sir, have patience.* 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Rom, Tush, thou art deceiv'd ; 

Leave me, and do the thing 1 bid thee do : 
Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ? 

Bal. No, my good lord. 

Rom. No matter : get thee gone, 

And hire those horses ; I '11 be with thee straight. 
[Exit Balthasar.- 
Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 

* The first quarto has 

*' Pardon me, sir, [ will not leave you thus." 

nnt then all the remaining dialogue in the early play differs 
from the amended text of the author, and the changes show 
his accurate Judgment. For example : — 

*• Hast thou no letters to me from the fHarf '* 
that most important repetition, is omitted in the original 

Klay. Are we not to trust to this Judgment? Recent editors 
sve not fallowed the example otsome of their predecessors 
in dealing with his corrections according to their own caprice. 
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Let's see for means: — O, miscliief! thou art 

swift 
To enter in the thoughts of desperate men ! 
I do remember an apothecary, — * 
And hereabouts he dwells, — which late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelmmg brows. 
Culling of simples ; meagre were his looks. 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bones : 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hiuig, 
An alligator stuff'd, and other skins 
Of ill-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Renmants of packthread, and old cakes of roses, 
Were thinly scattered to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said— 
An if a man did need a poison now, 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua,' 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O, this same thought did but forerun my need; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut. — 
What, ho ! apothecary I * 

Fmter Apoimsc^Y. 

Ap. Who calls 80 loud ? 

Rom. Come hither, man. — ^I see that thou art 
poor; 
Hold, there is forty ducats ; let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear 
As will disperse itself through all the veins. 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead ; 
And that the trunk may be ischarg'd of breath 
As violently as hasty powder fir'd 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Ap, Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua's 
law 
Is death to any he that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretch- 



* We are tempted once more to trespass upon our limited 
space by giving the speech descriptive of the apothecary, 
from the flrst edition. The studies in poetical art, which 
Shakspere's corrections of himself supply, are -amongst ihe 
most instructive in the whole compass of literature :— 
** Well, JuUet, I will lie with thee tonight. 
Let 's see for means. As I do remember 
Here dwells a pothecary whom oft I noted 
As I past by, whose needy shop is stufft 
With beggarly accounts of empty boxes: 
And in the same an alligator hangs. 
Old ends of packthread, and cakes of roses, 
Are thinly strewed to make up a show. 
Him ai I noted, thus with myself I thought : 
An if a man should need a poison now 
(Whose present sale is death in Mantua), 
Here he might buy it. This thought of mine 
Did but forerun mv need : and hereabout he dwells. 
Being h<^day the beggar's shop is shut 
What, bo I apothecary I come forth I say." 
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And fear'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks. 
Need andopiiressionstarveth in thy eyes. 
Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back,* 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law ; 
llie world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, consents. 

Rom. I pray ^ thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off; and, if you had the strength 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight 

Rom. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men's 
soids, 
Doing more murther in this loathsome world. 
Than these poor compounds that thou may'st 

not sell : 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farewell : buy food, and get thyself in fle^h.— 
Come, cordial, and not pobon ; go with me 
To Juliet's grave, for there must I use thee. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE II.— FWtff Laurence'* ML 

Enter Fnar John. 

John. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho ! 

Enter Friar Laxjhence. 

Lau. This same should be the voice of friar 
John. — 
Welcome from Mantua : What says Romeo P 
Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foot brother out,* 
One of our order, to associate me. 
Here in this city visiting the sick. 
And finding him, — the searchers of the town. 
Suspecting that we both were in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence did reign, 
Seal'd up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 
So that my speed to Mantua there was sta/d. 

Lau. Who bare my letter then to Borneo P 

Johu I could not send it, — ^here it is again,— 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee ; 
So fcirful were they of infection. 

Lau. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood, 
'ilie letter was not nice,* but full of charge 
Of dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do mueh danger : Friar John, go hence ; 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

John, Brother, I '11 go and bring it thee. \ExU. 

* Steevens again! who has "recovered " fh>m the flnt 
quarto the line in our common texts, 

" Upon thy back hangs ragged misery." 
b (if), pay. (C; and folio, prny 
c iVice— trivial. 
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Imu. Now must I to the monument alone ; 
Within this three hours will fair Juliet wake. 
She will beshrew me much, that Ex)meo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents ; 
But I will write agam to Mantua, 
And keep her at my cell till Borneo come. 
Poor living corse, clos'd in a dead man's tomb ! 

SCENE ni.— ^ Churchryard; in it, a Monu- 
ment belonging to the Capulets. 

Enter Pakis, and his Page, bearing flowers and 
a torch. 

Par, Give me thy torch, boy: Hence, and 
stand aloof ; — 
Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 
Under yon yew-trees * lay thee all along. 
Holding thine ear close to the hoUow ground ; , 
So shall no foot upon the church-yard tread 
(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves), 
But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me. 
As signal that thou heaPst something approach. 
Give me those -flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page, I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the church-yard ; yet I will adventure. 

[Retires. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal-bed 
I strew : 
woe, thy canopy is dust and stones. 
Which with sweet water nightly I will dew. 
Or wanting that, with tears distilled by moans ; 
The obsequies that I for thee will keep. 
Nightly shall be, to strew thy grave and weep.*» 
[The Boy ichistles. 
The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night. 
To cross my obsequies, and true-love's rite P 
What, with a torch !— muffle me, night, a while. 

[Retires. 

Enter E£)ME0 and Balthasab with a torch, 
mattock, Sfc, 

Rom, Give me that mattock, and the wrench- 
ing iron. 

a This passage is different in (/^)— but an " Ew " tree is 
mentioned. In (C) we have yo««^/r««#— perhaps a typogra- 
phical error ; but it occurs again. 

b The six lines which Paris here speaks are those of the 
quarto of 1599, and of the folio. Pope manufactured a pas- 
sago from both quarto editions, and Steerens and Malone 
restored that of the elder quarto. The first copy is thus :— 
•• Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy bridal bed : 
Sweet tomb, that In thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity; 
Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain, 
Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 
That living honoured thee, and, being dead. 
With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb." 



Hold, take this letter ; early m the morning 

See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light ; Upon thy life I charge thee, 

Whate'er thou hear'st or seest, stand all aloof. 

And do not interrupt me in ray course. 

Why I descend into this bed of death. 

Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger 

A precious ring ; a ring, that I must use 

In dear employment: therefore hence, be 

gone :— 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do. 
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint. 
And strew this hungry church-yard with thy 

Hmbs: 
The time and my intents are savage- wild ; 
More fierce, and more inexorable far. 
Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 
Bal, I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 
Rom, So shalt thou show me friendship.— 

Take thou that : 
Live and be prosperous ; and fareweU, good 

fellow. 
Bal. For all this same, I 'U hide me hereabout ; 
His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. 

[Retires. 
Rom, Thou detestable maw, thou womb of 

death, 
Gorg*d with the dearest morsel of the earth. 
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open, 

[Breaking open the door of the monument. 

And, in despite, 1*11 cram thee with more food ! 

Par. This is that banish'd haughty Montague, 

That murder'd my love's cousin; — with which 

grief. 
It is supposed the fair creature died, — 
And here is come to do some villainous shame 
To the dead bodies ; I will apprehend him.— 

[Advances. 
Stop thy unhallow'd tofl, vile Montague. 
Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death P 
Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die. 
Rom, I must, indeed; and therefore came I 

hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man. 
Fly hence and leave me;— think upon these 

gone; 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth. 
Put * not another sin upon my head. 
By urging me to fury : — 0, be gone ! 
By heaven, I love thee better than myself; 
For I come hither arm'd against myself : 



a (i^), Heap. 
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Stay not, be gone ; — live, and hereafter say — 
A madman's mercy bade thee run away. 

Par, I do defy thy commiseration,* 
And apprehend!* thee for'' a felon here. 
llum. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at 

thee, boy. S^Vhey fight. 

Page. O lord ! they fight : I will go call the 

watch. \EicU Page. 

Par. O, I am slain! \FalU.yAi thou be 

merciful, 
O^n the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [^Dles. 

Rom, In faith, I will: — Let me peruse thb 

face; — 
Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris :— 
What said my man, when my betossed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think, 
He told me Paris should have married Juliet : 
Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think it was so ?— O, give me thy hand. 
One writ with me in sour misfortune's book ! 
1 '11 bury thee in a triumphant grave, — 
A grave ? O, no ; a lantern, slaughtered youth. 
For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence full of light. 
Death, lie thou there, by a dead man interred. 

\Latfing Paris in the monument. 
How oft when men are at the point of death. 
Have they been merry I which their keepers 

caU 
A lightning before death : O, how may I 
Call this a lightning ? — O, my love ! my wife ! 
Death, that hath suck'd the honey of thy 

breath. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquered ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pale fl^^ is not advanced there. — 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ? 
O, what more favour can I do to thee. 
Than with that hand that cut thy youth in 

twain. 
To sunder his that was thine enemy f ~ 

Forgive me, cousm ! — Ah, dear JuHet, 
Why art thou yet so fair ? Shall I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 
And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
'Thee here*iu dark to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, I still will stay with thee ; 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again ; * here, here will I remain 
With worms that are thy chamber-maids; O, 

here 

■ (J), conjurations, 
b f.f ), do atlach thee as. 

c The following line* arc here introduced in (<^'; and tlu 
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Will I set up my everlasting rest j 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 

From this world-wearied flesh. — ^Eyes, look your 

last! 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips. O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — 
CJome, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here's to my love! — ^Drinks.] O, true apo- 
thecary; 
Thy drugs are quick. — ^Thus with a kiss I die. 

[Diet, 

Enter at the other end of the church-yard^ Frif^ 
Lauic£NC£ with a lantern^ crow, and spade, 

Fri, Saint Francis be my speed ! how oft to- 
night 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves ! — Who 's 
there P * 
Bat. Here 's one, a friend, and one that knows 

you well. 
Fri, Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my 
friend, 
What torch is yond', that vainly lends his light 
T© grubs and eyeless sculls ; as I discern. 
It burneth in the Capeb' monument. 
Bal, It doth so, holy sir; and there's iiiy 
master, 
One that you lo\ e. 
Fri. Who is it ? 

Bal. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been there ? 
Bat. Full half an hour. 

Fri, Go with me to the vault. 
Bat. I dare not, sir ; 

My master knows not but I am gone hence ; 
And fearfully did menace me with death. 
If I did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri, Stay then, I'll go alone :— Fear comes 
upon me ; 
O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

folio. Malone has very rationally conjectured that they are 
interpolations of a compositor. The printer had, probably, 
some imperfectly erased notes of the poet on his copy. Wa 
give them as we find them : 

•♦ Come, lie thou in my arms i 

Here 's to thy health, where'er thou tuuiblest in. 

O true apothecary ; 

Thy drugs arc quick. Thus with a kiss I die. 

Depart again." 

The speech, as it stands in our text, occupies forty seven 
lines. It extended only to twenty-three lines in the original 
copy. 

» Steevens, in his text, has wrested a line out of the 
first quarto : 

" Who is it that consortia, so late, the dead ? " 
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Bat. As I did sleep under this yew-tree* 
here, 
I dreamt my master and another fought, 
And that my master slew him. 

Fri, Borneo \—[AUoances. 

AJbck, alack, what blood is this, whioh stains 
The stony eniranoe of this sepulchre ? — 
What mean these masteriess and gory swords 
To lie discoloured by this place of peace F 

[ErUen the monumeni. 
Eomeo ! O, pale ! — Who ebe ? what, Paris too ? 
And steep'd in blood P — Ah, what an unkind 

hour 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ! — 
The lady stirs. f Juubt icakes and stirs. 

Jul. O, comfortable friar ! where is my lord 't 
I do remember well where I should be, 
And there I am :— Where is my Romeo ? 

[Noise toiikin. 
Fri. I hear some noise. — Lady, come from 
that nest 
Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep j 
A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our intents ; come, come, away : 
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead ; 
And Paris too ; come, I '11 dispose of thee 
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns : 
Stay not to question, for the watch is coming ; ^ 
Come, go, good Juliet, — \_Noise again.'] I dare 
no longer stay. [Exit. 

Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not 
away. — 
What 's here P a cup, closed in my true love's 

handP 
Poison, I see, liath been his timeless end : — 
O churl! drink all; and left no friendly 

drop. 
To help me after ? — I will kiss thy lips ; 
Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them, 
To make me die with a restorative. [Kisses him. 
Thy lips are warm ! 

iWaich. [ri/A«».]. Lead, boy:— Which 

way? 
Jul, Yea, noise P— then I'll be brief.— O 
happy dagger ! 

[Snatching Romeo'* dagger. 
This is thy sheath ; [Stabs herself,'] there rust, 
and let me die, 

[Falls on Romeo'j body, and dies. 

Enter Watch, with the Page of Paris. 

Page. This is the phice; there, where the 
torch doth bum. 

* Again ijouMgAKC in ^C) and folio. 



1 fFatch. The ground is bloody ; Search about 

the churcK-yard : 
Go, some of you, whoe'er you find, attach. 

[Exeunt some. 
Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ; — 
And Juliet bleeding ; warm, and newly dead. 
Who here hath lain these two days buried. 
Go, tell the prince,--run to the Capulets, — 
Raise np the Montagues,— some others search ; — 
[Exeunt other Watchmen. 
We see the ground whereon these woes do lie ; 
But the true ground of all these piteous woes. 
We cannot without circumstance descry. 

Enter some of the Watdi, unth Balthasak. 

2 Watch. Here 's Romeo's man, we found him 

in the church-yard. 
I Watch, Hold him in safety till the prince 
come hither. 

Enter another Watchman, with Friar Laueemce. 

3 Watch, Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, 

and weeps : 
We took this mattock and this spade from nim, 
As he was coming from this church-yard side. 
1 Watch. A great suspicion; Stay the friur 
toa 

Enter the P&ikce and Attendants. 

Prince. What misadventure is so early up. 
That calls our person from our morning's rest P 

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others. 

Cap. What should it be, that they so shriek 

abroad? 
La. Cap, The people in the streets cry- 
Romeo, 
Some — Juliet, and some — Paris ; and all run. 
With open outcry, toward our momunent. 
Prince, What fear is this, which startles in 

your ears P 
1 Watch, Sovereign, here lies the county 
Paris slain; 
And Romeo dead ; and Juliet, dead before. 
Warm and new kill'd. 

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul 

murder comes. 
1 Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter d Ro- 
meo's man ; 
With instruments upon them, fit to open 
These dead men's tombs. 

Cup. O, heaven! — O, wife! look how oiu 
daughter bleeds ! 
This dagger hath mista'cu,— for, lo! bis house 
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Is empty on the back of Montague,*— 
And is mis-sheathed in my daughter's bosom. 
La. Cap. me ! this sight of death is as a 
bell. 
That warns my old age to a sepulchre. 

Enter Moktague and others. 
Prince. Come, Montague ; for thou art early 

lip. . 
To see thy son and heir now early down. 
Man, Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to- 
night; 
Grief of my son's exile hath stopped her breath : 
What further woe conspires against my age P 
Prince, Look, and thou shalt see. 
Mon, thou untaught I what manners is in 
this, 
To press before thy father to a grave ? 
Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a 
while. 
Till we can clear these ambiguities. 
And know their spring, their head, their true 

descent; 
And then will I be general of your woes. 
And lead you even to death: Meantime for- 
bear. 
And let mischance be slave to patience. — 
Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Fri. I am the greatest, able to do least, 
Yet most suspected, as the time and place 
Doth make against me, of this direful murder ; 
And here I stand, both to impeach and purge 
Myself condemned and myself excus'd. 
Prince. Then say at once what thou dost 

know in this. 
Fri. I will be brief, for my short date of 
breath 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 
Bx)meo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet, 
And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful 

wife : 
I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day 
"Was Tybalt's doomsday, whose untimely death 
Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this 

city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd. 
You, to remove that siege of grief from her, 
Betroth'd and would have married her perforce 
To county Paris : — ^Then comes she to me ; 
And, with wild looks, bid me devise some 

means 
To rid her from this second marriage. 
Or, in my cell there would she kill herself. 
Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 

* The dagger was worn at the back. 
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A sleeping potion ; which so took effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The form of death : meantime I writ to Romeo, 
That he should hither come as this dire night, 
To help to take her from her borrow'd grave. 
Being the time the potion's force should cease. 
But he which bore my letter, friar John, 
Was stay'd by accident ; and yesternight 
Retum'd my letter back : Then all alone. 
At the prefixed hour of her waking, 
Came I to take her from her kindred's vault ; 
Meaning to keep her closely at my cell. 
Till I conveniently could send to Romeo : 
But when I came (some minute ere the time 
Of her awaking), here untimely lay 
The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 
She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth, 
And bear this work of heaven with patience : 
But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ; 
And she, too desperate, would not go with me, 
But (as it seems) did violence on herself. 
All this I know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be saorific'd, some hour before the time. 
Unto the rigour of severest law. 
Prince. We still have known thee for a holy 

man. — 
Where's Romeo's manP what can he say to 

thisP 
Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet's 

death ; 
And then in post he came from Mantua, 
To this same place, to this same monument. 
This letter he early bid me give his father ; 
And threaten'd me with 'death, going in the 

vault. 
If I departed not, and left him there. 
Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on 

it— 
Where is the county's page, that rais'd the 

watch P — 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place P 
Page, He came with flowers to strew his 

lady's grave ; 
And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 
Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 
And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 
Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's 

words. 
Their course of love, the tidings of her death ; 
And here he writes — that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet. 
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Where be these enemies? Capulet! Mon- 

tagae! — 
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate. 
That heaven finds means to kill your joys with 

love! 
And I, for winking at your discords too. 
Have lost a brace of kinsmen : — all are punish'd. 
Cap. O, brother Montague, give me thy 

hand. 
This is my daughter's jointure, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon, But I can give thee more : 

Ifor I will raise her statue in pure gold ; 



That whiles Verona by that name is known. 
There shall no figore at that rate be set, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 

Cap, As rich shall Eomeo by his lady lie ; 
Poor sacrifices of our enmity ! 

Prince. A glooming peace this morning with 

it brings ; 

The sun for sorrow will not show his head : 

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things ; 

Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished :' 

For never was a story of more woe 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [KxeunL 



Digitized by 



Google 



ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT V. 



* To the poetiuil traveller it wuuld be difficult to 
Biiy whether Mautua would excite the greater iute- 
rest aa the birth-pltice of Vii^l or as the sceue of 
Romeo's exile. Sui*ely, an Englishman cannot walk 
through the stireets of that city without thinking 
of the apothecary in whose 



- needy shop a tortoise hung, 



An alligator stuflTd, and other skins 

or ill-shap'd fishes ; and about his shelves 

A beggarly account of empty boxes." 

Any description of the historical events connected 
with Mantua, or any account of its architectural 
monuments, would here be out of place. 

» ScKNE I.-—" / do remember an apothecarif*' 

The criticism of the French school has not 
spared this famous passage. Joseph Warton, an 
elegant scholar, but who belonged to this school, 
has the following observations in his Virgil (1768, 
vol. L poge 301) :— 

" It may not be improper to produce the 
following glaring instance of the absurdity of 
introducing lung and minute descriptions into 
tragedy. When Romeo receives the dreadful and 
unexpected news of Juliet's death, tlus fond hus- 
band, in an agony of grief, immediately resolves 
to poison himself. But his sorrow is interrupted, 
while he gives us an exact picture of the apothe- 
cary's shop from whom he intended to purchase 
the poison. 

* I do remember an apothecary,' ice. 
** I appeal to those who know anything of the 
human heart, whether Romeo, in this distressful 
situation, could have leisure to think of the 
alligator, empty boxes, and bladders, and other 
furniture of this beggarly shop, and to point them 
out so distinctly to tho audience. The description 
is, indeed, very lively and natural, but very im- 
properly put into the mouth of a person agitated 
with such passion as Romeo is represented to be." 

The criticism of Warton, ingenious as it may 
appear, and true as applied to many ''long and 
minute descriptions in tragedy," is here based 
upon a wrong principle. He says that Romeo, in 
his distressful situation, had not ''leisure" to 
think of the furniture of the apothecary's shop. 
What then had he leisure to do ? Had he leisure 
to run off into declamations against fate, and into 
tedious apostrophes and generalizations, as a less 
skilful artist than Shakspere would have made 
him indulge in T From the moment he had said, 

*' Well, Juliet, I wlU lie with you to-night,— 
Let 's see for means," 

the apothecary's shop became to him the object of 
tlie mont iuteu<«6 iutorest. Great pauhious, wLo.i 
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they have shaped themselves into firm resolves, 
attach the most distinct importance to the minutest 
objects connected with toe execution of their 
purpose. He had seen the apothecary's shop in 
his placid moments as an object of common 
curiosity. He had hastily lookeid at the tortoise 
and the alligator, the empty boxes, and the earthen 
pots ; and he had looked at the tattered weeds 
and the overwhelming brows of their needy owner. 
But he had also said', when he first saw these 
things, 

** An if a man did need a poison now. 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him." . 

When he did need a poison, all these documents 
of the misery that was to serve him came with a 
double intensity upon his vision. The shaping of 
these things into words was not for the audience. 
It was not to produce '* along and minute descrip- 
tion in tragedy" that had no foundation in the 
ViTorkings of nature. It was the very cunning of 
nature which produced this description. Mischief 
was, indeed, swift to enter into the thoughts of 
the desperate man ; but the mind once made up, 
it took a perverse pleasure in going over every 
item of the circumstances that had suggested the 
means of mischief. All other thoughts had passed 
out of Romeo's mind. He had nothing leh but 
to die ; and everything connected with the means 
of his death was seized upon by his imagination 
with an energy that could only find relief iu 
words. 

Shakspere has exhibited the same knowledf^e of 
nature in his sad and solemn poem of " The Rape 
of Lucrece," where the injured wife, having 
resolved to vripe out her stain by death, 

•• calls to mind where hangs a piece 

Of skilful painting, made for Priam's Troy." 

She sees in that painting some fancied resen&lilauce 
to her own position, and spends the heavy hours 
till her husband arrives in its contemplation. 

** So Lucrece set a-work, sad tales doth tell 
To pencUl'd pensivenestf and colour'd sorrow : 
She lends them words, and she their looks doth borrow." 

It was the intense interest in his own resolve 
which made Romeo so minutely describe his apo- 
thecary. But that stage past, came the abstraction 
of his sorrow : — 

" What said my roan, when my bet^^ssed soul 
Did not attend him as we rode f I think 
He told me Paris should have married Juliet." 

Juliet was dead ; and what mattered it to his " bo- 
tossed soul " who she should have married ? 
•• Well, Juliet, 1 will He with you tonight." 
Was the sole thought that made him remember an 
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"apothecary/' and treat what his servant said .ia 
a '* dream." Who but Shakepere could have given 
ua the key to these subtle aod delicate workings 
of the human heart ? 



• SoBMS I. — ** Whose scUeis present death in Afanlua.*' 

Sir Walter Raleigh, in his "Discourse of Te- 
nures," says, " By the laws of Spain imd Portugal 
it is not lawful to sell poison/' A similar law, if 
we are rightly informed, prevailed in Italy. There 
is no such law in onr own statute-book : and the 
circumstance is a remarkable exemplification of 
the difference between English and continental 
manners. 



* Scene II. — " Ootng to find a bare-foot brother ont!* 

In the old poem of Romeus and Juliet we have 
the following lines : — 

*' Apace our Mar John to Mantua hies ; 
And, for because in Italy it is a vonted guise, 
That Mars in the town should seldom walk alone. 
But of their convent aye should be accompanied with one 
Of his profession." 

Friar Laurence and his associates must be supposed 
to belong to, the Franciscan order of friars. The 
good friar of the play, in his kindliness, his learn- 
ing, and his inclination to mix with, and perhaps 
control, the affairs of the world, is no unapt repre- 
sentatiye of one of this distinguished order in 
their best days. Warton, in his ** History of 
English Poetry," has described the learning, the 
magnificence, and the prodigious influence of this 



remarkable body. Friar Laurence was able to 
give to Komeo 

" Advcntity's sweet milk— philosophy." 
He was to Romeo 

" a divine, a ghostly confebsor. 
A sin absolver, and my friend profess'd ; " 

but hp was yet of the world. He mnrried Romeo 
and his mistress, partly to gratify their love, and 
partly to secure his influence in the reconciliation 
of their families. Warton says the Franciscans 
'^ managed the machines of every important opera- 
tion or event, both in the religious and political 
world." 

* Scene 111.—'* The watch is coming - 

Malone maintains, here and elsewhere, that thei'o 
is no such establishment as the watoh in Italy. 
Mr. Charles Armitage Brown, who, to an intimato 
knowledge of Shakspere in general, adds a par- 
ticular knowledge of Italian customs, says, 'tif 
Dogberry and Verges should be pronounced 
nothing else than the constables of the night in 
London, before the new police was established, I 
can assert that I have seen those very officers in 
Italy." 

« Scene IIL— " Some shall be pwnishcdj" d:c. 

The government of the Scaligers, or Scahis, 
commenced in 1259, when liastino de la Soala was 
elected Podesta of Yerona; and it lasted 113 
years in the legitimato descendants of the first 
Podesta. The following is a representation of tbt 
tomb of this illustrious family at Verona, from 
an original sketch. 
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" Of the truth of Jaliet's story, they (the Veronese) seem tenacious to a degree, msisting on 
the fact — giving a date (1303), and showing a tomb. It is a plain, open, and partly decayed 
sarcophagus, with withered leaves in it, in a wild and desolate conventual garden, once a cemetery, 
now ruined to the very giaves. The situation struck me as very appropriate to the legend, being 
blighted as their love." Byron thus described the tomb of Juliet to his friend Moore, as he saw it 
at the close of autumn, when withered leaves had dropped into the decayed sarcophagus, and the 
vines that are trailed above it had been stripped of their fruit His letter to Moore, in which this 
passage occurs, is dated the 7th November.* But this wild and desolate garden only struck Byron 
as appropriate to the legend — to that simple tale of fierce hatreds and fatal loves which tradition 
has still preserved, amongst those who may never have read Luigi da Porto or Bandello, and 
who, perhaps, never heard the name of Shakspere. To the legend only is the blighted place 
appropriate. For who that has ever been thoroughly imbued with the story of Juliet, as told by 
Shakspero, — ^who that has heard his ** glorious song of praise on that inexpressible feeling which 
ennobles the soul and gives to it its highest sublimity, and which elevates even the senses themselves 
into soul,"+ — who that, in our great poet's matchless delineation of Juliet's love, has perceived 
''whatever is most intoxicating in the odour of a southern spring, languishing in the song of 
the nightingale, or voluptuous on the firat opening of the ro8e,"4: — ^who, indeed, that looks upon the 
tomb of the Juliet of Shakapere, can see only a shapeless ruin amidst wildness and desolation ? 

" A grave ? O, no : a lantern, 

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes 
This vault a feasting presence full of light." 

Wordsworth has a philosophical remark upon Shakspere which ia applicable to all his tragedies : 
-" Shakspere's writings, in the most pathetic scenes, never act upon us as pathetic beyond the 
bounds of pleasure." Wordsworth adds, that this effect, "in a much greater degree than 
might at first be imagined, is to be ascribed to small, but continual and regular, impulses of 

• Moore'x Life of Byron, 8vo. 1838, p. 327. \ A. W. Schlegel's Lectures, Black's translation, vol. ii. p. 187. J Ibid. 
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pleasurable surprise from the metrical arrangement."* In Borneo and Juliet the principle of 
limiting the pathetic according to the degree in which it is calculated to produce emotions of 
pleasure, is interwoven with the whole structure and conduct of the play. The tragical part of the 
story, from the first scene to the last, is held in subjection to the beautiful It is not only that the 
beautiful comes to the relief of .the tragic, as in Lear and Othello, but here the tragic is only a 
mode of exhibiting the beautiful under its most striking aspects. Shakspere never intended that 
the story of Romeo and Juliet should lacerate the heart. When Mrs. Inchbald, therefore, said 
in her preface to the acted play, ** Borneo and Juliet is called a pathetic tragedy, but it is not so 
in reality — it charms the understanding and delights the imagination, without melting, though it 
touches, the heart," — she paid the highest compliment to Sbakspere's skill as an artist^ for he had 
thoroughly worked out his own idea. "Otway,'' Mrs. Inchbald adds, "would have rendered it 
more effective." Otway did render it "more eflfective." It is quite suflBcient to refer to his 'Caius 
Marius,' to show his success in converting beauty into what is called force. He did exactly what 
Garrick's less skilful hand ventured to do— to make Juliet wake before Bomeo dies. It is marvellous 
how acute and ingenious men, such as Thomas Warton, for example, should be betrayed into criticism 
which deals with such a poem as Bomeo and Juliet as if there were no imity of feeling, no homo- 
geneousness, in its entire construction. Wartou says, *' Shakspere, misled by the English poem, missed 
the opportunity of introducing a most afiecting scene by the natural and obvious conclusion of the 
story. In Luigi*s novel, Juliet awakes from her trance in the tomb before the deatii of Bomeo." i* 
Shakspere misled I Shakspere missing the opportunity 1 Shakspere working in the dark! liCt us 
see what has been done by those who were not " misled,'* and who seized upon " the opportunity." 
Garrick has written sixty lines of good, orthodox, commonplace dialogue between Bomeo and Juliet in 
the tomb, in which Borneo, before he begins to rave, talks very much in the style of one of Shenstone's 
shepherds, — as, for example^ — 

" And all nnr mind was happiness and tliee." 

Garrick, moreover, has omitted all such Shakaperian images as would be offensive to superfine 

ears, such as — 

" here, here will I remaiu, 

With worms that are thy chamher-maids." 

And yet, with all his efforts to destroy the beautiful, and all his managerial skill to thrust forward 
that species of pathetic which the actor delights in, for the purpose of exhibiting himself and 
bringing down the galleries, Bomeo and Juliet, according to Mrs. Inchbald, "seldom attracts an 
elegant audience. The company that frequent the side-boxes will not come to a tragedy, imless 
to weep in torrents; and Bomeo and Juliet willl not draw even a copious shower of tears." 
Why, no I The vulgar pathos that Garrick has daubed over Shakspere's catastrophe, with the 
same skill with which a picture-dealer would mend, a Correggio, only serves to make the beauty, 
that he has been constrained to leave untouched, more unintelligible to "the company that 
frequent the side-boxes." The whole thing has become out of keeping. Instead of the sweetness 
that " ends with a long deep sigh, like the breeze of the evening," t we have a rant about 
"cruel, cursed fate," which shrieks like the gusty wind in the chinks of a deserted and 
poverty-stricken hut. Instead of that beautiful close in which " the spring and the winter 
meet, winter assumes the character of spring, and spring the sadness of winter," |l v© have 
here a fierce storm, — ''such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder," — ^which produces 
the effect of mere physical terror. Instead of "the flower that is softly shed on the earth, yet 
putting forth undying odours," § we have the rank and loathsome weeds of the charnel-house. 
It is some praise to our age that a,ny new attempts to " improve " Shakspere would not be tolerated. 
It IB a higher praise that the endeavour to revive upon the stage what the greatest master of the 

• Observations prefixed to the second edition of Lyrical Ballads. .... 

♦ History of English Poetry, toL iv. p. 801 (1824). t Coleridge, Drake's Memorials. 
1 Coleridge, Literary Remains. { Retrospective Review. 
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dramatic art really wrote, has, in some fjw iDstances, receiirel adequate encouragement. But wo 
have yet a gre?\t deal to learn, and a great deal to unlearn, before the principle upon which 
Romeo and Juliet was written would he thoroughly appreciated by an audience. With the 
millions that read Shakspere throughout the civilized world there is no difficulty. 

Coleridge has described the homogeneousness-rthe totality of interest — which is the great 
characteristic of this play, by one of those beautiful analogies which oould only proceed from the 
pen of a true poet : — 

" Whence arises the harmony that strikes us in the wildest natural landscapes, — in the relative 
shapes of rocks, the harmony of colours in the heaths, ferns, and lichens, the leaves of the beech 
and the oak, the stems and rich brown branches of the birch and other mountain trees, varying 
from verging autumn to returning spring,— compared with the visual effect from the greater 
number of artificial plantations? — From this, that the natural landscape is effected, as it were, 
by a single energy modified ah intra in each component pait. And as this is the particular 
excellence of the Shaksperiau drama generally, so is it especially characteristic of the Romeo and 
Juliet"* 

Schlegel carried out the proofs of this assertion in an Essay on Romeo and Juliet ; f in which, 
to use his own words, he *' went through the whole of the scenes in their order, and demonstrated 
the inward necessity of each with reference to the whole ; showed why snch a particular circle of 
characters an I relations was placed around the two lovors ; explainei the signification of tho mirtli 
here and there scattered ; and justified the use of the occasional heightening given to the poetiod 
colours.'* t Schlegel wisely did this to exhibit what is more remarkable in Shakspere than in any 
other poet, " the thorough formation of a work, even in its minutest part, according to a leading 
idea— the dominion of the animating spirit over all the means of execution." || The general 
criticism of Schl^^l upon Romeo and Juliet is based upon a perfect comprehension of this, great 
principle upon which Shakspere worked. Schlegel, we apprehend, succeeded Coleridge in giving 
a genial tone to criticism upon Shakapere— for Coleridge first lectured on the drama in 1802, 
and Schlegel in 1808; and Schlegel may also have owed something indirectly to Coleridge,— to 
that master-mind who filled other minds as if they were conduits from his exhaustless fountain. 
But he in himself is a most acute and pn)found critic ; and what he has done to make Shakspere 
properly known, even in this country, where onr perception of his greatness had long been 
obscured amidst the deep gloom of the critical fog that had hung over us for more than a century, 
ought never to be foi^gotten. The following is the close of a celebrated passage from Schlegel, uj on 
Romeo and Juliet, which has often been quoted ; — ^but it is altogether so true and so beautiful, 
that we cannot resist the pleasure of circulating it still more widely : — 

''Whatever is most intoxicating in the odour of a southern spring, languishing in the song of 
the nightingale, or voluptuous on the first opening of the rose, is breathed into this poem. But, 
even more rapidly than the earliest blossoms of youth and beauty decay, it hurries on from the 
first timidly-bold declaration of love and modest return, to the most unlimited passion, to an 
irrevocable union ; then, amidst alternating storms of rapture and despair, to the death of the two 
lovers, who still appear enviable a? their love survives them, and as by their death they 
have obtained a triumph over every separating power. The sweetest and the bitterest, love 
and hatred, festivity and dark forebodings, tender embraces and sepulchres, the fulness of life and 
self-annihilation, are all here brought close to each other; anl all these contrasts are so blended 
in the harmonious and wonderful work into a unity of impression, that the echo which the whole 
leaves behind in the mind resembles a single but endless sigh." § 

In selecting these passages to establish in the minds of our readers the great principle of the unity 
of feeling which so thoroughly pervades the Romeo and Juliet, and which constitutes the " particul tr 
excellence of the Shaksporian drama," we have indirectly furnished the proof of the assertion 
with which we set out, that the tragical part of the story, from the first scene to the last, is held 
in subjection to the beautlfuL The structure of the play essentially required this. Coleridge has 
said, that ** Shakapore meant the Homeo and Juliet to approach to a poem ; *' but of course, Coleridge 
meant a poem entirely modified by the dramatic power. We shall venture to trespass upon the 

* Literary Remains, vol. H. p. 150 f ChiraktcHstikcn und Rritiken. t [•ectures, vol. U. p. 1S7. 

I Ix^ctures, vol. ii p \5i. § l^ccturps, vol, II. p. 186. 
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Aitention of our readere, whilst we examine the conduct of Uie story and the development of the 
ohttracters under this aspect. When we haye arrived at a due conception of the priouip^e of art on 
which this drama was oonstmcted — that of sublimating ail that is literal and common in human 
actions and human thoughts, by the force of passion and imagination, throwing their rich colours 
upon the chief actors, and colouring, upon an indispensable law^f harmony, all the groups around 
them — ^we shall reject, as utterly unworthy, all that miscalled criticism which takes its stand upon 
a nuUerial foimdation — and, dealing with high poetry as if it were a thing of demonstrations and 
syllogisms, tells us that Shakspere's comic scenes are here " happily wrought, but his pathetic strains 
are always polluted with some unexpected depravations. His persons, however diutre sed, have 
A conceit left them in their misery, a miserable conceit.** * 

The first scenes of nearly every play of Shakspere are remarkable for the skill with which thoy 
prepare the mind for all the after scenes. We do not see the succession of scenes ; the catastrophe is 
unrevealed. But we look into a dim and distant prospect, and by what is in the foreground we can 
form a general notion of the landscape that will be presented to us, as the clouds roll away, and the 
sun lights up its wild mountains or its fertile valleys. When Sampson and Gregory enter '* armed 
with swords and bucklers ** — when we hear, ** a dog of the house of Montague moves me *' — we know 
that these are not common servants, and live not in common times : with them the excitement of 
party-spirit does not rise into strong passion, — it presents its ludicrous side They quaiTel like angry 
curs who snarl, yet are afraid to bile. But the *' furious Tybalt ** in a moment shows us that these 
hasty quarrels cannot have peaceful endings. The strong arm of authority suspends the affray ; but 
the spirit of enmity is not put down. The movement of this scene is as rapid as the quarrel itself. 
It produces the effect upon the mind of something which startles — almost terrifies ; which passes 
away into repose, but which leaves an ineffaceable impression upon the senses Tlie calm immediately 
succeeds. Benvolio'j speech, 

** Madam, an hour before the worshippM sun 
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east," 

at once shows us that we are entering into the region of high poetry. Coleric^ge remarks, that the 
snecceding speech of old Montague exhibits the poetical aspect of the play even more strikingly : — 

*' Mnny a morning hath he there been seen, 
With tear« augmenting the fteih morning's dew.** 

It is remarkable that the speech thus commencing, whic]i contains twenty lines as highly wrought as 
anythmg in Shakspere, are not in the first copy of this play. The experience of the artist taught him 
where to lay on the poetical colouring brighter and brighter. How beautifully these liues prepare us 
for the appearance of Romeo^-the now musing, abstracted Romeo— the Romeo, who, like the lover of 
Chaucer, 

•* solitary wa« ever alone, 

And waking all the night, making moan.** 

The love of Romeo was unrequited love. It was a sentiment rather than a passion — a love which 
displayed itself " in the numbers that Petrarch flowed in " — a love that solace \ itself in antithetical 
conceits upon its own misery, and would draw consolation from melancholy associations. It was the 
love without the " true Promethean fire.** But it was the fit preparation for what was to follow. The 
dialogue between Capulot and Paris prepares us for Juliet— the " hopeful lady of his earth,** who 

" Hath not seen the change of fourteen years.** 

The old man does not think her " ripe to be a bride ;** but we are immediately reminded of the 
precocity of nature under a southern sun. by another magical touch of poetry, which tells us of 
youth and freshness— of summer in "April"— of "fresh female buds" breathing the fragrance of 
opening flowers. Juliet at length comes. We see the submissive and gentle girl ; but the garrulity 
of the Nurse carries us back even to the 

" Prettiest babe that e*er I nurs'd.** 

Neither Juliet nor Romeo had rightly read their own hearts. He was sighing for a ahadow— snc 
fancied that she could subject her feelings to the will of others : — 

• John •en'* conrludlnp RemnrVs o.i llomeo and Juliet. 
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*' I '11 look to like, If looking liking move ; 
But no more deep will I endart mine eye. 
Than your'consent gives strength to make it fly.** 

The preparation for their firat interview goes forward : BenvoUo has persuaded Romeo to go to 
Capulet*8 feast There is a slight pause in the action, but how gracefully is it filled up t Mercutio 
comes upon the scene. Coleridge has described him as " that exquisite ebullience and overflow of 
youthful life, wafted on over the laughing waves of pleasure and prosperity, as a wanton beauty that 
distorts the face on which she knows her lover is gazing enraptured, and wrinkles her forehead in the 
triumph of its smoothness 1 Wit ever wakeful, fancy busy and procreative as an insect, courage, an 
easy mind that, without cares of its own, is at once disposed to laugh away those of others, and yet to 
be interested in them, — these and all other congenial qualities, melting into the common eapvla of 
them all, the man of rank and the gentleman, with all its excellences and all its weaknesses, constitute 
the character of Mercutio I"* Is this praise of Mercutio overcharged? We think not, looking at 
him dramatically. He is placed by the side of Romeo, to contrast with him, but' also to harmonize. 
The poetry of Mercutio is that of fancy : — the poetry of Romeo is that of imagination. The wit of 
Mercutio is the overflow of animal spirits, occasionally polluted, like a spring pure from the well-head, 
by the soil over which it posses : — the wit of Romeo is somewhat artificial, and scarcely self-sustained ; 
— it is the unaccustomed play of the intellect when the passions *' have come to the clenching point," 
— but it is under control — it has no exuberance which, like the wit of Mercutio, admits the colouring 
of the sensual and the sarcastic. The courage of Mercutio is, in the same way, the courage of high 
animal spirits, fearless of consequences, and laughing even when it has paid the penalty of its rashness 
— ** Ask for me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man." The courage of Romeo is reflective 
and forbearing, — 

•' I do protest, I never injur 'd thee." 

But when his friend has fallen, his ^ newly entertained revenge " casts off all control — 

" Away to heaven, respective lenity! 

Then, again, how finely the calm, benevolent good sense of Benvolio blends with these oppositen ! 

But the masquerade waits. We have here the realization of youth and freshness which Capulet 
promised to Paris ; but at the moment when we see '* the guests and the maskers ** we have a touch in 
the expression of the old man*s natural feelings, which tells us how perishable these things are : — 



- 1 have teen the day, 



That I have woni a visor ; and could tell 

A whisperirg tale in a fair lady's ear. 

Such as would please ;— 'tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone 1* 

But Juliet appears, and we think not of decajr. We foi^get that " one generation pushes another off 
the stage." The very first words of Romeo show the change that has come o'er him. He went into 
that " hall in Capulet's house," fearing 

" Some consequence yet hanging in the stars.** 

He had "a soul of lead" — he would be " a candle -holder and look on." But he hA8 seen Juliet; and 
with what gorgeous images has that sight filled his imagination 1 

" O she doth teach the torches to bum bright ; 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 
As a rich Jewel in an Ethiop's ear." 

We have now the poetry of passion bursting upon us vnth its purple light. Compare thb with the 
pale poetry of sentiment in the first scene, when he talks of Rosaline being 



• too fair, too wise, wisely too fair." 



Perfectly in accordance with this exaltation of mind is the address of Romeo to Juliet. The dialogue 
must be considered as that of persons each acting a character. But there is more in it than meets 
the ear ; — it is not entirely the half expression of the thoughts of two maskers : — there is an under- 

• Literary Remains, vol. ii. 
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carrent of reality which blends the language of affection with the language of compliment. When 
Borneo asks of the Nurse, " What is her mother ? " and when Juliet inquires, 

** What^s he that now is going out of doorf " 

we see " the beginning of the end.*' But we do not foiget that the answer of Tybalt at Borneo's 
presence has thrown a shadow oyer the brightness of their young love. The maskers are gone— the 
torches are extinguished — the Toice of the revelry has ceased. 

Borneo has leapt the wall of Gapulef s garden. There are no longer 

'* Earth-treading stars that make dark heaven li^ht." 

He has fotind a sequestered spot far apart from that banqueting-hall from which his Juliet descended, 
amidst the gay groups that floated about in that garden, to hang 



. upon the cheek of night 



As a rich Jewel in an Ethiop's ear." 
He is alone. The moon 

•• Tips with sliver aU those ftruit-tree tops," 

He hears in the distant street the light-hearted Mercutio calling upon him by the names of 

'* Humours, passion, madman, lover." 

But he heeds him not. Juliet appears. She speaks. 

*' O, speak again, bright angel I for thot art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head, 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white, up-turned, wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaae on him. 
When he bestrides the laiy-pacing clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air." 

From this poetical elevation it would seem almost impossiblo for the lover to descend to earth, — and 
yet the earth hath visions of tenderness and purity, which equally belong to the highest region of 
poetry. The feaos of Juliet for his safety — ^the "farewell compliment" — the 

" In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; " — 
the '* do not swear ; " — the 

" Stay but a little, I will come again ; " 
the 

" If that thy bent of love be honourable : "— 

all these indications of the union of " purity of heart and the glow of imagination " the 

highest region of an ideal world, and yet are linked to this our own world of beau Jty. 

This IB one of the great scenes of the poem which cannot be comprehended if disjoined 1. 'hat 

is about it ; any more than Juliet's soliloquy, in the thiixl Act, after her marriage. It is » the 

scenes that is consequently obnoxious to a false ridicule, and, what is worse, to a grovelling c* -ism. 
In the midst of the intensity of Juliet's "timidly-bold declaration of love," Steevens inserts one of 
the atrocious notes that he perpetrated under the fictitious name of Amner. It is a warning to us how 
fiur a prosaic spirit may descend into dirt, when it attempts to deal with a great artist without 
reverence for his art. There are three modes in which criticism, or what is called criticism, may be 
applied to high art The first is, where the critic endeavours to look at an entire work,— not at parts 
of a work only,— in some degree through the same medium as the poet looked at his unformed 
creations. The second is, where the critic rejects that medium, for the most part through incapacity of 
using it, and peers through the smoked glass of what he calls common sense, that his eyes, forsooth, 
may not be dazzled. The third is, where the critic, from a superabundance of the power of detecting 
what appears the ridiculous side of things (which results from a deficiency of imagination), takes a 
caricaturist's view of the highest exercises of the intellect, and asserts his own cleverness by presenting 
a travestie. The first system, though it may be the most difi&cult, is the most safe; the third, though 
it appears the most insidious, is the least iiyurious ; the second is, at once, easy and debasing; it may 
begin in Steevens and end in Amner. 
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The '* silver-Bweet " sound of "lovers' tongues by night" is hushed. " The grey-eyed morn" sees 
the friar in his cell, bearing his "osier-cage" of 

*' Balefnl weeds, and precious juiced flowers." 

Here is a new link in the conduct of the story. And what a beautiful transition have we made from 
the elevated poetry of passion to the scarcely less elevated poetry of philosophy ( The old man, 
whose pious thoughts shape themselves into sweet and solemn cadences, stands as the antagonist 
principle of the passionate conflicts that are going on around him. He is to be a great agent in the 
workings of the drama. He would close up the disseusions of the rival houses — he would make the 
new lovers blessed in their union — ^he would assuage the misery of Romeo*8 exile — he would save his 
lady from an unholy marriage— he would join them again in life, although the tomb appean to have 
separated them. The good old man will rely too much upon his philosophy, and his skilful dealing 
with human actions ; as the lovers haye aliiiady relied too much upon the integrity of their passion as 
a shield against calamity. The half-surprise, the half-gladness of the friar, when Romeo tells him 
where his ** heart's dear love is set," are delightful The reproof that is meant for a commendstioii — 
the ''come, young waverer" — the " wisely and slow,"— are all true to nature. But Romeo has secured 
his purpose, and his heart is at ease. Then is he fit to play a part in the comic scenes that succeed, — 
to bandy words with Mercutio— to be pleasant with the Kurse. But Juliet's soliloquy while she Ui 
waiting for the Nune, 

*' O, she Is lame I love's heralds should be thoughts," 

and the scene with Romeo, Jnliet, and the friar, again bring us back to the high region of poetry. 
The latter scene was greatly elaborated after the first draft. It was originally a simple melody, but 
now it flows with the full harmony of the three voioes in unison. 

We have almost lost sight of the quarrels of the rival houses of Verona. — We see only the two 
loyers, who cannot sum up " half their sum of wealth," and have foigotten their names of Montogue 
and Capulet as names of. strife. But an evil hour is approaching. The brawl with which the drama 
opened is to be renewed— 

«* The day is hot, the CapuleU abroad." 

The "fiery Tybalt" and the '* bold Mercutio" are the first victims of this factious hate— and Romeo is 
banished. The action does not move laggingly — all is heat and precipitation. Juliet sits alone in her 
bower, unconscious of all but her impassioned imaginings. She thinks aloud in the solitude which is 
around her, vrith a characteristic yehemence of temperament ; but in this soliloquy '' there is some- 
thing so almost infiintine in her perfect simplicity, so playful and fantastic in the imageiy and 
language, that the charm of sentiment and innocence is thrown over the whole."* The scene in which 
the Nurse tells her disjointed story of Tybalt's death is a masterpiece. We have here to encounter 
the often repeated olrjection, that Shakspere uses conceits when he ought to be expressing the language 
of rehement passion. The conceits are not in accordance with the general taste of otur own age, 
though they were so with that of Shakspere's. But they have a much higher justification. They are 
the results of strong Amotion, seeking to relieve itself by a violent effort of the intellect, that the will 
may recover its balance. Immediately after the lines in which we have that play upon words whose 
climax is, 

<' I am not I, if there be such an /," 

we come at once to an ekclamation of the deepest pilthos and simplicity :-« 
*' O break my heart !— poor baohrout ; "— 

and then, when Juliet knows that Romeo is not dead, but that Tybalt has fallen by the hand of her 
husband, what a natural revulsion of feeling succeeds I — 

•« O, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palnre I ** 

The transition from her reproach of Tybalt's murderer, to a glorious trust in the integrity of her 
lord, is surpassingly beautiful. Not less beautiful is the passion which RoDoeo exhibits in the 

* Mrs. Jameson's Characteristics of Women, third edition, vol. 1. p. 199. 
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friars cell. Each of the lovers in the^e soenea shows the iii tenuity of their abandonment to an 
overmastering will. " They see only themselves in the universe.'* That is the true moral of their 
fate. But, even under the direst calamity, they catch at the one joy which is left— the short meeting 
befolre the parting. And what a parting that is ! Here, again, comes the triumph of the beautiful 
over the merely tragic. They are once more calm. Their love again breathes of all the sweet sights 
and sounds in a world of beauty. They are piurting — but the almost happy Juliet says, 

** It is not yet near day,— 
* Believe me, love, it was the nightingale." 

Romeo, who sees the danger of delay, is not deceived :— 

^ *' It was the huk, the herald of the morn.** 

Then what a burst of poetry follows 1 — 

" Night* 8 candles are burnt out, and Jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountains' tops." 

The scene closes with that exquisite display of womanly tenderness in Juliet, which hurries from the 
forgetfulness 6t joy In her husband's presence, to apprehension for his safety. After this sceQe, we are 
Almost content to think, as Romeo fancied he thought, 

"come what sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of Joy." 

The sorrow does come upon poor Juliet with redoubled force. The absolute father, the unyielding 
mother, the treacherous Nurse; — all hurrying her into a loathed marriage, — might drive one less 
resolved to the yerge of madness. But from this moment her love has become heroism. She 
sees 

*' No pity Bitting in the clouds "— 

she rejects her Nurse— she resolves to deceive her parents. This scene brings out her character in its 
strongest and most beautiful relief. The Nurse, in the grossness of her nature, has dared to talk to 
the wife of Romeo — the all-loving and devoted wife — of the green eye of Paris 1 The Nulrse mistook 
the one passion of Juliet — the sense raised into soul — ^for a grovelling quality that her lofty 
imagination would utterly despise. *' most wicke^ fiend 1" Not so Juliet's other counsellor. The 
friar estimated her constancy, and he did ''spy a kind of hope" that it might be rewarded. He saw 
that Juliet would, at all hazards, put away "the shame'' of marrying Paris. Well had the friar 
reckoned upon her " strength of wilL^' The scene in his cell, and the subsequent scene when she 
swallows the draught, are amongst the most powerful in the play ; and yet we never lose sight of the 
highest poetry, mingling what is grand with what is beautiful When Juliet is supposed to be dead, 
nature again asserts her empire over the tetchy and absolute father, and the mother weeps over 
the 

'* One, poor one, one poor and loving child." 

Here, again, the gentle poetry of common feelings comes to the relief of the scene ; and the friar 
brings in a higher poetry in the consolations of divine truth. 

As we approach the catastrophe, the poetical cast of Romeo's mind becomes even more clearly 
defined than in the earlier scenes. It was first ^uiciful, then imaginative, then impassioned — but 
when deep sorrow has been added to liifl love, and he treads upon the threshold of the world of 
shadows, it puts on even a higher character of beauty. We hate elsewhere spoken* of the celebrated 
speech of the "Apothecary;" refusing to believe that it forms an exception to the general character 
of the beauty that throws its rich evening light over the dosing scenes. The gentleness of Romeo is 
apparent, even while he says — 

** The time and my illtenU are savage-wild ; ** 

for he adds, with a strong effort, to his fEuthful Balthasar, 

^ " Live, and be prosperous, and farewell, good fellow." 

« Illuttratlous of Act V. 
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His entreaties to Paris — " be gone !"~are full of the same tenderness. He is constrained to fight 
with him — he slays him — but he almost weeps over him, as 

*' One writ with me in sour misfortune's book. 

The remainder of Romeo^s speech in the tomb is, as Coleridge has put it^ " the master example, how 
beauty can at once increase and modify passion." 

" O here 
Will I set up ray everlasting rest, 
And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world-wearied flesh." 

This is the one portion of the " melancholy elegy on the frailty of love, from its own nature and 
external circumstances,*** which Romeo sings before his last sleep. And how beautifully is the 
corresponding part sung by the waking and dying Juliet ! — 

" What's here f a cup, clos*d in my true love's hand f 
Poison, I see, hath been his timeless end : — 
O churl ! drink all, and leave no friendly drop, 
To help me after f— I will kiss thy lips ; 
Haply some poison yet doth hang on them 
To make me die with a restorative.** 

They have paid the penalty of the fierce hatreds that were engendered around them, and of tiieir own 
precipitancy. But their misfortunes and their loves have healed the enmities of which they were the 
victims. " Poor sacrifices I" Capulet may now say, 

" O, brother Montague, give me thy hand.** 

They have left a peace behind them which they could not taste themselves. But their first " rash and 
unadviB*d " contract was elevated into all that was pure and beautiful, by their after sorrows and their 
constancy ; and in happier regions their affections may put on that calmness of immortality which the 
ancients typified in their allegory of '* Love and the Soul." 

♦ A. W. Schlegel. 
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INTRODTJOTORT NOTICE. 



State of the Text, and Chbomoloqt, or Hamlet. 

Thi earliesi edition of Hamlet known to exist is that of 1603. It bears the following title : ' The 
Tragicall Historie of Hamlet Prince of Denmarke, by William Shako speare. As it hath beene 
diverse times acted, by his Highnesse servants in the Cittie of London : as also in the two Universities 
of Cambridge and Oxford, and elsewhere. At London, printed for N. L. and John Trundell, 1603.' 
The copy of this edition in the library of the Duke of Devonshire wants the last leaf. This was re- 
printed in 1825. Another copy is known, without the title-page. 

The second edition of Hamlet was printed in 1604, under the following title: 'The Tragicall 
Historio of Hamlet, Prince of Denmarke. By William Shakespeare. Newly imprinted and enlarged 
to almost <u mneh againe oi it tmu, according to the true and perfect coppie. Printed by J. R. for 
N. Landure, 1604, 4to.' This edition was reprinted in 1605, in 1609, in 1611, and there is also 
a quarto edition without a data Steevens has reprinted the edition of 1611, in his twenty plays. 

In the folio of 1628 some passages which are found in the quarto of 1604 are omitted. In our 
text we have given these passages^ indicating them as they occur. In other respects our text, with 
one or two minute exceptions, is wholly founded upon the folio of 1623. From this circumstance 
our edition will be found considerably to differ from the text of Johnson and Steevens, of Beed, of 
Malone, and of all the current editions which are founded upon these. Mr. Caldecott alone, in his 
'Specimen of an Edition of Shakspeare,' privately printed in 1832, recognises the authority of 
the folio of 1623. We cannot comprehend the pertinacity with which Steevens and Malone 
rejected this authority. There cannot be a doubt, we apprehend, that the verbal changes in the text 
were the corrections of the author. We have given the parallel passages in the quarto of 1604 in 
our foot notee. 

In the reprint of the edition of 1603, it is stated to be '*the only known copy of this tragsdy, at 
originally written by Shaketpeare, which he afterwards altered and enlarged." We believe that 
this description is correct; t^t this remarkable copy gives us the play as originally written by 
Shflkspere. It may have been piratical, and we think it was so. It may, as Mr. Collier says, have 
been "published in haste from a short-hand copy, taken from the mouths of the players." But 
this process was not applied to the finished Hamlet; the Hamlet of 1603 is a sketch of the perfect 
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Hamlet, am^robably a corrupt copy of that sketoh. Mr. Caldeoott belieres that this oopj exhibits, 
** in that which was afterwards wrought into a splendid drama, the first conception, and comparatively 
feeble expression, of a great mind." We think, further, that this first couoeption was an eariy 
conception; that it was remodelled, — "enlarged to almost as much againe as it was,"— at the 
beginning of the 17th centuiy ; and that this original copy being then of oomparatively little Talue 
was piratically published. 

It is, perhaps, fortunate as regards the integrity of the current text of Hamlet, that the quarto 
of 1603 was unknown to the commentators; for tbey unquestionably would have done with it 
as they did with the first sketch of Romeo and Juliet. They would have foisted passages into the 
amended play which the author had rejected, and have termed this process a recovery of the original 
text. Without employing this copy in so unjustifiable a manner, we have availed ourselves of it, 
in several cases, as throwing a new light upon difficult passages. But the highest interest of this 
edition consists, as we believe, in the opportunity which it affords of studying the growth, not only 
of our great poet's command over language — not only of his dramatical skill, — but of the higher 
qualities of his intellect — his profound philosophy, his wonderful penetration into what is most 
hidden and obscure in men's characters and motives. We request the reader^s indulgence whilst 
we attempt to point out some of the more important considerations which have suggested themselves 
to us, in a careful study of this original edition. 

And, first, let us state that all the action of the amended Hamlet is to be found in the first sketch. 
The play opens with the scene in which the Ghost appears to Horatio and Ifaroellus. The order 
of the dialogue is the same; but^ in the quarto of 1604, it is a little elaborated. The grand passa^^a 



** In the most high and palmy state of Rome," 

is not found in this copy ; and it is omitted in the folio. The second scene introduces us, as at present, 
to the King, Queen, Hamlet^ Polonius, and Laertes, but in thia copy Polonius is called Corambis. 
The dialogue here is much extended in the perfect copy. We will give an example : — 
[Quarto of 1603.] [Quarto of 1604.] 

Ham. " My lord, 'tit not the lahle suit I wear ; Ham, " 'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 

No. nor the tears that still stand in my eyes, Nor customary suits of solemn black. 

Nor the distracted liaTiour In the visage, Nor windy suspiration of fore*d breath, 

Nor all together mlxt with outward semblance, No, nor the fhiitM river In the eye. 

Is equal to the sorrow of my heart; Nor the dejected Oiaviour of the visage. 

Him have I lost I must of course forgo. Together with all forms, moods, shows of grief, 

These, but the ornaments and suits of woe." That oan denote me truly : these, indeed, seem. 

For they are actions that a man might play ; 
But I have that within which passeth show ; 
These, but the tiappings and the iuiu of woe." 

We would ask if it is possiUe that such a careful working up of the first idea could have been any 
other work than that of the poet himself f Can the alterations be accounted for upon the principle 
that the first edition was an imperfect copy of the complete play, " published in haste from a short- 
hand copy taken from the mouths of the players f " Ck>u]d the players have transformed the line-> 

*< But I have that within which passeth show," 
into^ 

'* Him have I lost I must of force forgo," 
The haste of shurt-hand does not account for what is truly the refinement of the poetical art. The 
same nice elaboration is to be found in Hamlet's soliloquy in the same scene. In the first copy we 
have not the passage so characteristic of Hamlet's mind,' 

*• How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable, 
Seem to me all the uses of this world." 
Neither have we the noble comparison of " Hyperion to a satyr." The fine Shaksperian phrase, so 
deep in its metaphysical truth, "a beast that wants diacoarge of reason,** is, in the first copy, " a 
beast devoid of reason,** Shakspere must have dropt verse from his mouth, as the fairy in the Arabian 
tales dropt pearls. It appears to have been no effort to him to liave changed the whole armngement 
of a poetical sentence, and to have inverted its different members; he did this as readily as if he 
were dealing with prose. In the first copy we have these lines, — 

" Why, she would hang on him as if Increase 
or appetite had grown by what it look*d on." 
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In tiie amended oopy we baTe— 

*' Mnit I mnemborf Whj, iIm woii]d hang on him 
Ai If inereaae of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on. 

Such changes are not the work of abort-hand writers. 

The interview of Horatio, Bernardo, and Marce^hia with Hamlet, Buoceeda as in the perfect copy, 
and the change here is very slight. The scene between Laertes and Ophelia in the same manner 
follows. Here again there is a .great extension. The injunction of Laertes in the first copy is 
contained in these few lines : — 

" I see Prince Hamjet makes a sho:v of love. 
Beware, Ophelia ; do not trust his tows. 
Perhaps he loves you now, and now his tonfnie 
Speaks firom his heart ; hot yet take heed, my sister. 
The chariest maid is prodigal enough 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon ; 
Virtue itself 'scapes not calumnious thoughts : 
Believ't, Ophelia: therefore keep aloof, 
^■est that he trip thy honour and |hy fame." 

Compare this with the splendid passage which we now have. Look especially at the following lines, 
in which we see the deep philosophic spirit of the mature Shakspere : — 

" For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 
The Inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal." 

Polonius and his few precepts next occur ; and here again there is slight difference. The lecture of 
the old courtier to his daj^ghter is somewhat extended. In the next scene, where Hamlet encounters 
the Qhost, there is very little change. We have noticed in our illiistrationa how the poet introduced 
in the perfect copy a modification of the censure of the Danish wassels. In all the rest of the scene 
there is scarcely a difference between the two copies. The character of Hamlet is fully conceived in 
the original play, whenever he is in action, as in this scene. It is the contemplative part of his nature 
which is elaborated in the perfect copy. This great scene, as it was first written, appeared to the poet 
to have been scarcely capable of improvement. 

The character of Polonius, under the name of Corambis, presents itself in the original copy with 
little variation. We have extension, but not change. As we proceed, we find that Shakspere in 
the first copy more emphatically marked the supposed madness of Hamlet than he thought fit to do 
in the amended copy. Thus Ophelia does not, as now, say, — 

" Alas my lord, I have been so affrighted ; ** 

but she comes at once to proclaim Hamlet mad : — 

" O my dear father, such a change in nature 
So great an alteration in a prince I 
He is bereft of all the wealth he had ; 
The Jewel that adom'd his feature roost 
Is fllch'd and stolen away— his wit's bereft him." 

Again, in the next scene, when the King communicates his wishes to Rosencrantz and Guildenstem, 
he does not speak of Hamlet as merely put ''from the understanding of himself;" but in this first 

copy he says^- 

** Our dear cousin Hamlet 
Hath lest the very heart of all his sense.' 

In the description which Polonius, in the same scene, gives of HamleVs madness for Ophelia's love, the 
symptoms are made much stronger in the original copy : — 

" He straightway grew into a melancholy ; 
From that unto a fttst ; then unto distraction ; 
Then into a sadness ; fhmi that unto a madness : 
And so by continuance and weakness of the brain, 
Into this frenzy which now possesses him." 

It is curious that in Burton's ' Anatomy of Melancholy/ we have the stages of melancholy, madness, 
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and frenzy, indioated as described by Celsus ; and Burton himself mentions frenzy aa tke worst stage 
of madness, "clamorous, oontinnaL" In the first cop^, therefore, Hamlet, according to the descrip- 
tion of Polonins, is not only the prey of melancholy and madness, but " by continuance " of frenzy. 
In the amended copy the symptoms, according to the same description, are much milder ; — a sadness 
— a fast— a watch— a weakness — a lightness,— and a madness. The reason of this change appears to 
us tolerably clear. Shakspere did not, either in his first sketch or his amended copy, intepd his 
audience to belieye that Hamlet was essentially mad ; and he remoyed, therefore, the strong expressions 
which might encourage that belief. 

Immediately after the scene of the original copy in which Pdonius describes Hamlet's frenzy, 
Hamlet comes in and speaks the celebrated soliloquy. In the amended copy this passage, as well 
as the scene with Ophelia which follows it, is placed after Hamlet's interview with the players. The 
soliloquy in the first copy is evidently given with great oormptions, and some of the lines appear 
transposed by the printer : on the contrary, the scene with Ophelia is veiy slightly altered. The scene 
with Polonius, now the second scene of tiie second adj, fbUowa that with Ophelia in the first copy. 
In the interview with Guildenstem and RoMoerante the dialogue is greatly daborated In the amended 
copy ; we have the mere germ of the fine passage, ** This goodly tttme, the earth," ftc. — ^pf<oee wNIi 
almost mere than the music of poetry. In the first copy, instead of this noUe pieceof rhetoric, we 
have the following somewhat tame passage : — 

"Tes, fidth, this great vorld you tee oontentt me net ; no, nor the spangled heavens, nor earth, nor sea ; r.o, nor oian OuA 
Is so glorious a creature contents not me ; no, nor woman too, though you laugh." 

We pass over for the present the dialogue between Hamlet and the players, in which there are 
considerable variations, not only between the first an4 second quartos, but between the second quarto 
and the folio, tending, as we think, to fix the date of each copy. In the same way we pass over the 
speeches from the play ''that pleased not the million," as well as the directions to the players in the 
Qsait aet. These passages, as it appears to us, go ftu: to establish the point, that the Hamlet of the 
•dHion of 1608 was an early production of the poet. Our readers, we think, will be pleased to 
oompars the following passage of the first copy and the amended play, which offer us an example of 
the most surpassing skill in the elaboration of a first idea ; — 



[Quarto of 1603.] 

HtmL ** Horatio, thou art even as Just a man 
As e*er my oonversation oop'd withal. 

Bar. O, my lord I 

Mam, Naji why should I flatter thee! 
Why should the poor he flatter'd ! 
What gafai should I reeeive by flattering thee. 
That nothing hath but thy good mind t 
Let flattery sit on those time-pleasing tongues, 
To glose with them that love to hear their praise. 
And not with such as thou, Horatio." 



Schl^gel observes, that 
rhymes, full of antitheses.* 



[Quarto of 1604.] 
Ham, " Horatio, thou art e'en as Just a man 
As e*er my conversation cop'd withal. 
Hor. O, my dear lord 1 

Ham, Kay, do not think I flatter : 

For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
Tliat no revenue hast, but thy good spirlu. 
To feed and clothe thaef Why should the poor be flat- 
ter'd! 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp, 
Aud crook the pregnant hinges of the knee. 
Where thrift may feUow fkwnlngi Dost thou heart 
Since my dear soul was mistress of my choice, 
And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath seal'd thee for herself: ftor thou hath been 
As one In sufi'ering all, that suifers nothing ; 
A man that fortune's bufibts and rewards 
Has ta'en with equal thanks: and bless'd are those 
Whose blood and Judgment are so well co-mingled. 
That th^ are not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please : Give me that man 
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's coze, ay, In my heart of heart. 
As I do thee.— Something too much of this." 

' Shakspere has composed ' the play' in Hamlet idtogether in sententious 
Let us give an example of this in the opening speech of the king : — 



' Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart gone round 
Neptune's salt wash, and Tellus* orbed ground ; 
And thirty dosen moons with borrow'd sheen. 
About the world have times twelve thirties been, 
Since love our hearts and Hymen did our hands 
Unite, commutual In most sacred bands." 
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Here is not only tlie antiiheatSy but the artificial eLeratioDf that was to keep the language of the 
interiade apart from that of the real drama. 8hakapere baa most Bkilfally managed the whole 
bnsineBS of the player-king and queen upon this principle; but, as we think, when he wrote his 
first copy, his power as an artist was not so consummate. In that copy, the first lines of the 
player-king are singularly flowing and mnaioal ; and their sacoriflce shows us how inexorable was 
his judgment : — 

" Full tatty yean axe paat'd, their date it gone, 

Since happy dine jdbi'd both our hearts as one ; 

And now the blood that fiU'd my youthftil veins 

Root veakly in their p^Mi, and all the strains 

Of music, which whilome pleased mine ear. 

Is now a borthen that age cannot bear." 

The soliloquy of the king in the third act is greatly elaborated from the first oopy ; and so is 
the scene between Hamlet and his mother. In the play, as we now have it^ Shakspere has left it 
doubtful whether the queen was privy to the murder of her husband ; but in this scene, in the first 
copy, she says,— 

" Bat, as I have a soul, I swear by heaven, 
I never knew of this most horrid murder.' 

And Hamlet, upon this declaration, says,— 

'* And, mother, but assist me In revenge. 
And in Ms death your infinny shall die." 
The queen, upon this, protests — 

" I will coneaal, consent, and do my beet, 
What stratagem soe'er thou shalt devise." 

In the amended oopy, the queen merely says, — 

" Be thou assnr^, tf words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me." 

The action of the amended oopy, for the present, proceeds as in the first oopy. Qertrude 
describee the death of Polonius, and Hamlet pours forth his bitter sarcasm upon the king : — " Tour 
fat king and your lean beggar are but variable serricee.** Hamlet is dispatched to England. 
Fortinbras and his forces appear upon the stage. The fine scene between Hamlet and the captain, 
and Hamlet's subsequent soliloquy, are not to be found in the quarto of 1608, nor in the foHo. The 
madness of Ophelia is beautifully elaborated in the amended copy, but all her snatches of songs are 
the same in both editions. What she sings, however, in the first scene of the original copy, is with 
great art transposed to the second scene of the amended one. The pathos of — 

" And win he not come agiUn T ** 

is doubled, as it now stands, by the presence of Laeitea, 

We are now arrived at a scene in the quarto of 1608, altogether different firom anything we find 
in the amended oopy. It is a short scene between Horatio and the queen, in which Horatio 
relates Hamlet's return to Denmark, and describes the treason which the king had plotted against 
him, as well as the mode by which he had evaded it, by the sacrifice of Rosencranta and Quilden- 
stem. The queen, with referenoe to the 

" subtle treasoi that the king had plotted.** 

says,— 

" Then I perceive there's treason fai his looks 
That seem'd to sugar o'er his villainy ; 
But I will soothe and please him for a time, 
For murderous minds are always jealous." 

This is decisive as to Shakspere*s original intentions with regard to the queen; but the sup- 
pression of the scene in the amended oopy is another instance of his admirable judgment. She does 
not redeem her guilt by entering into plots against her guilty husband ; and it is far more charac. 
terisUc of the irregular impulses of Hamlet's mind, and of his subjection to circumstances, that he 
should have no confidencea with his mother, and should not form with her and Horatio any plans of 
revenge. The story of Rosencrantz and Qnildenstem is told in six lines : — 
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QMm. "But what became of Gfldentooe and Rotteneraft I 

Hot, He being aet aabore, tliey went tot England, 
And in the packet there writ down that doom 
To be perfonn'd on them pointed for liim : 
And by gzeat chanee ha hmi his fiitber's aeal. 
So all waa done without diMOTerj." 

The expansion of this aimple passage into the exquisite narrstiTe of Hamki to Horatio of the i 
circuDistanoes, presents, to our minds, a inost ren^u^ble example of the difference between the 
mature and the jouthf ul inteUect 

The scene of the grave-digger, in the original copy, has all the great points of the present scene. 
The frenzy of Hamlet at the grave is also the same. Who but the poet himself oould have worked 
up this line— 

" Anon, aa mild and gentle at a dove,** 
into^- 

** 4non, aa patient aa the fepuJe dove, 
When that her golden coupleu are discloa d, 
Hia ailence wiU ait drooping." 

The scene with Osric is greatly eiqNinded in the amended copy. The catastrophe i^pears to be 
the same ; but the last leaf of the copy of 1603 is wanting. 



There is a general belief that some play under tiie title of Hamlet had preceded the Hamlet of 
Shakspere. Plrobable as this may be, it appears to us that this belief is sometimes assetted too 
authoritatively. Mr. Collier, whose opinion upon such matters is indeed of great value, constantly 
pp<«ks of "The old Hamlet" Mr. Skottowe is more unqualified in his assertion of this fact :— 
*"nie history of Hamlet formed the subject of a ^j which was acted previous to 1689; and 
aiiguing from the general course of Shakspere's mind, that play infiuenoed him during the com- 
position of his own Hamlet But, unfortunately, the old play is lost." In a very useful and 
accurate work, 'Lowndes's Bibliographer's Manual/ we are told in express terms of '* KydP* old play 
of Hamlet" Mr. Skottowe and Mr. Lowndes have certainly mistaken conjecture for proof! Not a 
tittle of distinct evidence exists to show that there was any other play of Hamlet but that of 
Shakspere ; and all the collateral evidence upon which it is inferred that an earlier play of Hamlet 
than Shakspere's did exist, may, on the other hand, be taken to prove that Shakspere's original 
sketch of Hamlet was in repute at an Murlier period th»n is commonly assigned as its date. Thii 
evidence is briefly as follows : — 

1. Dr. Farmer, in his * Essay on the Learning of Shakspere,' first brought forward a passage in 
'An Epistle to the Gentlemen Students of the Two UniversitieB,' by Thomas Nash, prefixed to 
Green's 'Arcadia^' which he considers directed "very plainly at Shakspere in particular." It is 
as follows: — ** It is a common practise now-a-days, among a sort of shifting companions, that runne 
through every art, and thrive by none, to leave the trade of Novermt, whereto they were bora, and 
busie themselves with the endevors of art, that oould scarcely latiniie their neck-vers* if they 
should have neede; yet English Seneca, reade by candle-light, yields many good sentences, as 
Bhud U a beggar, and so forth : and, if you intreat him farre in a frosty morning, he will affbord 
you whole HanUeU, I should say, handfuls, of tragical speeches." Farmer adds, "I cannot 
determine exactly when this epistle was first published, but I fimcy it would cany the original 
Hamlet somewhat further back than we have hitherto done." Malone found that this epistle was 
first published in 1589;* and he^ therefore^ was inclined to think that the allusbn was not to 
Shakspere's drama, cox^ecturing that the Hamlet just mentioned might have been written by Eyd. 
Mr. Brown, In lus ingenious work on Shakspere's Sonnets, contends that the passage applies 
distinctly to Shakspere ;--that the expression, " the trade of Novaint," had reference to some one 
who had been a lawyer's clerk ;~and that the technical use of law phrases by Shakspere proves 
that his early life had been so employed. We have then only the difficulty of believing that the 
original sketch of Hamlet was written in, or before, the year 1589. Mr. Brown leaps over the diffi- 
culty, and boldly assigns this sketch, as published in the quarto of 1608, to the year 1589. We 
see nothing extravagant in thiB belief. Let it be remembered that in that very year, when Shakspere 
was twenty-five, it has been distinctly proved by Mr. Collier that he was a sharer in the Blaok- 
friars Theatre, with others, and some of note, below him in the list of sharers. 

• Mr. Dyce Mjrs 15S7; but no proof of the earlier date Ii given. (Greene't Works.) 
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2. Id the aooouDts found at Dnlwioh College, which were kept by Henslowe, an actor oontem* 
poraiy with Shakspere, we find the following entry as connected with the theatre at Newington 
Butte :^ 

*• 9 of June 1504, at hamlet .... nix •. 

The eight Bhillings constituted Henslowe's share of the profits of this representation. Malone says, 
that this is a full confirmation that there was a play on tiie sul]jeot of Hamlet prior to Shak- 
spere*B; for 'Mt cannot be supposed that our poet's play should have been performed but once 
in the time of this account, and that Mr. Henslowe should hare drawn from such a pieee but the 
sum of eight shillings, when his share in sereral other plays came to three and sometimes four 
pounds." We cannot go along with this reasoning. Henslowe's aeoounts are thus headed : — " In 
the name of God, Amen, beginning at Newington, my lord admirell men, and my lord chamberlen 
men, as folio weth, 1594." Now, "my lord chamberlen" men were the compsiiy to which Shakspen 
belonged ; and we find from Mr. Collier that one of their theatres, the Qlobe, was erected in the 
spring of 1504. The theatre was wholly of wood, according to Hentzner^s description of it; it 
would, therefore, be quickly erected ; and it is extremely probable ,that Shakspere's company only 
used the theatre at Newington Butts for a yery Aort period, during the completion of their own 
theatre, which was devoted to summer .^rformances. We can find nothing in Malone's argument 
to prove that it was not Shakspere's Hamlet which was acted by Shakspere's company on the 9th 
of June, 1594. On the previous 16th of May Henslowe's accounts are headed, "by my lord 
admirell's men ; " and it is only on the 8rd of June that we find the " lord chsmberlen men," as 
well as the "lord admirell men," performing at this theatre. 'Their occupation of it might have 
been very temporary; and during that occupation, Shakspere's Hamlet might have been once 
performed. The very next entiy, the 11th of June, is, "at the taminge of a shrewe;** and 
Malone, in a note, adds, "the play which preceded Shakspere's." When Malone wrote this note 
he believed that Shakspere's "Taming of the Shrew" was a late production ; but in the second 
edition of his ' Chronological Order,' he is persuaded that it was one of his very early productions. 
There is nothing to prove that both these plays thus acted were not Shakspere's. 

3. In a tract entitled ' Wit's Miserie, or the World's Madnesse,' by Thomas Lodge, pxinted in 
1596, one of the devils is said to be " a foul lubber, and looks as palo as the vizard of the ghost, 
who cried so miserably at the theatre, ffanUd, revenged In the first edition of Malone's ' Chro' 
nological Order,' he says, " If the allusion was to our author^s tragedy, this passage will ascertain 
its appearance in or before 1596 ; but Lodge may have had the elder play in his contemplation." In 
the second edition of this essay, Malone changes his opinion, and says, "Lodge muct have had the 
elder play in his contemplation." 

4. Steevens, in his Preliminary Remarks to Hamlet> has this passage : — " I have seen a co|^ of 
Speght's edition of Chaucer, which formerly belonged to Dr. Gabriel Harvey (the antagonist of 
Nash), who, in his own handwriting, has set down Hamlet as a performance with which he was 
well acquainted, in the year 1598." Malone considered this decisive in the first edition of his 
'Chronological Order/ but in the seeond edition, having seen the book, he persuaded himself that 
the date 1598 referred to the time when Harvey purchased it; and he therefore rejects the 
evidence. He then peremptorily fixes the first appearance of Hamlet in 1600, from the reference 
that is made in it to the "inhibition" of the players. We shall speak of this presently. In the 
mean time it may be sufficient to remark, that the passage is not found in the first quarto of 1608, 
of the existence of which Malone was uninformed ; and that» therefore, this proof goes for nothing. 

And now, leaving our readers to form their own judgment upon the external evidence as to the 
date of Hamlet^ we must express our decided opinion, grounded upon an attentive comparison of 
the original sketch with the perfect play, that the original sketch was an early production of our 
poet The copy of 1608 is no doubt piratical; it is unquestionably very imperfectly printed. But 
if the passage about the " inhibition " of the players fixes the date of the perfect play as 1600, which 
we believe it does, the essential differences between the sketch and the perfect play— differences 
which do not depend upon the corruption of a text— can only be accounted for upon the belief that 
there was a considerable interval between the production of the first and second copy, in which the 
author^s power and judgment had become mature, and his peculiar habits of philosopical thought 
had been completely established. This is a matter which does not admit of proof within our limited 
space ; but the passages which we have already given from the original copy do something to prove 
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it, and we have other differtncea of the aame character to point out, which we shall do aa briefljr aa 
poaaible. 

Mr. Hallam (in hia admirable, work, the * Introduction to the . Literature of Europe,'— which, 
without doubt, is the most comprehensive and elegant contribution to Literaty Histoiy and Criticism 
that our language possesses), sp^ikiog of Romeo and Juliet as an early production of our poet, points 
out as a proof of this, *' the want of that ihdughtful philosopfay, whidi, when onoe it hiul germinated 
in Shakspere's mind, never ceased to display itself." * Hamlet, as it now stands, is full d ibis 
"thoughtful philosophy.** Bttt tiie original sketch, as given in the quArto of 1603, exhibits few 
traces of it hi the fota of didactic observations. The whole dramatic conduct ^f the action is indeed 
demonstntive of a philosophical conception of incidents and characters ; but in the form to whidi 
Mr. HaUam retos, the '^ tiwng^tful philosophy^ is almost entirely wanting in that sketch. We most 
indicate a few eilutaples very briefly, of passages illustrating this position, which are not tkert fommd, 
requesting our readers to refer to the text : — 
Act L, So. 8. '^ For naliure, crescent,** &e. 

4. " This heaFy-headed reTel," &o> 

„ 11. „ 2. " There is nothing, either good or l)ad, l)Ut Uiinking makes it sb," Ac. V^ ^^ ^s, - 

*• I tionld be bounded hi a nut-shell," &c. ' ^ 'k «^ 

„ IIL » 4. ** Bring me to the test, and I the matter will re-word,** Ac. 
,» IV. „ 8. '* I see A cherub,** &a 

5. " Nature is flne in love,** 4c. ' ''" ^ n^ 
„ V. „ 2. "There's a divinity,*' &c. 

Further, Mr. Hallam observes, " There seems to have been a period of Shakspere's life when his 
heart Was ill at esse, and ill content with the world br his own conscience : the memory of hours 
mis-spent, the pang of aifection misplaced or unrequited, the experience of man's wotser nature^ 
which interooune with ill-chosen associates, by choice or cihmmstance, peculiarly teaches, — ^these^ 
as thciy sunk down into the depths of his great mind, seem not only to have inspired into it the 
conception of Lear and Timon, bttt that of one primary diaracter, the censurer of mankind.** The 
typey Mr. Halkm proceeds to say, is first seen in Jaques,— then in the exiled duke of the same 
play, — and in the duke of Measure for Messnre ; but in these in the shape of " merely contem- 
plative philosophy.** " In Hamlet this is mingled with the impulses of a pertui*bed heart, under the 
pressure of extraordinary circumstances.'* These plays, Mr. Hallam points out, all belong to th^ 
same period—the bcguming of the seventeenth century : he is speaking of the Hamlet, **in itt 
aUertd farm.'* If this tifpe, then, be not found in the Hamlet of the original sketch, we may refer 
that sketch to an earlier period. It is remarkable that in this sketch the misanthropy, if so it may 
be called, of Hibnlet, can scarcely be traced; his feelings have altogether reference to his personal 
griefs and doubts. Mr. Hallam says, that in the plays subsequent to these mentioned aboye, ** much 
of moral speonlatian will be found; but he has never returned to this type of character in the 
persoiiages.**t The first Hamlet was, we thiuk, written at a period when this ''bitter remem- 
brance,** whatever it was, had no place in his heart; the later plays when it had been obliterated 
by a more expansive philosophy — ^when the intellect had triumphed over the passions. We shall 
give a few examples, as in the case of the " thoughtful philosophy," of the absence in the first 
sketch of the passages which indicate the existence of the morbid feelings to Which Mr. Hallam 
all ides:— 

Act I., Be. 2. " How weary, flat, stale, and unprofitable,** Ac. 
„ II. „ 2. " Denmark 's a prison,** &a ^ ^ 

" I have of late (but wherefore I know not) lost all my mhrth,'* &c. 
„ in. „ 1. The soliloquy. All that appears in the perfect copy as the outpouring of a 
wounded spirit, such as "the pangs of dispriz'd love,*'— "the insolence of 
office," — " the spurns that patient merit of the unworthy takes,** — are geheraHeed 
ill the quarto of 1608, as follows : — 

*' Who 'd bear the scomt and flattery of the world,-— 
Scom'd by the rich, the rieh ourt'd of the poor, 
The %ridow being oppreu'd, the orphan wrong'd, 
The tMte of hunger, or a tyrant's reign, 
And thousand more calamities beside ?' 



• Vol. II., p. 390. f Vol. III., p. 568 and 569. 
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Act V , Sc. 2. " Abeeui thee from felicity awhile, 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath of paio." 
We could multiply examples; but those we have given are sufficient^ we think, to show that we 
have internal evidence that the original sketch, and the augmented and perfect copy of Uamlet* 
were written under different influences and habits of thought But there are differences between 
the first and second copies which address themselves more distinctly to the understanding, in 
corroboration of our opinion that there was a considerable interval between the production of the 
sketch and the perfect play. 

We will first take the passage relating to the " tragedians of the city/' placing the text of the 
first and second quartos in apposition : — 

[Quarto of 1603.] [Quarto of 1604.] 

Mam. *' flayeri, what players be th^f ff»m, " What playen are they f 

Roi, My lord, the tragedians of the city, those that you Ro». Even thoM you were wont to take tuch delight In, the 

took deUght to see so often. tragedians of the city. 

Bam, How comes it that they travel? Do they grow restief Ham, How chances it they travel f their residence, both 

Gil, No, my lord, thdr reputation holds as it was wont. in reputation and pioflt, was better both ways. 

Ham, How then f Rot, I think their inhibition comes by the means of the 

OU. Yfaith, my lord, novelty carries it away ; fur the late innovation, 
principal pubUc audience that came to them are tamed to ff^m. Do they hold the same esUmation they did when I 

private plays, and to the humour of children." was in the city f are they so followed T 

Rot, No, indeed, they are hot." 

We thoB see that in the original play the ** tragedianB of the eity," by which are unquestionably 
meant certain playen of Shakspere's own day, were not adequately rewarded, because th^ public 
aadience "tnmed to private plays, and to the humour of children." On the contrary, in the 
augmented play, jnU>lidied in Uie lollowing year, they vrere not so followed— th^ were inhibited in 
consequence of a late innoTation. * The words "inhibition/' and '* innovation," point to some 
pnbtio proceeding ; ** novelty," tm the other hand, ** private plays," and ** the humour of ehildren," 
VQonld seem to have r^er^ce to some popular caprice. " The humour of children,** in the first 
copy, points to a period when plays were acted by children ; when the novelty of snch performances 
diminishing the attractions of tiie tragedians of the oiiy> compelled them to travel The children 
of BemiI's r opit^sonted plays in their singing school at a very early period. Several of Lyiy's 
pieces were presmted by them subsequent to 1584, according to Mr. Collier; but in 1501 we 
find theee performances suppreesdd. In the address of the printer before Lyly's 'Endymion,' 
published in 1591, the suppression is mentioned as a recent event :•— '' Since the plays in Paul's 
were dissolved, there ar6 certain comedies eome to my baud." In 1596 the interdict was not 
taken off; for Nash, in bis 'Have with you to Saffron Waldon,' printed in that year, wishes 
to see the "plays at Pliurs up agMu." But in 1600 we find a private play, attributed to 
Lyly, "acted by the ^shildren of Powles." In 'Jack Drum's Entertainment** 1601, we find the 
performances of these children described, with the observation, ''The apes in time will do it 
handsonlbly." The audience is mentioned as a "good gentle audience." Our belief founded upon 
this pastege, is, that the first cdpy of 1603 refers to the period before 1591, when " the humour 
of children" prevailed; and that the "innovation" mentioned in the second copy, refers to the 
removal of tiie interdict, which removal occasioned the revival of plays at Paul's, about 1600. In 
that year came the "inhibition." On the 22nd of June, 1600, an order of the Privy Council 
appeared, " for the restraint of the immoderate use of play-houses ; " and it is here prescribed " that 
there shall be about the city two houses and no more allowed, to serve for the use of the common 
stage plays." No restraint was, however, laid npon the children of Paul's. It appears to us, 
therefore, that the inhibition and innovation are distinctly connected in Shakspere's mind. The 
passage is to ns decLtive, as fixing the date of the augmented play about 1600 ; as it is equally dear 
to ns that the passage of the first copy has reference to an earlier period. The text, as we now 
have it, — " There is. Sir, an ayrie of children," who " so berattle the common stages," — ^belongs 
to a later period, when the children of Paul's acted the pUys of Marston, Dekker, and other writerb 
of repute ; and the Blackfriars* Theatre vms in the possession of a company of boys. In 1612 th« 
performances of children had been made the vehicle for scurrility, and they were again suppressed 
(See Mr. Collier^s ' Annals of the Stage,* VoL I., pp. 279, 282 ; and Kalone's ' Historical Account 
of the English Stage,' Boswell's edition, pp. 62 and 453.) 
The speech from the play that was '* never acted, or not above once," — that "pleased not the 
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million/' — \b found, with very slight alteration, in the quarto of 1608 ; and so is Hamlet*8 commen. 
jdation of it We agree with Coleridge, that ** the fancy that a burlesque was intended sinks below 
oritioisin." Warburton expressed the same opinion, in opposition to Dryden and Pope. Coleridge 
veiy justly says, that the diction of these lines was authorised by the actual style of the tragedies 
before Shakspere's time. Bitson, we think, has hit the truth : " It appears to me not only thnt 
Shakspere had the faVonrCible opinion of these lines which he makes Hamlet express, but that they 
were extracted from some play which he, at a more early period, had either produced or projected 
upon the stoiy of Dido and iEneas. The verses recited are fieur superior to those of any coeval 
writer : the parallel passage in Marlowe and Nash's Dido will not bear the comparison. Possibly, 
indeed, it might have been his first attempt, before the diyinity that lodged within him had instructed 
him to despise the tumid and unnatural style so much and so unjustly admired in his predecessors 
or contemporaries." The introduction of these lines, we think, cannot be accounted for upon any 
other supposition but that they wef^ written by Shakspere himself; and he is so thoroughly 
in earnest in his criticism upon the play, and hia complaint of its want of success is so apparently 
sincere, that it is impossible to imagine that the passage had reference to something non-existent. 
But would Shakspere, then, hate produced such a play, except in his very early career, before he 
understood his own peculiar powers f — and would he have written so sensitively about it» except 
under the immediate influence of the disappointment occasioned by its failure ? The dates of the 
first copy of Hamtet, and of the play which contained the description of " Priam*s slaughter/* are 
certainly not far removed. 

Lastly, we are of opinion that the directions to the players, especially as given in the first copy, 
point to a state of the stage anterior to the period when Shakspere had himself refonned it. The 
mention of "Termagant** and " Herod** has reference to tbe time whcm these characters possesaed 
the stage in pageants and mysteries. Again, the reproof of the extemporal clowns,— the injunction 
that they should speak no more than is set down for them,-:-applied to the infancy of the stage. 
Shakspere had reformed the clowns before the date usually assigned to Hamlet In a book, called 
'Tarleton's Jeasts,* published in 1611, we have some specimens of the license which this prinpe 
of clowns was wont to take. The author, however, adds, " But would I see our clowns in tkete 
day9 do thei like ? No, I warrant ye.*' In the original oopy of Hamlet^ the reproof of the clowns 
is more diffbise than in the augmented oopy ; and the following passage distinctly shows one of the 
evils which Shakspere had to contend with, and which he probably had overcome before the end of 
the sixteenth century : — '* And then you have some again that keeps one suit of jests, as a man is 
known by one suit of apparel ; and gentlemen quote his jests down in their tables before they 
come to the play, ob thus : Cannot you stay till I eat my porridge f and, you owe me a quarter's 
wages ; and, my coat wants a ouUison ; and, your beer is sour ; and, blabbering with his lips, and 
thuK keeping in his ciiikapase of jests, when, Qod knows, the warm down cannot make a jest unless 
by chance, as the blind man oatcheth a hare : Masters, tell him of it** The additions to these 
directions to the players, in the augmented oopy, are, on the other hand, such as bespeak a 
consciousness of the elevation which the stage had attained in its ** high and palmy state," a little 
before the death of Elisabeth, when its purpose, as realised by Shakspere and Jonson especially, was 
''to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature; to show virtue her own feature, soom her own image, 
and the very age and body of the time, his form and pressure." 



Supposed Sourcb of thi Plot. 

Thb history of Hamlet, or Hamleth, is found in the Danish historian, Saxo Qrammaticus, who died about 
1204. The works of Saxo Qrammaticus are in Latin, and in Shakspere's time had not been translated into 
any modem language. It was inferred, therefore, by Dr. Grey, and Mr. Whalley, that Shakspere must 
have read the original The stoiy, however, is to be found in Belleforest's collection of novels, begun 
in 1564 ; and an English translation of this particular story was published as a quarto tracts entitled 
' The Hystorie of Hamblet, Prince of Denmarke.' Capell, in his ' School of Shakspere/ has given some 
extracts from an edition of this very rare book, dated 1608 ; but he conjectures that it first appeared 
about 1570. Mr. Collier has s'lice reprinted this traot^ from the only copy known, which is praserved 
amongst Capell's collection at Cambridge. Horvendile, in the novel, is the name of Hamlet's father, 
Fengon that of bis uncle, and Geruth that of his mother. Fengon traitorously slays Horvendile, 
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iind marries bia brother's wife. In tbe secood chapter we are informed, " how Hamlet counterfeited 
the madman, to escape the tyranny of his uncle, and how he was tempted by a woman (through hia 
uncle's procurement), who thereby thought to undermine the Prince, and by that means to find 
out whether he counterfeited madness or not.** In the third chapter we learn, " how Fengon, 
uucle to Hamlet, a secoud time to entrap him in his politic madness, caused one of his councillors 
to be secretly hidden in the Queen's chamber, behind the arras, to hear what speeches post 
between Hamlet and the Queen ; and how Hamlet killed him, and escaped that danger, and 
what followed." It is in this part of the action that Shakspere's use of this book may be 
distinctly traced. Capell says, ''Amidst this resemblance of persons and circumstances, it if 
rather strange that none of the relater*s expressions have got into the play : and yet not one of 
them is to be found, except the following, in Chapter III., where Hamlet kills the counsellor (who 
is described as of a greater reach than the rest, and is the Poet's Polonius/ behind the arras : here, 
beating the hangings, and perceiving something to stir under them, he is made to cry out — ' a 
rat, a rat,' and presently drawing his sword thrust it into the hangings, which done, pulled the 
counsellor (half dead) out by the heels, made an end of killing him.'* In the fourth chapter 
Hamlet is sent to England by Fengon, "with secret letters to have hira put to death;" and while 
his companions slept, Hamlet counterfeits the letters ** willing the Eling of England to put the two 
messengers to death.** Here ends the resemblance between the history and the play. The Hamlet 
of the history returns to Denmark, slays his uncle, bums his palace, makes . an oration to the 
Danes, and is elected king. His subsequent adventures are rather extravagant. He goes back to 
England, kills the king of that country, returns to Denmark with two English wives, and, finally, 
ifttlls himself through the treachery of one of these ladies. 

It is scarcely necessary to point out how little these rude materials have assisted Shakspere JiTvV 
the composition of the great tragedy of Hamlet. He found, in the records of a barbarous period, II 
a tale of adultery and murder and revenge. Here, too, was a rude indication of the character of ' 
Hamlet. But what he has given us is so essentially a creation from first to last, that it would be 
only tedious to point out the lesser resemblances between the drama and the histoiy. That Shak- 
spere adopted the period of the action as related by Sazo Qrammaticua, there can be no doubt. 
The following passage is decisive : — 

" And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, 

(As nay great power thereof may give ihee seme ; 

Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 

After tbe Danish sword, and thy free awe 

Pays homage to us) thou may'st not coldly set 

Our sovereign process." 
We have here a distinct indication of the period before the Norman Conquest, when England was 
either under the sovereignty of the Northmen, as in the time of Canute, or paid tribute to the 
Danish power. 



Scenes. 

Thk local illustrations which we have given of this play are from original sketches made by Mr. 
G. F. Sai*gent. Those of buildings, have, of course, no association with the period of the action. 
But they possess an interest ; being in some degree connected with the supposed scenes of Hamlet's 
history, and with the popular traditions which have most hkely sprung firom the European reputation 
of Shakspere's Hamlet For example, we have this passage in Coxe*8 Travels : "Adjoining to a royal 
palace, which stands about half a mile from Kronberg, is a garden which curiosity led us to visit ; 
it is called Hamlet's Garden, and is sidd, by tradition, to be the v^ry spot where the murder of his 
father was perpetrated." The vignette at the end of the fifth act shows a sequestered part of this 
garden, which is called " Hamlet's Grave." Mr. Inglis, in an agreeable volume published in 
Constable's Miscellany, describes his anxiety to see this garden, upon the evening of his arrival at 
Elsinore. '* The sentinel," he says, " to whom I addressed myself, laid aside his musket, and himself 
conducted me to the enclosure." The Castle of Kronborg, or Kronenburg, in the inmiediate 
neighbourhood of Elsinore, is a fortification which is invariably associated with Shakspere's Hamlet. 
Mr. Inglis learnt that very few travellers visited Elsinore; but that "occasionally passengers in 
English vessels which happened to be lying to, and sometimes also passengers in French vessels, 
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landed at the castle, owing to its connexion with Hamlet and Shakspere." A Danish translation of 
Hamlet, he learnt, was often acted at Elsinore. We present, therefore, to our readers what the few 
passengers who visit Elsinore land to see, walking up to the castle, as Mr. Inglis did, thinking all the 
way ** of Hamlet and Ophelia, and the murdered King." The engraving at the head of Act L is a 
view of the platform at the Castle of Kronhorg ; that at the head of Act III. the Palace of Kronhorg, 
within the fortifications. We have also given a general view of Elsinore; and a view of an old church 
and churchyard there. The view of the Palace of Rosenherg, which is at Copenhagen, is introduced 
to exhibit the residence of a Danish noble in the time of Shakspere. 



[Canute and his Wife.] 
Costume. 
It has been conjectured, and with sufficient reason, by Mr. Stnitt and other writers on the 
subject of costume, that the dress of the Danes during the tenth and eleventh centuries differed little, 
if anything, in shape from that of the Anglo-Saxons ; and although from several scattered passages 
in the works of the Welsh bards and in the old Danish ballads, we gather that black was a favourite 
colour, we are expressly told by Arnold of Lubeck, that at the time he wrote (circa 1127), they had 
become " wearers of scarlet, purple and fine linen ; " and by Wallingford, who died in 1214, that 
"the Danes were effeminately gay in their dress, combed their hair once a day, bathed once a 
week, and often changed their attire." Of their pride in their long hair, and of the care they took 
of it, several anecdotes have been preserved. Harold Harfagre, i. e. Fairlocks, derived his name 
from the beauty of his long-flowing ringlets, which are said to have hung down to his girdle, and to 
have been like silken or golden threads : and these precious curls he made a vow to his mistress to 
neglect till he had completed the conquest of Norway for her love.* A young Danish warrior going to 
be beheaded begged of an executioner that his hair might not be touched by a slave, or stained with 
his blood.f In the Anglo^axon poem of Beowulf, we find— 

" The long-haired one, illnstrious in battle, 
The bright lord of the Danes : " 

and the Elnyghtlinga Saga describes Canute's hair as profuse. 

In a MS. register of Hide Abbey, written in the time of Canute, that monarch is represented in a 
tunic and mantle, the latter fastened with cords or ribands, and tassels. He wears shoes, and 
stockings reaching nearly to the knees, with embroidered tops, or it may be chausses or pantaloons, 
with an embroidered band beneath the knee ; for the di'awing being uncoloured leaves the matter 

* Torfffius, Hist. Nor. f Jomswinkinga Saga in Bartholinut. 
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in doubt "VNTieu Cauute*s body was examined at Winchester in 1766, it was adoraed with several 
gold and silver bauds, and a wreath or circlet was round the head. A jewelled ring was upon one 
finger, and in one of his bands a silver penny. * Bracelets of massive gold were worn by all 
persons of rank, and their most sacred oath before their conversion to Christianity was by their 
" holy bracelet ; " a sacred ornament of this kind being kept on the altars of their gods, or worn 
round the arm of the priest. Scarlet was the colour originally worn by the kings, queens, and 
princes of Denmark. In the ballad of Childe Axelvold we find that as soon as the young man 
discovered himself to be of royal race, he " put on the scarlet red ; " and in the ballad of " Hero 
Hogen and the Queen of Danmarck," the queen is said to have rode first " in red scarlet," the word 
red being used in both these instances to distinguish the peculiar sort of scarlets, as in those tiroes 
scarlet, like purple, was used to express any gradation of colour formed by red and blue, from iudigo 
to crimson. It thus happens, curiously enough, that the objections of the queen and Claudius to 
the appearance of Hamlet in black, are authorized, not only by the well-known custom of the early 
Danes, never to mourn for their nearest and dearest relatives or friends, but also by the fact, that, 
although black was at least their favourite, f if not, indeed, their national colour, Hamlet, as a 
prince of the blood, should have been attired in the royal scarlet. Of the armour of the Danes at the 
dose of the tenth century we have several verbal descriptions. By the laws of Quia, said to have 
been established by Hacon the Good, who died in 963, it is ordered that every possessor of six 
marks should fumish himself with a red shield of two boards in thickness, a spear, an axe, or a 
sword. He who was worth twelve marks, in addition to the above, was ordered to procure a steel 
cap; whilst he who had eighteen marks was obliged to have also a coat of mail, or a tunic of 
quilted linen or cloth, and all usual military weapons, amongst which the bipennis, or double- 
bladed axe, was the most national. The Danish helmet, like the Saxon, had the nasal, which in 
Scandinavia is called nef-bi6rg (nose-guard), and to which the collar of the mail-hood, which 
covered the chin, was frequently hooked up, so as to leave little of the face unguarded except 

the eyes. 

♦ Archaelogia. Vol. III. 
t Black bordered with red b to this day conunon amongst the northern peasantry. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— Elsinore. A Platform before the 
Castle, 

Feancisco on his post. Enter to him Beenakdo. 

Ber. Who's there? 

Fran, Nay, answer me : * stand, 

and unfuld 
Yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran* Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon your hour. 

Ber, 'Tis now struck twelve; get thee to bed, 
Francisco. 

Fran, For this relief, much thanks : His bitter 
cold. 
And I am sick at heart. 

Ber. Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber, Well, good night. 
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals ^ of my watch, bid them make haste. 

* Anfwer me. I, the sentinel, challenge you. Bernardo 
then gives the answer to the challenge, or watch^word— 
" Long live the king ! " 

»> /7<F(r^,— partners, companions. ShaXspere uses rlvalUy 
in the sense of »ffr/nm//i/j, in Autcny and Cleopatra. "Caesar 



Enter Hoeatio and Maecellus. 



Fran. I think I hear them. — Stand!* who is 
there P 

Ilor. Friends to this ground. 

3far, And liegemen to 

the Dane. 

Fran. Give you good night.^ 

Mar, 0, farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath relieved you ? 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night. [Exit Feancisco. 

Mar, Holla ! Bernardo ! 

Ber. Say. 

What, is Horatio there ? 

Hor, A piece of him. 



having made use ofhim in the wars 'gainst Poinpev, presently 
denied him rictf/i/y,— would not let him partake in the glory 
of the action." The derivation of rival takes us into an early 
state of society. The rivuli* wat a common occupier of a 
river, — rivn$; and this sort of occupation being a fruitful 
source of strife, the partners became conienders. Hence the 
more commonly received meaning of rival. 

* In the quarto of 1604 {B). Stand, hoi 

b This form of expression is an abbieviation of " may 
God give you good night;" and our *'good night" is an 
abbreviation abbreviated. The French idiom has gone 
titrough the same process. In VAiare of Moli^re, it is said 
of Harpiigon, " donner est un mot pour qui'il a tant d'aver- 
sion, qu'il ne dit jamais, je vous donne, mais, je vous prelt It 
bonjour." (Acte u. Sc. v.) 
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Ber. Welcome, Horatio ; welcome, good Mar- 
cellxis. 

Mar.^ What, has this thing appeared again 
to-night P 

Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, 't is but onr fantasy ; 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice se«n of us : 
Therefore I have entreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 
That, if again this apparition come. 
He may approve our eyes,^ and speak to it. 

Hor. Tush ! tush ! *t will not appear. 

Ber. Sit down awhile ; 

And let us once again assail your ears. 
That are so fortified against our story, 
What we two nights have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we down 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last niybt of all, 
When yon same star, that 's westward from the 

pole. 
Had made his course to illume that part of 

heaven 
Where now it bums, Marcellus, and myself. 
The bell then beating one, — 

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it 
comes again ! 

EtUer Ghost. 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that 's 

dead. 
Mar. Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio." 
Ber. Iiooks it not like the kingP mark it, 

Horatio. 
Hor. Most like : — ^it harrows ^ me with fear, 

and wonder. 
Ber. It would be spoke to. 
^^t^r. Question * it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou, that usurp*st this time 

of night. 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 

• Thi« line has been ordinarily (fiven to Horatio, aa fn 
the quarto (B). In the folio, and the flrat quarto of 1603 
(A). It belongs to MurcelluB. 

•» Confirm what we have seen. 

c Exorcixms were usually performed in Lutin— the lan- 
guage of the church-service. 

d Harrows, in the folio. In quarto (A), horrors; in (3) 
harrows. Mr Caldecott sUtes that the word harrow is here 
used in the metaphorical sense which it takes from the 
operations of the harrow, in tearing asunder clods of earth. 
On the other hand some etymologists assert that to harrow 
and (o harry (4o vex, to disturb,) are the same, and that the 
implement of husbandry derived its name from the verb. 
Mr. Caldecott has a cunous note on the Aarou— the cry for 
help— of the Normans, with which harrow and harry seem 
to have nome connexion. (See his ♦ Specimen of an Edition 
of Shakespeare/ 1832.) 

• In quarto (B), speak to; Question, in the folio, and 
quarto {A). ' 
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Did sometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee, 
speak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Ber. See ? it stalks away. 

Hor. Stay : speak : speak ! I charge thee, speak ! 

[Exit Ghost. 

Mar. *T is gone, and will not answer. 

Ber. How now, Horatio P you tremble, and 
look pale : 
Is not this something more than fantasy ? 
What think you on *t ? 

Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe. 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king ? 

Hor. As thou art to thyself : 
Such was the very armour he had on. 
When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 
So frown*d he once, when, in an angiy parle. 
He smote the sledded Folacks * on the ice. 
'T is strange. 

Mar. Thus, twice before, and just^ at this 
dead hour. 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hor. In what particular thought to work, I 
know not ; 
But, in the gross and scope of my opinion. 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he 
that knows, 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land ? 
And why such daily cast of brasen cannon. 
And foreign mart for implements of war : 
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore 

task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week : 
What might be toward ** that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 
Who is *t that can inform me ? 

Hor. That can I; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king. 
Whose image even but now appeared to us. 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride, 
Dar'd to the combat ; in which oar valiant 
Hamlet 

• i>ofac**— Poles. In the old copies the word is spelt 
Poltax, according probably with the pronunciation. Steevena 
reads Potaek, " as it is not likely that provocation was given 
by more than one." 

b Just, in the folio ; in quarto (B), Jump. Malone properly 
observes, that •• in the folio we sometimes find a familiar 
word substituted for one more ancient." In this play, how- 
ever, the more ancient word occurs— " so Jump upon this 
bloody question." (Act v. Sc. n.) 

c what might be in preparation. To-wecrd, to-ward^ is 
the Anglo-Saxon participle, equivalent to coming, abomi (• 
come. 
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(For so this side of our known world esteemed 

liim) 
Did slay this Fortinbras; who, by a sealed 

compact, 
Well ratified by law, and heraldry,* 
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands, 
Which he stood seiz'd on, to the conqneror : 
Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gaged by our king ; which had retum'd 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been vanquisher; as, by the same 

covenant *» 
And carriage of the aitide designed. 
His fell to Hamlet : Now, sir, yonng Fortuibras, 
Of unimproYed^ mettle hot and full. 
Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 
Shark'd up a Hst of landless resolutes, 
For food and diet, to some enterpnze 
That hath a stomach in't : which is no other 
(And it doth well appear unto our state,) 
But to recover of us, by strong hand. 
And terms compnlsative, those 'foresaid lands 
So by his father lost : And this, 1 take it, 
Is the main motive of our preparations ; 
The source of this our watch ; and the chief head 
Of this post-haste and romage ^ in the land. 
[^Ber, 1 think it be no other, but even so : 
Well may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch : so like the 

king 
That was, and is, the question of these wars. 

ffor, A moth it is to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 



* The soleiDii agreement for this trial at arma was recog- 
nised by tbe courts of law and of chivalry. They were 
distinct ratifications; and therefore "law and henddry" 
does not mean " the herald law," as Upton says. 

b Cov'iuMt, in the folio ; in quarto (B), co-mart. 

e Unimpropedt in folio; in quarto {A), inapprowtd. John- 
son says, "oniroproTed mettle" is full of spirit, not regu- 
lated or guided by knowledge and experience.** GifTord 
affirms that the word " unimproved," here means "Just the 
contrary." Improve was originally used for reprove. 

d Ronlage. The stowing of a ship is the roomage ; the 
stower is the romager. Thus, the hurried search attending 
lading and unlading gave us rummoget or romage, in the 
sense of tumbling over and tossing about things in concision. 

• The eighteen lines in brackets are found in quarto (£), 
but are omitted in the folio. It is probable that Shakspere 
suppressed this magnificent description of the omens which 
preceded the fall of "the mightiest Julius,'* after he had 
written ' Julius Caesar.' In that noble play we have a de- 
scription greatly resembling this, especially in the lines which 
we print In italics : — 

" There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen. 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped m the streets ; 
Jnd graves have yawn'd and yielded up their dead : 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds. 
In rooks, and squadrons, and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol: 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air ; 
Horses do neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets." 



The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets : * 
As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood. 
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star,^ 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands. 
Was sick almost to dooms-day with eclipse. 
And even the like precurse of fierce events. 
As harbingers preceding still the fates. 
And prologue to the omen ^ coming on. 
Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen. — ^] 

Re-enter Ghost.' 

But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes again ! 
rU cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion I 
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice. 
Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done. 
That may to thee do ease, and grace to me. 
Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate. 
Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 
O, speak I 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earthy 
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in 
death, [Cock crows. 

Speak of it :— stay, and speak.— Stop it, Mar^ 
cellus. 

Mar, Shall I strike at it with my partisan F 

Hor. Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber. 'T is here! 

Hor, 'T is here! 

Mar, 'T is gone ! [ExU Ghost. 

We do it wrong, being so majestical. 
To offer it the show of violence ; 
For it is, as the air, invulnerable. 
And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock 
crew. 



* The commentators assume that a line Is here omitted. 
Rowe alters the construction of the next two lines, and 
reads,— 

" Stars shone with trains of fire, dews of blood /e/j, 
Disasters veil'd the sun." 
Malone, instead of " As stars '* would read astres. This 
appears to get rid of the difficulty, for we then have the 
recital of other prodigies, in connexion with the appearance 
of *' the sheeted dead." Steevens, however, says that there 
is no authority for the use of the word astre. But astral 
was not uncommon ; and asterisk was used for a little star, 
and asterlsm for a constellation. We leave the passage as 
we find it in the quarto, 
b The moist star is the moon. So, in the Winter's Tale :— 
" Nine changes of the watery star have been 
The shepherd's note." 
e Omen is here put for " portentous event." The word is 
used in the sense of fate by Uey wood :— 

" Merlin, well vers'd in. many a hidden spell. 
His country's omen did long since foretell." 
Upton points out that Shakspere uses " omen " here in the 
very same manner as Virsil does, JEn. i. 349. 
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Uor. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn,* 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : * and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say, that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
The bird of dawning singeth all night long : 
And then, they say, no spirit can walk ^ abroad ; 
The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes,*' nor witch hath power to charm. 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Hor. So have 1 heard, and do in part be- 
lieve it. 
But, look, the mom, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o*er the dew of yon high eastern hill :' 
Break we our watch up ; and, by my advice. 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life, 
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him : 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty P 

Mar. Let 's do \ I pray : and I this morning 
know 
Where we shall find him most conveniently. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE YL.—The same. A Room of State in 
the same. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, 
Laebtes, Voltimand, Cornelius, and Lords 
Attendant. 

King, Though yet of Hamlet our dear bro- 
ther's death 
The memory be green ; and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole 

kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature. 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen. 
The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 
Have we, as *t were, with a defeated joy. 
With one auspicious and one dropping eye ; 

» Morn^ in quarto (B); in folio, day. The rending of the 
quarto avoids the repetition of day in the next line but one. 
»> Can walk, in folio. In quarto (B), '• dare stir." 
c Takes— ttizet with disease. As in the Merry Wives of 
Windsor,— 

" Aud there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle." 
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With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage 
In equal scale, weighing delight and dole. 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along : — For all, our thanks. 

Now follows, that you know, young Eortinbras, 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth ; 
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death. 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 
CoUeagued with the dream of his advantage, 
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message. 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bonds of law. 
To our most valiant brother. — So much for him. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the business is : We have here writ 
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, 
Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew's purpose, to suppress 
His further gait * herein ; in that the levies. 
The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject : ^ and we here despatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 
For bearing of this greeting to old Norway ; 
Giving to you no further personal power 
To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow.* 
Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty. 

Cor. Vot. In that, and all things, will we 
show our duty. 

King. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell. 
l^xeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you? 
You told us of some suit P What is 't, Laertes ? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 
And lose your voice : What would'st thou beg, 

Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking P 
The head is not more native to the heart, 
The hand more instrumental to the moCith, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What would'st thou have, Laertes ? 

Laer. Dread my lord. 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Den- 
mark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 
My thoughts and wishes bend agam towar«is 

France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 



* Gai/ -progress, the act of going. Thus, in Midsummer 
Night's Dieam,— 

•• Every fairy lake his gait.** 

^ Out of his «c«6jec^—out of those subject to him. 
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King, Have you your father's leave? What 

says Folonius ? 
PoL He hath, my lord, [wrung* from me 
my slow leave. 
By laboursome petition ; and, at kst. 
Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent :] 
I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 
King, Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be 
thine. 
And thy best graces spend it at thy will ! 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 
Ham. A little more than kin, and less than 
kind.** yAsicU. 

King, How is it that the clouds still hang on 
« you? 

Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too much i' the 

sun.** 
Queen, Good Hamlet, cast thy nightly colour 
off. 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know*8t, *t is common ; all that lives must 

die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 
Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 
Queen. If it be. 

Why seems it so particular with thee ? 
Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not 
seems. 
'T is not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiration of forc*d breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye. 
Nor the dejected haviour of the visage. 
Together with all forms, moods,* shows of grief, 
That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem, 



' a The passage in brackets is found in quarto (B), but not 
in the folio. 

b Caldecott interprets this passage thus :— " More than a 
common relation ; having a confessedly accumulated title of 
relationship, you have less than t>enevoIent, or less than even 
natural feeling." But sorely Hamlet applies these words to 
himself. The king has called him, " my cousin Hamlet." 
He says, in a suppressed tone, " A little more than kin "—a 
little more than cousin. The king adds, " and my son." 
Hamlet says, *'less than kind;" — I am little of the same 
nature with you. Kind is constantly used in the sense of 
nature by Ben Jonson and other contemporaries of Shakspere. 

c Farmer thinks that a quibble was intended between eun 
and ton. Surely not. Hamlet says he is too much in the 
sun for clouds to hang over him ; and his meaning is at once 
explained by an old proverb. In Grindal's ' Profitable Pis- 
course,' 1555, we find this proverb ; and the context clearly 
gives Its meaning: " In very deed they were brought /row 
the aood to the bad, And from God's blisting, as the proverbe 
is, into a warme tonne. Raleigh has the same expressiou 
In his History of the World. 

d Afoodt. So the folio and quartos. The modem reading 
Is mode. Mood was sometimes used in the sense of mode ; 
but it Is, perhaps, heie meant to si^ify something beyond 
the mere manner of grief— the manner as exhibited In the 
outward tadnett. The/orm* are the ceremoniait of grief, — 
the mooda its prev.niling aullennest; — ihe thowa {shapes in the 
quartos) its fits of passion. 



For they are actions that a man niight play : 
But I have that within which passeth show ; 
lliese, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. 'Tis sweet and oonmiendable in your 
nature, H^let, 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 
But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost, lost his; and the survivor 

bound 
Tn filial obligation, for some term 
To do obsequious* sorrow : But to persever 
In obstinate condolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient. 
An understanding simple and unschoord : 
For what, we know, must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 
Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 
Take it to heart P Fye 1 't is a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature. 
To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse, till he that died to-day. 
This must be so. We pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 
You are the most immediate to our throne, 
And, with no less nobility of love. 
Than that which dearest father bears his son. 
Do I impart towards you. For your intent 
In going back to school in Wittenberg, 
It is most retrograde to our desire : 
And, we beseech you, bend you to remain 
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen, Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet ; 
T pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. 1 shall in all my best obey you, madam. 

King, Why, 't is a loving and a fair reply ; 
Be as ourself in Denmark. — ^Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet 
Sit5 smiling to my heart : in grace whereof. 
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day. 
But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell ; 
And the king's rouse the heaven shall bniit 

again. 
Re speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

[Exeunt Kino, Queen, Lords, ^c, Polo 
Nnrs, and lih.Y.TLTZS. 

Ham. 0, that this too too solid flesh would 
melt. 
Thaw, and resolve itseli mto a dew ! 

• Obsequious sorrow— funereal sorrow,— from obtequie$, 
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Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 

His canon* 'gainst self-slaughter ! God ! O 

God! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fye on 't ! O fye ! 't is an unweeded garden. 
That grows to seed ; things rank, and gross in 

nature. 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 
But two months dead ! — nay, not so much, not 

two; 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a satyr :* so loving to my mother. 
That he might not beteem^ the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Must I remember? why, she would hang on 

him. 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on : And yet, within a month,— 
Let me not think on't;— Frailty, thy name is 

woman ! — 
A little month ; or ere those shoes were old. 
With which she follow*d my poor father's body. 
Like Niobe, all tears ; — why she, even she, — 
heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of 

reason,® 
Would have moum'd longer, — married with 

mine uncle, 

• Canon. In the old editions this word is spelt cannon; and 
thus the commentaton think it necessary to prove that the 
levelling of a piece of artillery is not here meant. By a cu- 
rious analog}' ordnance in the old writers is spelt ordinance. 
A canon and an ordinance have the same sense; and yet, 
according to the received etymologies, the words have no 
common source. A canon and a cannon are each, it is said, 
derived from canna, a cane ; — its straightness applied as a 
measure, rule, giving us canon ; its length and hollownest , 
cannon. Ordinance^ of course, is derived fh>m ordinare; 
and the first French cannoneers being named Gendarmes dtt 
Ordonnancee, the guns which they used came, it is alHrmed . 
to be called ordnance. We are inclined to think that these 
etymologies, as applied to artillery, are somewhat fanciful. 
We have canon direct from the Anglo-Saxon, while in that 
language a caiu is bune. Looking at the precision with 
which *' our greatest ordinance " are described by Harrison, 
— their various names, weight of the shot, weight of powder 
used, &c., we are inclined to think that cannon and ordinance 
denoted such pieces of artillery as were made according to 
a strict technical rule, canon, or ordinance. In Harrison, 
cannon is spelt canonf showing the French derivation of the 
word. 

b Befeem. Steevens brought back this word, which had 
been modernised into let e'en; the sentence was afterwards 
changed to " that he permitted not." To beteent, in this pas- 
sage, means to vouchsafe, to a//otr, to suffer. In Hey wood's 
' Britaine's Troy,' 1636, we have these lines : — 
" They call'd him God on earth, and much esteem'd him ; 

Much honour he receiv'd, which they beleem'd him." 

c Discouree of reason. In Massinger we have : — 
" It adds to my calamity that I have 
Discourse and reason." 
O ffbrd thinks that this passage in Shakspere should also be 
' discourse and reason.' But a subsequent passage in this 
play explains the phrase, and shows that by discourse is not 
meant language : — 

'* Sure he that made us with such large discoursct 
Looking before and after." 
The discourse of reason is the discnrsion Kit reason — ^the 
faculty of pursuing a train of thought, or of passing from 
one thought to another;—'* the d/(coifr«in^ thought," as Sir 
John Davies expresses it. 
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My father's brother ; but no more like my father. 
Than I to Hercules : Within a month ; 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing of her galled eyes. 
She married : — most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets ; 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 
But break, my heart; for I must hold my 
tongue ! 

Enter Hobatio, Bernardo, and Mabcellus. 

Hot, Hail to your lordship ! 
Ham, I am glad to see 

you well : 
Horatio,^-or I do forget myself. • 

Hor, The same, my lord, and your poor ser- 
vant ever. 
Ham. Sir, my good friend ; I '11 change that 
name with you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? — 
Marcellus F 
Mar, My good lord, — 

Ham, I am very glad to see you ; good even, 
sir, — • 
But what, in fiaith, make you from Wittenberg P 
Hot, a truant disposition, good my lord. 
Ham, I would not have your enemy say so ; 
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence. 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself : I know, you are no truant. 
But what is your affair in Elsinore P 
We *11 teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 
Hot, My lord, I came to see your father's 

funeral. 
Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow- 
student ; 
I think it was to see my mother's wedding. 
Hor, Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon. 
Ham, llirift, thrift,^ Horatio! the funeral 
bak'd meats 
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 
Would I had met my dearest foe ^ in heaven 



a Good even. This has been changed to good morning ; 
and Steevens defends the change, because Marcelliu has 
previously said of Hamlet,— 

." I this morning know 
Where we shall find him." 

The changers of the text forgot that the salutation " good 
even " was used Immediately after noon. 

b Thrift, thrift. It was a fVugal arrangement,— a thrifty 
proceeding, — there was no waste — 

*• The funeral bak'd meats 
Did coldly ftunish forth the marriage tables." 

Dearest foe. For an explanation of one of the apparently 
contradictory senses in which dear is used by Shakspere, »e« 
Note to Richard II. Act i. Sc. iix. Upon the passage befbra 
us, Caldecott remarks, that throughout Shakspere. and all 
the poets of his day, and much later, '* we And this epithet 
applied to that person or thing which, for or against as» 
excites the liveliest interest." 
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Ere I had ever seen that day, Horatio ! — 
My father,— Methinks, I see my father. 

Uor, O, where, 

My lord? 

Ham. In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor, I saw him once, he was a goodly king. 

Ham, He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor, My lord, I think I saw him yester- 
night. 

Ham. Saw! whoP 

Hor. My lord, the king yonr father. 

Ham. The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
"With an attent ear ; till I may deliver. 
Upon the witness oif these gentlemen. 
This manrel to yon. 

Ham, For heaven's love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gen- 
tlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead waste* and middle of the night. 
Been thus encountered. A figure like your father, 
Arm'd at all points, exactly, cap-a-p^. 
Appears before them, and, with solemn march. 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk'd. 
By their oppressed and fear-surprized eyes. 
Within his truncheon's length; whilst they, 

be8till'd»> 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 
Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to mc 
In dreadful secresy impart they did ; 
And I with them the third night kept the watch : 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 
Form of the thing, each word made true and 

good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 
These hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we 
watch'd. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it ? 

Hor. My lord, I did : 

But answer made it none : yet once, me* 

thought. 
It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 
But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 



* J>€ad wasie. This vaJB ordinarily printed " dead waUV 
The quarto of 1603, vrhich was unknown to Steevens and Ma- 
lone, reads, " dead vast." In the Tempest we find " tmst oj 
night,'* which Steevens explains thus : — *' The vast of night, 
means the night which is naturally empty and deserted .with- 
out action ; or. when all things lyin^ in sleep and silence, 
makes the world appear one great unmhabited waste." 

b BestilVd, in the folio ; the quartos, dUtilfd. To stUl, is to 

fkU in drops ; — ^they were dissolved — separated drop by drop, 

"Almost to jelly, by the act of fear." 



And at the sound it slirunk in haste away. 
And vanbh'd from our sight. 

Ham. 'T is very strange, 

Hor. As I do live, my nonour'd lord, 't Lb 
true; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty. 
To let you know of it. 

Hdm. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles 
me. 
Hold you the watch to-night P 

^//. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, say youP* 

^ii> Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

Jit, My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham, Then saw you not his face. 

Hor. O, yes, my lord, he wore his beaver 
up.** 

Ham. What, look'd he frowningly P 

Hor. A countenance more in sorrow than in 
anger. 

Ham, Pale or red ? 

Hor. Nay, verv pale. 

Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you P 

Hor, Most constantly. 

Ham I would I had been there. 

Hor, It would have much amazed you. 

Ham. Very like, very like ; Stay'd it long P 
Hor, While one with moderate baste might 
tell a hundred. 

3far, Ber. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when I saw it. 

Ham. His beard was grizly P no. 

Hor, It was, as I have seen it in his life, 
A sable silver *d. 

Ham, I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance, 't will walk again. 

Hor, I warrant it wilL 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's penson, 
I 'II speak to it, though hell itself should gape. 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceaVd this sight. 
Let it be tenable ® in your silence still; 



» This passage is sometimes read and acted, as if " Arm'd, 
sav you ?" applied to the manner in which Horatio and Mar- 
cellus prepared to hold their watch ; and we have somewhere 
seen a criticism which notes "Then saw you not his face?" 
as a memorable example of the force of an abrupt transition. 
" Arm 'd, say you f" without doubt, is asked with reference to 
the Ghost, who has been described by Horatio as 
*• Arm'd at all points exactly, cap-A-p6." 
Hamlet, with his mind full of this description, anticipates the 
re-appearance of the figure, when he asks, 

" Hold you the watch to-night?" 
and proceeds to those minute questions which carry forward 
the deep impressions of truth and reality with which every- 
thing connected with the supernatural appearance of Ham- 
let's father is invested. 

b See Ilhistrationii to Henry IV., Part II., Act iv. Sc. i. 

c Ttnabte in quarto {B) in iolio it is trtbie. 
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And whatsoever else shall hap to night, 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue ; 
1 will requite your loves. So, fare ye well : 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
I *11 visit you. 

All. Our duty to your honour. 

Ham, Your love, as mine to you : Farewell. 
[Exeunt Horatio, Mahckllus, and Bernardo. 
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 
I doubt some foul play ; 'would the night were 

come! 
Till then sit still, my soul. Foul deeds will rise. 
Though all the earth o'erwhelra them, to men's 
eyes. - \Exit, 

SCENE in.— ^ Room in Polonius' Home, 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Laer. My necessaries are embark'd ; farewell : 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit, 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep. 
But let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that P 

Laer, For Hamlet, and the trifling of his fa- 
vours. 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature. 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, 
The [perfume andj suppliance of a minute ; 
No more. 

Oph, No more but so P 

Laer, Think it no more : 

For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and bulk ; but, as this temple waxes. 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withaL Perhaps, he loves you now ; 
And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch* 
The virtue of his will : but, you must fear. 
His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own j 
For he himself is subject to his birth : 
He may not, as unvalued persons do. 
Carve for himself; for on his choice depends 
The sanctity*' and health of the whole state ; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body. 
Whereof he is the head : Then if he says, he 

loves you. 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 
As he in his peculiar sect and force*' 
May give his sayiug deed ; which is no further, 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 

• Soil, is a spot ; eauMt a crafty vay to deceive ; besmirehf 
to sully. 

b SanctHy. So the folio; the quartos, 9nfel^. 

e Peculiar $ect and force. So the folio ; the quarto iB), par- 
ticular act and place. 
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Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain. 
If with too credent ear you list his songs ; 
Or lose your heart; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 
And keep within the rear of your affection. 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
The chariest* maid is prodigal enough, 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue itself scapes not calunmious strokes : 
The canker galls the infants of the spring,^ 
Too oft before their buttons be disclosed ; 
And in the mom and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 
Be wary then : best saftey lies in fear ; 
Youth to itself rebeb, though none else near. 

OpA. I shall the effect of thb good lesson 
keep. 
As watchman to my heart: But, good my brother. 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puff'd and reckless libertine, 
Himself the primrose patli of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own read.* 

Laer. fear me not. 

I stay too long;— But here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius. 

A double blessing is a double grace ; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 
Pol, Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for 

shame ; 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 
And you are staid for. There, my blessing with 

you! 

[Lapug his hand on Laertes' head. 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no 

tongue. 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and. their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops'* of steel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unflcdg*d comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in. 
Bear 't that the opposed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice : 

• Chariest.— yiotX cautious. 

b Shakspere has the same beautiful expression in Love's 
Labour 's Lost : — 

"An envious sneaping frost 
That bites the first-born infants of the spring.'* 

c Read. — Counsel, doctrine. 

d Hoops. Some editors have unwarrantably substituted 
ht^ks. Malone, Justifying the change, observes, with great 
solemnity, *'houki are sometimes made of steel, but hoops 
never." 
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Take each man's censure, but reserve tby judg- 
ment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 
But not express'd in fancy ; rich, not gaudy : 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 
And they in France of the best rank and station 
Are of a most select and generous chief in that.* 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all, — ^To thine ownself be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee !*> 

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my 
lord. 

Pol. The time invites you ; go, your servants 
tend. 

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia; and remember well 
What 1 have said to you. 

Oph. 'Tis in my memory lock'd. 

And you yonrself shall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. [_ExU Labrtes. 

Pol. What is-'t, Ophelia, he hath said to 
yon? 

Oph. So please yon, something touching the 
lord Hamlet. 

Pol. Marry, well bethought : 
'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you : and yon yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and boun- 
teous : 
If it be so, (as so 't is put on me. 
And that in way of caution,) I must tell you. 
Yon do not understand yourself so clearly. 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 
What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late, made many 
tenders 
Of Ids affection to me. 

Pol. Affection P puh ! yon speak like a green 
girl. 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do yon believe his tenders, as you call them ? 

• So stand* the line in the folio, and in the quarto*, In- 
cluding that of 1603. **0J a" has been rejected by mopt 
editors, except Malone ; who deems chief, ehiefe, or chef, to 
be a substantive, having a meaning derived from heraldry. 
Jt is scarcely necessary to go to heraldry for an explanation 
of the word : we have it in composition, aa in mischief, and 
the now obsolete bonchief. Chef, literally the head, here 
signifies eminence, tuperioritif. Those of the best rank and 
station are of a more select and generous superiority in the 
indication of their dignity by their apparel. 

b It has been objected to these maxims of Polrnius, that 
their good sense ill accords with his general character, his 
tediousness, his babbling vanity. It is remarkable that in 
the quarto of 1603, the "precepts" are printed with in- 
verted commas, as if they were taken from some known 
source : or. at any rate, as if Polonius had delivered them 
by an effort of memory alone. 



Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should 

think. 
Pol. Marry, 1*11 teach you : think yonrself a 



That yon have ta'en his tenders for true pay. 
Which are not sterling. Tender yonrself more 

dearly; 
Or, (not to crack the wind of the poor phi*ase. 
Roaming* it thus,) you'll tender me a fool. 
Oph. My lord, he hath importun'd me with 

love. 
In honourable fashion. 
Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to. 
Oph. Aiid hath given countenance to his 

speech, my lord. 
With all the vows of heaven.^ 
Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do 

know. 
When the blood bums, how jMxxligal the soul 
Gives' the tongue vows : these blazes, danghten 
Giving more light than heat,— extinct in both. 
Even in their promise, as it is a making, — 
Yon must not take for fire. From this time, 

daughter,^ 
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate. 
Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, that he is young ; 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you : In few, Ophelia^ 
Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers ; — 
Not of the eye* which their investments show. 
But mere implorators of unholy suits. 
Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds, - 
Tlie better to beguile. This is for all, — 
1 would not, in plain terms, from this time forth. 
Have yon so slander any moment's leisure. 
As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to 't, I charge you ; come your ways. 
Oph. I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IN.— The Platform, 
Enter Hamlet, Hokatio, and Mabcellus. 
Ham. The air bites shrewdly. It is very cold. 

» Roaming. So the folio; a common reading is urongiug. 
Mr. Collier has running. ** Roaming it thus," applies to the 
various senses in which Poloniushas used the word " tendi r." 

b So the line stands in the folio. In quarto {B) :— 
" With almost all the holy vows of heaven." 

e Gives, in folio : quartos, lends. 

din the quartos, daughter is here wanting. 

• The ege. So the folio; the quartos, that die. An ege 
was used to express a slight tintf as in the Tempest :-- 
" Ant. The ground indeed is tawny. 
Seb. With an eye of green in^t.'* 
It is here metaphorically nut for character. 

f The quartos read, **h is very cold." In the folio we 
have distinctly, " Is it very cold?" with a note of interro- 
gation. 

109 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act I.] 



HAMLET, PEINCE OF DENMARK 



[SCBSE IV, 



ffor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham, What hour now ? 

ffor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor, Indeed? I heard it not; then it draws 
near the season, 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 
[J flourish of trumpels, and ordnance 
shoi off, within. 
What does this mean, mj lord ? 

Ua/n. The king doth wake to-night, and takes 
his rouse,* 
Keeps wassels, and the swaggering up-spring 

reels; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down. 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor. Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is 't : 
And to my mind, though I am native here, 
And to the manner bom, it is a custom 
More honour'd in the breach than the observance. 
[*This heavy-headed revel, east and west. 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations : 
They clepe us dmnkards, and with swinish phrase 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
From our achievements, though perform'd at 

height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So, oft it chances in particular men, 
That for some vicious mole of nature in them, 
As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty 
Since nature cannot choose his origin,) 
By their o'ergrowth of some complexion. 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason ; 
Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens 
The form of plausive manners ; that these men. 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect ; 
Being nature's livery, or fortune's star. 
Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace. 
As infinite as man may undergo,) 
Shall in the general cei^ure take corruption 
From that particular fault : The dram of ill 
Doth all the noble substance often dout. 
To his own scandal.**] 

Enter Ghost. 
Hor. Look, my lord, it comes ! 

» The twenty-two line* in brackets are not in the folio, 
but are found in quarto (B). 
t» In the quarto \B), this difficult passage is found thul :— 
" The dram of eale 
Doth all the noble substance of a doubt 
To his own scandal." 
Fn another quarto we have, ** The dram of ease*' The 
original text is certainly corrupt; and, amongst many 
conjectural emendations, the lines as we print them seem 
to give the clearest meaning. To dout is to put out, to 
•mtinguUh. Perhups we might read, " The dram of bale." 
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Uum. Angels and ministers of grace defend 
us !— 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd. 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from 

hell. 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable. 
Thou com'st in such questionable* shape. 
That I will speak to thee ; I '11 call thee, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me. 
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but teU, 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre. 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-um'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws. 
To cast thee up again ! What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel, 
Revisifst thus the glimpses of the moon. 
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature, 
So horridly to shake our disposition. 
With tboi^ts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 
Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ? 

Hor, It beckons you to go away with it. 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar, Look, with what courteous action 

It wafts** you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go with it. 

Hor, No, by no means. 

Ham. It will not speak ; then will I follow it. 

Hor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear P 

I do not set my life at a pin's fee ; 
And, for my soul, what can it do to that^ 
Being a thing immortal as itself P 
It waves me forth again ; — I '11 follow it. 

Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, 
my lord. 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliif, 
That beetles o'er his base into the sea, 
And there assume some other horrible form. 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason," 
And draw you into madness P think of it : 

* Questionable. The general interpretation is, doubtful. 
In the first scene where the Ghost appears, MarceUus says, 
" Question it." The questionable shape is a shap? capable 
of being questioned. 

b Wafts. Here, and in a subsequent line, wafts appears 
in the folio instead of waves in the quarto. To waft^ is to 
make a waving motion, to sign, to beckon, — as well as to 
impel over a wave. In Julius Caesar, we have : — 
*♦ Yet I insisted, yet you answered not, 
But with an angry wafttr of your hand 
Gave sign for me to leave you." 

G This is generally interpreted, and we think Justly, 
"would displace the sovereignty of your reason." King 
Charles, in the * Icon Bosilike,' has the precise expression, 
in thiH sense :— •• At once to betray the sovereignty of 
reason in my own soul." But Gifford, In a Note on Ben 
Jonson's New Inn, (Vol. v. p. 3.'»2,) gives a more prosaic 
interpretation to the passage:—'* The critics have stumbled 
over a difficulty raised by themselves. Sovereignty is 
merely a title of respect." 
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[The very place puts toys of desperation. 
Without more motive, into every brain, 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 
And hears it roar beneath.*] 

Ham, It wafts me still : — 

Go on, I '11 follow thee. 
Mar, You shall not go, my lord. 
Ham, Hold off your hand. 

Hot, Be rul'd, you shall not go. 
Ham, My fate cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. — 

[Ghost beckons. 
Still am I call'd; — unhand me, gentbmen; 

[Breaking from them. 
By heaven, I '11 make a ghost of him that lets 

me : ^ — 
I say, away : — Go on, I '11 follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet. 
Hot. He waxes desperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let 's follow; 't is not fit thus to obey him. 
Hot, Have after: — To what issue will this 

come? 
Mar, Something is rotten in the state of Den- 
mark 
Hot, Heaven will direct it. 
Mar, Nay, let's follow him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE v.— ^ more remote Fart of the Platform, 
Ee-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham, Where wilt thou lead me ? speak, I 'U 
go no further. 

Ghost, Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost, My hour is almost come. 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham, Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham, Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost, So art thou to revenge, when thou 
shalt hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost, I am thy father's spirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night ; 
And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires, 
Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 

* The four lines In brackets, not in the folio, are found in 
quarto (B). 
b Let* m«— obstructs me. 



Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young 

blood; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their 

spheres ; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to pwi;. 
And each particular hair to stand an end. 
Like quills upon the fretful porpentine,* 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood : — List, Hamlet,^ 

list!— 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love, — 

Ham. heaven ! 

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural 7 
murther. ^ 

Ham, Murther? 

Ghost. Murther most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it; that I, with 
wings as swift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love. 
May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost, I find thee apt ; 

And duller should'st thou be than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,* 
Would'st thou not stir in this. Now Hamlet, hear : 
'T is given out, that sleeping in mine orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Bankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth. 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life. 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. my prophetic soul ! mine uncle ! 

Ghost, Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate ' 
beast, 
With witchcraft of liis wit, with traitorous gifts, 
(0 wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming virtuous queen : 
O, Hamlet, what a falling-off was there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd. 
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ; 
So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd. 
Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 
And prey on garbage. 

>• Porpentiite. In all the old copies, porpentine, 
b So the folio. Li$i, litt, 0, list, is the reading of the 
quarto (B). 

c Whiter, in his very curious Etymological Dictionar}', 
speaking of this passage, in connexion with the theory of 
ease belonging to the idea of being earthed, — flxed, resting, 
— says, " It is curious that Shakspere uses ease as connected 
with a term which most strongly expresses the idea of being 
fixed in a certain spot, or earth." 

Ill 
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Bat soft ! methiuks, I scent the morning's air ; 
Brief let me be ;, — Sleeping within mine orchard. 
My custom always in the iftemoon. 
Upon my secure hour thy imde stole. 
With juice of cursed hebenon* in a vial. 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distilment ; whose effect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 
That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And curd, like aigre * dropping into milk. 
The thin and wholesome blood: so did it mine ; 
And a most instant tetter bark'd** about. 
Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 
All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 
Of life, of crown, and queen, at once despatched; 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousel'd, disappointed, unanel'd ; * 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With aU my imperfections on my head : 
O, horrible ! 0, horrible ! most horrible ! ^ 
If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
But, howsoever thou pursu'st this act. 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven, 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow worm shows the matin to be near, 
And 'gins to pale his uneffectual fire : 
Adieu, adieu, Hamlet ! * remember me. [Exil. 
Ham. O all you host of heaven! earth! 

WhatelseP 
And shall I couple hellP— O fye!— Hold, my 

heart; 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 
But bear me stiffly up ! — Remember thee ? 
Ay* thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this disLTacted globe. Remember thee P 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
I 'U wipe away all trivial fond records, 

* Aigre. So the folio; the quartos, ea^er. The word is 
certAinly used in a techn.cal sense in the folio. It ia spelt 
with a capital, Aygre; while eager in the common sense of 
sharp, in the passage, 

*' It is a nipping and an eager air," 
has the familiar orthography. 

b Barl^d in the quartos ; baVd in the folio. 

c These words describe the last offices which were per- 
formed to the dying. To houaet, is to *' mlniiter the com- 
tnunion to one who lieth on his death-bed." DUappointed, 
is, not appointed, not prepared. UnaneVdt is, without the ad- 
ministration of extreme unction, which was called anoiling. 

d This line, in all the old copies, is given to the Ghost ; 

but it was always spoken by Garrick, in his character of 

Hamlet, as belonging to the Prince according to stage 

trndition. 

e So the folio. The quartos read " Adieut adieu, adieu.** 
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All saws of books, all foi-ms, all pressures past. 
That youth and observation copied there ; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 

O'^ithin the book and volume of my brain, 
nmix'd with baser matter : yes, yes, by heaven. 
O most pernicious woman ! 

villain, villain, smiling, damned villam ! 

My tables, my tables, — meet it is I set it down. 
That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 
At least I 'm sure it may be so in Denmark ; 

[Writing, 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
It is, AdieUy adieu ! remember me. 

1 have sworn 't. 

Hor, \WUhin^ My lord, my lord, — 
Mar, [Within.'] Lord Hamlet,— 
Hor, IWithin.'] Heaven secure him ! 

Mar.* IWiihin.'] So be it ! 

Hor. [Wiikin.'] Illo, ho, ho, my lord ! 
Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come. 

Enter HoR/LTio and Mabcellus. 

Mar, How is *t, my noble lord ? 

Hor» What news, my lord f 

Ham. O, wonderful ! 

Hor, Good my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No ; 

You '11 reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar, Nor I, my lord. 

Ham, How say you then; would heart of 
man once think it P 
But you'll be secret, — 

Hor. Mar, Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There 's ne'er a villain, dwelling in all 
Denmark, 
But he's an arrant knave. 

Hor, There needs no ghost, my lord, come 
from the grave. 
To tell us this. 

Ham, Why, right ; you are in the right ; 
And so, without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit that we shake hands, and part ; 
Ton, as your business and desire shall point you-^ 
For every man has business and desire. 
Such as it is, — and for mine own poor part. 
Look you, I *11 go pray. 

Hor, These are but wild and hurling^ words, 
my lord. 

Ham, I'm sorry they offend you, heartily ; 
Yes, 'faith, heartily. 

Hor, There 's no offence, my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, my lord. 

* In the quartos, this exclamation is given to Hamlet, 
b Hurling^ in the folio ; in the quartos, wkurling. 
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And much offence too, toucliing this vision here. 
It b an honest ghost, that let me tell yon ; 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'ermaster it as you may. And now, good friends. 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 
Giye me one poor request. 

Hot. What is *t, my lord P 

We will 

Ham, Never make known what you have seen 
to-night 

Hor. Mar. My lord, we will not 

Ham, Nay, but swear 't. 

liar. In faith, 

My lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham^ Upon my sword.' 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Gho»L \_Beneath.'] Swear. 

Ham, Ha, ha, boy ! say*st thou so ? art thou 
there, truepenny ? 
Come on,— you hear this fellow in the cellarage, — 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

/ Ham, Never to speak of this that you have seen, 
LSwear by my sword. 

OhosL [Beneath.'] Swear. 

Ham. Hie et ubique ? then we *ll shift our 
ground: — 
Come hither, gentlemen. 
And lay your hands again upon my sword : 
Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Swear by my sword- 

QkoiL [Beneaik.] Swear. 

Ham. Well said, old mole ! cah'st work 'i the 
ground so fast ? 
A worthy pioneer !— Once more remove, good 
friends. 



Hor. day and night, but this is wondrous 

strange ! 
Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it 

welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and eartb, 

Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in our philosophy. 

But come ; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy ! 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself. 
As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on — 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall 
With arms enoumber'd thus, or thus head shake. 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 
As, "Well, we know;"— or, "We could, an if 

we would ; " — 
Or, " If we list to speak ; "—or, " There be, an 

if there might ; " — 
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me :— This not to do. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you. 
Swear.* 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 
Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! So, gen- 
tlemen. 
With ail my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in 

together ; 
And still your fingers on you lips, I pray. 
The time is out of joint ;— cursed spite ! 
That ever I was Dom to set it right ! 
Nay, come, let 's go together. [Exeunt, 

* We print the passage as in the folio. Another readinjr 
is by no means so plain : 

" This do you awar^ 
So prace and inprcy at your most need help you." 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OE ACT I. 



J ScENK I.—"TIie cock, thai is the trumpet to the 
moi-n" <kc. 
There can be no doubt, we think, that this fine 
description is founded upon some similar description 
in the Latin language. The peculiar sense of the 
words extravagant, erring , confine, points to such a 
source. The first hymn of Prudentius has some 
similarity ; but Douce has also found in the Sails- 
bury collection of Hymns, printed by Pynson, a 
passagd from a hymn attributed to St. Ambrose, in 
which the images may be more distinctly traced : 

" Preco diei Jam sonat. 
Noctis profunds pervigil: 
Noctunialux viantibus, 
A nocte nootem segregaiis. 
Hoc excitatus Lucifer, 
Solvit polum caligine ; 
Hoc omnis errorum chorus 
Viam nocendi deserit. 
Gallo canentc spes redit," &c. 

■ Scene I.^" BxU, look, tlie moiti," dx. 

Caldecott, in his edition of Hamlet, some- 
times falls into that fi^ult-finding tone by which 
some Shaksperian critics assert their occasional 
superiority over their author : " The almost 
momentary appearance of the ghost, and the 
short conversations preceding and subsequent 
to it, could not have filled up the long interval 
of a winter's night in Denmark, from twelve 
till morning." Such is Mr. Caldecott's objec- 
tion to this scene. But how does he know that 
it was a tpinter^a night ? Francesco, indeed, says 
•* 't is bitter cold ; " but even in the nights o£ the 
early summer of the north of Europe, during the 
short interval between twilight and sunrise, ** the 
air bites shrewdly." That this was the season 
intended by Shakspere is indicated by Ophelia's 
flowers. Her pansier, hor columbines, and her 
daisies belong not to the winter ; and her " comnet 
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weeds " were the field-flowers of the latter spiing, 
hung upon the willow in full foliiige, 

'* That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream." 



« Scene II. 



" m^re than the scope 



Of these dilated articles allow.** 

This grammHtical impropriety, as we now call 
it. was a common license of the best authors of 
Shakspere's age. The use of the plural verb with 
the nominative singular, a plural genitive intei^ 
vening, can scarcely be detected as an error, even 
by those who consider the peculiar phraseology of 
the time of Elizabeth as a barbarism, and are apt to 
call out upon Shakspere as a monstrous violator of 
grammar. The truth is, that it is only within the 
last half century that the construction of our lan- 
guage has attained that uniform precision which is 
now required. We find in all the old dramatists 
many such lines as this in Marlowe : — 

" The outside of her garments were of lawn." 
And too many such lines have been corrected by the 
editors of Shakspere, who have thus obliterated the 
traces of our tongue's history. It is remarkable 
that the very commentators, who were always ready 
to fix the charge of ignorance of the i*udiments of 
grammar upon Shakspere, have admitted the fol- 
lowing passage in a note to Henry IV., Part II., by 
that elegant modem scholar T. Warton ; " Beau- 
mont and Fletcher's play contains many satirical 
strokes against Heywood's comedy, the force of 
which are entirely lost to those who have not seen 
that comedy." 

* Scene II. — *' Hyperion to a satyr, ^* 

The figures which we have selected from two 
paintings of antiquity, engraved in Landon'a 
* Peinti-es les plus C^lfebres,' (Paris, 1813), happily 
illustrate the text Warburton says, " By the satyr 
is meant Pan, as by Hyperion, Apollo. Pan and 
Apollo were brothers ; and the tdlusiou is to the 
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contention between those gods for the preference 
in music." Steevens, on the other hand, believes 
that Shakapere ''has no allusion in the present 
instance, except to the beauty of Apollo, and its 
immediate opposite, the deformity of a satyr." 
Farmer is careful to point out the error in quantity 
in Shakspere's Hyperion ; but he candidly admits 
that Spenser has committed the same error. Gray, 
whose scholarshi p would have commanded Farmer s 
approbation, if he could not appreciate his poetry, 
has this line : — 

"Hyperion's march and glittering shafts of war." 

The commentators have only found one solitary 
instance of Hypenon amongst the poets of the 
seventeenth century. 

• Scene III.^" The king doik wake toniykt" dbc. 

This passage, descriptive of Danish intemperance, 
occurs without alteration in the quarto of 1603. In 
the augmented edition of 1604, we find added, the 
twenty-two lines beginning — 

•* This heavy-headed revel, east and west. 
Makes us traduc'd, and tax'd of other nations." 

The drunkenness thus attributed to the Danea in 
the original passage is qualified in the additional 
lines. It takes from " achievements ; " it is the 
" one defect " — ** the dram of ill." This circum- 
stance, which we have not seen noticed, is to our 
minds singularly 'indicative of Shakspere's cha- 
racter. James I. came to the English throne in 
1603 ; his queen was Anne of Denmark. The in- 
temperance of the Danish court was well known to 
all Europe. Howell, who visited Denmark at the 
banning of the seventeenth century, thus describes 
the "rouse" and the "wassels," in his letters : — " 1 
made a Latin speech to the king of Denmark" 
(Christian IV., uncle of Anne, queen of James) 
" on the embassy of my loi-d of Leicester, who at- 
tended him at Rheynsburg, in Holsteinlaud. The 
king feasted my lord once, and it lasted from eleven 
of Uie dock tiU towards the evening, during which 
time the king began thirty-five healths : the first to 
the emperor, the second to his nephew of England ; 
and BO went over all the kings and queens of 
Christendom, but he never remembered the Prince 
Palsgrave's health, or his nieces, all the while. 
The king tcca taken atoay cU lad in his chair" This 
same kingly lover of the "heavy-headed revel" 
visited England soon after James' accession to the 
throne ; and the effects of this visit upon the national 
manners are thus described in a letter of Sir John 
Harrington, 1606: — *'From the day the Danish 
king came, until this hour, I have been well nigh 
overwhelmed with carousal, and sports of al\ kinds. 
.... I think the Dane hath strangely wrought 
on our good English nobles; for those whom I 
never could get to taste good liquor, now follow the 
fashion, and wallow in beastly delights. The ladies 
abandon their sobriety, and are seen to roll about 
in intoxication. I do often say (but not aloud) 
that the Danes have again conquered the Britains ; 
for I see no man, or woman either, that can now 
command himself or herself." Sir John Harring- 
ton, it seems, did not venture to say aloud what he 



thought of these habits ; aud for the same reason 
ShakspeiVs strong description of the custom — 
" More honoured in the breach than the observance" — 
might have given offence to the court of the new 
monarch. But he did not suppress the description. 
He made it only less severe by a tolerant exposi- 
tion of the mode in which one ill quality destroys 
the lustra of many good ones. It is remarkable 
that this additional passage wus omitted in the folio 
of 1623, published after the death of Anne of Den- 
mark. 

^ ScRNE V. — " Withjmct of owned hebenon." 

Dr. Grey thinks that heberion was a poetical modi- 
fication of hcTibane. Our indigenous henbane (hyos- 
cyamus niger) is well known in medicine for its 
soothing and narcotic properties ; and a large dose, 
no doubt, would be poisonous. That it was con- 
sidered as a poison in Shakspere's time, we have 
Bufl&cient evidence. In Drayton's ' Barons' Wars,* 
we have -- 

" Tlie pois'ning henbane, and the mandrake dread.** 

It was a belief, also, even of the medical professors 
of that day, that poison might be introduced into 
the system by being poured into the ear. Ambrose 
Pard, the celebrated French eurgeon, was charged 
with having administered poison in this way to 
Francis II. It is, however, by no means clear that, 
by hebenon, Shakspei*e means henbane. In Marlowe's 
'Jew of Malta' we have, amongst an enumeration 
of noxious things, "the juice of hebon** (ebony) ; 
and much earlier, in Qower's 'Coufessio Amantis,' 
we find the couch of the god of sleep made of tha 
boards 

" Of Hebenu* that sleeple tree." 

' Scene V. — " Upon my sword" 

Warburton has observed that here " the poet has 
preserved the manners of the ancient Danes, with 
whom it was religion to swear upon their swords ; " 
and for the support of his opinion he refers to Bar- 
tholinus, De Causis Contempt. Mort. apud Dan. 
Upton says that Jordanes, in his Gothic Histoiy, 
mentions this custom ; and that Ammianus Marcel- 
linus relates the same ceremony among the Huna. 
Farmer is, of course, indignant that Shakspere 
should be supposed to know anything beyond what 
he found in the common literatpre of his day ; and 
he cites the following from the play of Hieronymo : 
«• Swear on this cross that what thou say'st is true^ 
But if I prove thee perjur'd and unjust. 
This very sword, whereon thou took'st thine oath, 
Shall be the worker of thy tragedy ! '* 

The commentators all follow Farmer in the expla- 
nation, that to swear by the sword, was to swear by 
the cross formed by the hilt of the sword ; but they 
suppress a line which Upton had quoted from 
Spenser, 

** And swearing faith to either on hU blade." 
We have little doubt that Shakspere was aware of 
the peculiar custom of the Gothic nations, and did 
not make Hamlet propose the oath merely as a 
practice of chivalry. 
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[Palace of ao»eubergJ 

ACT II. 



SCENE 1.—^ Room in Polonius' Housp., 

Enter Polonius and Reynaldo. 

Pol. Give him his money, and these notes, 

Reynaldo. 
Rey, I will, my lord. 

Pol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good 
Reynaldo, 
Before you visit him, to make inquiry 
Of his behaviour. 
Rey. My lord, 1 did intend it. 

Pol. Marry, well said ; very well said. Look 
you, sir. 
Inquire me first what Danskers * are in Paris ; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they 

keep. 
What company, at what expense ; and finding. 
By this eneompassment and drift of question. 
That they do know my sod. come you more 
nearer 

a In Warner'8 ' Albion'« England,' Dantke is given as the 
ancient name of Denmark. 
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Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as 't were, some distant knowledge of 

him; 
As thus, — * I know his father, and his friends. 
And, in part, him;'— Do you mark this, Rey- 
naldo? 
Rey. Ay, very well, my lord. 
Pol. 'And, in part, him ; — but,' you may say, 
*not well: 
But, if 't be he 1 mean, he's very wild; 
Addicted so and so ; '—and there put on him 
What forgeries you please; marry, none so 

rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips. 
As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 
Rey. As gaming, my lOrd 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, 
quarrellmg, 
Drabbing : — You may go so far. 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 
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Pol. 'Faitb, no ; as you may season it in the 
charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him, 
That he is open to incontinency ; 
That 's not my meaning : but breathe his faults 

so quaintly. 
That they may seem the taints of liberty : 
The flash and out-break of a fiery mind; 
A sayageness in unreclaimed blood, 
Of general assault 

Rey. But, my good lord, — 

PoL Wherefore should you do this P 

Rey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that 

Pol, Marry, sir, here 's my drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetcb of warrant : 
You laying these slight sullies on my son. 
As 'twere a thing a little soil'd i'the working, 
Mark yon. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound. 
Having ever seen, in the prenominate crimes. 
The youth you breathe of, guilty, be a8sur*d. 
He doses with you in this consequence ; 
'Good sir,' or so; or, 'friend, or gentleman,' — 
According to the phrase and the addition. 
Of man and country. 

Bey, Very good, my lord. 

Pol, And then, sir, does he this,— He does — 
What was I about to say P 
I was about to say something: — Where did I 
leave P 

Bey, At, 'closes in the consequence. 
At friend, or so, and gentleman.' 

Pol, At, closes in the consequence, — Ay, 
marry; 
He closes with you thus: — 'I know the gen- 
tleman ; 
I saw him yesterday, or f other day. 
Or then, or then; with such, and such; and, as 

you say. 
There was he gaming; there o'ertook in his 

rouse: 
There falling out at tennis ; or, perchance, 
I saw him' enter such a house of sale 
(Videlicet, a brothel,) or so forth.'— 
See you now; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 
And thus do we of wisdom and of reach. 
With windlaoes, and with assays of bias, 
By indirections find directions out ; 
So, by my former lecture and advice. 
Shall you my son : You have me, have you not P 

Bey. My lord, I have. 

Pol, God be wi' you ; fare you well. 

Bey. Good my lord, — 



Pol. Observe his inclination m yourseif. 
Bey, I shall, my lord. 
Pol, And let him ply his music. 
Bey, Well, my lord. 

[Exit 

Enter Ophelia. 

Pol, Farewell !— How now, Ophelia? what's 
the matter ? 
I Opk, Alas, my lord, I have been so affrighted ! 

Pol, With what, in the name of heaven P 

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my chamber,* 
Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac'd ; 
No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle ; 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other ; 
And with a look so piteous in purport. 
As if he had been loosed out of hell. 
To speak of horrors, — he comes before me. 

Pol, Mad for thy love ? 

Opk. My lord, I do not know ; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me 
hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And, with his other hand thus, o'er his brow. 
He falls to such perusal of my face. 
As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ; 
At last, — a little shakrog of mine aim. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, — 
He rais'd a sigh so piteous and profound, 
That it did seem to shatter all his bulk. 
And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd. 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o' doors he went without their help. 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Pol, Go with me ; I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstasy of love ; 
Whose violent property foredoes ^ itself. 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings. 
As oft as any passion under heaven, 
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry, — 
What, have you given him any hard words of late P 

Oph, No, my good lord; but, as you did 
command, 
I did repel his letters, and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol, That hatb made him mad. 

I am sorry that with better heed and judgment, 
I had not quoted* him: I feaFd, he did but trifle, 

• CkambeTt In folio ; in quartos, clotet. 
b PoredoM— destroys— undoes. 
Qifofec/— observed, noted. 
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And meant to wrack thee; but, beshrew my 

jealousy ! 
It seems it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourseWes in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To kck discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known ; which, being kept close, 

might move 
More grief to hide than hate to utter love. 

[^Kreunt, 

SCENE \l.—A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Kino, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guilden- 
&TEBN, and Attendants. 

King, Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Ouil- 
denstem ! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you, 
The need we have to use you did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet's trausformation ; so I call it. 
Since not the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was : What it should be, 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put 

him. 
So much from the understanding of himself, 
I cannot deem * of : I entreat you both. 
That, being of so young days brought up with 

him, 
And, since, so neighbour'd to his youth and hu- 
mour,** 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures ; and to gather. 
So much as from occasions you may glean, 
[Whether aught, to us unknown, ^afflicts him 

thus,T 
That, open'd, lies within our remedy. 

QMcen. Grood gentlemen, he hath much talk'd 
of you ; 
And, sure I am, two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry and good will. 
As to expend your time with us a while. 
For the supply and profit of our hope. 
Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king*s remembrance. 

Roi. Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us. 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Gull, We both obey ; 

a T>temy in folio ; in qnartos. dream. 
b Humour, in folio; in quarto, hariour, 
< This line is wanting in tlie folio. 
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And here give up ourselves, in the full bent, 
To lay our services freely at your feet. 
To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, Rosencrantz, and gentle Guil- 

denstem. 
Queen, Thanks, Guildenstera, and gentle Ro- 
sencrantz : . 
And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. Go, some of you. 
And bring the gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
GuiL Heavens make our presence, and our 
practices. 
Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen. Amen ! 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, 
and some Attendants. 

Enter PoLONius. 
Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my good 
lord. 
Are joyfully retum'd. 
King, Thou still hast been the father of good 

news. 
Pol, Have I, irty lord P Assure you, my good 
liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul. 
Both to my God, one * to my gracious king : 
And I do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As I have^ us*d to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King, O, speak of that ; that I do long to hear. 

Pol, Give first admittance to the ambassadors ; 

My news shall be the fruit " to lliat great feast. 

King, Thyself do grace to them, and bring 

them in. [Rtit PoLONms. 

He tells me, my sweet queen, that he hath found 

The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main ; 
His father's death, and our o'erhasty marriage. 

Re-enter Polonius, icith Voltimand and Cor- 
nelius. 
King. Well, we shall ^ift him.— •Welcome, 
good friends ! 



• One. This is the reading in the folio,— meaning that 
Polonius holds that his duty to his kiKg is an obligation as 
imperative as his duty to his God, to whom his 90ul ia 
subject. The quartos read : — 

" Both to my God and to my gracious king.** 

b / have w^dy in folio ; in quarto, ii hath us'd. 

c Frvit. 80 the quartos— the uewe of Polonius shall 
follow the message of the ambassadors, as fruit after meat. 
The folio reads :— 

** My news shall be the new$ to that great feast." 

Caldecott interprets this — my news shall be the leading 
topic. We are inclined to think that irnr« was repeated, 
by a typographical error not uncommon. 
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Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Nor- 
way? 

Volt, Most fair return of greetings and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew's levies, which to him appeared 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Folack ; 
But, better looked into, he truly found 
It was against your highness : Whereat grieVd, — 
' That so his sickness, age, and impotence. 
Was falsely borne in hand, — sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras, which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine, 
Makes vow before his uncle, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy. 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee; 
And his commission, to employ those soldiers. 
So levied as before, against the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, 

\Give8 a paper. 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for his enterprize ; 
On such regards of safety, and allowance, 
As therein are set down. 

King, It likes us well ; 

And, at our more consider*d time, we 'U read. 
Answer, and think upon this business. 
Mean time, we thauk you for your well-took 

labour: 
Go to your rest ; at niglit we '11 feast together : 
Most welcome home ! 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 

Pol, Thb business is very well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
WTiat majesty should be, what duty is, 
Why day is day, night, night, and time is time. 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 
Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit, 
And tediousness the limbs and outward fiourishes, 
I will be brief; Your noble son is mad : 
Mad call I it : for, to define true madness, 
What is 't, but to be nothing else but mad : 
But let that go. 

Queen, More matter, with less art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, 't is true : 't is true, 't is pity ; 
And pity 't is, 't is true : a foolish figure ; 
But farewell it, for I will use no art. 
Mad let us grant him then : and now remains, 
Tliat we find out the cause of this effect ; 
Or, rather say, the cause of this defect ; 
For this effect, defective, comes by cause : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 
I have a daughter ; have, whilst she is mine ; 



Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 

Hath given me this : Now gather, and surmise. 

— * To the celestial, and my soul's Idol, the most beautified 
Ophelia,' 

That 's an iU phrase, a vile phrase ; beautified is 
a vile phrase ; * but you shall hear. 

* These. In her excellent white bosom, these.* b 

Qtteen. Came this from Hamlet to herP 
Pol, Good madam, stay awlnle; I will be 
faithful . 

' Doubt thou, the stars are fire ; [tiead: 

Doubt, that the sun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar ; 
But never doubt, I love. 
O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; I have not 
art to reckon my groans: but that 1 luve thee best, O moat 
best, believe It. Adieu. 

Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst 
this machine is to him, Hamlet.' 

This, in obedience, hath my daughter showed me : 
And more above, hath his solicitings. 
As they fell out by tune, by means, and place. 
All given to mine ear. 

King. But how hath she 

Receiv'd his love P 

Pol. What do you think of me P 

King. As of u man faitliful and honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might 
you think, 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing, 
(As I perceiv'd it, I must tell you that. 
Before my daughter told me,) what might you. 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think. 
If I had playM the desk, or table-book ; 
Or given my heart a winking," mute and dumb ; 
Or look*d upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think P no, I went round to work. 
And my young mistress thus I did bespeak ; 
'Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy star ; ** 
This must not be;' and then I precepts gave 

her, 
That she should lock herself from Iiis resort. 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Wliich done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,) 
Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 
Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thence to a liglitness ; and, by this declension, 

a Brau'ified, accordinpr to Poloniu.*, is a vfle phrase. It 
was the common phrase in dedications to Indies in Shak- 
sperp's time: — "To the worthily honoured and vertuous 
braulified Jady, the Lady Anne Glemnham," &c., is found 
in a volume of Poems, by R. L., 1 596. 

b See Illustrations to Two Gentlemen of Verona, Act iii. 
Sc. 1.— The ladies of Elizabeth's day, and .nuch later, wore 
a small pocket in the front of their stays. 

c Winking, in folio; in quartos, workinn. 

<t Star, in folio, and in the quartos ^A) and {B). In tho 
fnlio of 1C82, t'.ar was changed to tphfre. 
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Into the madness whereon now he raves, 
And all we wail * for. 

King. Do you think 'tis this ? 

Queen. It may be, very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been such a time, (I 'd fain 
know that,) 
That I have positively said 'Tts so. 
When ii prov'd otherwise ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take thb from this, if this be otherwise: 
[Pointing to his head and shoulder. 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. How may we try it further P 

Pol. You know, Sometimes he walks four 
hours together, 
Here in the lobby. 

Queen. So he has,* indeed. 

Pol. At such a time I'll loose my daughter to 
him: 
Be you and I behind an arras then ; 
Mark the encounter : if he love her not. 
And be not from his reason fallen thereon. 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
And keep a farm, and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet, reading. 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch 
comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away ; 
I'll boord** him presently :— -O, give me leave. — 
[Exeunt King, Qtjeen, and Attendants. 
How does ray good lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Well, god-'a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 

PoL Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

Pol. Honest, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir ; to be honest, as this world goes, 
b to be one man picked out of two ^ thousand. 

Pol. That 's very true, my lord. 

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 
dog, being a good kissing carrion,' — Have you 
a daughter ? 

A Wail, in folio; in quartos,- movrM. 

b Ha$, in folio. So he hat done, indeed. The quarto 
reads does. 

Board. This is ordinarily printed board, but la spelt 
board in the folio. Board, bourd, or board, is to accoHi it 
Is also to jeer. GiflTord si^ that to board is to accent ; (as 
explained by Sir Toby in Twelfth Night, Act i. Sc. iii.) to 
bourd is to Jest ; and to baud, to pout, or appear sullen. 
These distinctionsof orthography are, however, very seldom 
preserved. (Sec Note on Catiline, Jonson's Works, Vol. iv. 
p. 221.) 

<* Two, in folio; in qnartos, ten. 

• The ordinary reading, which was siiggested by Warbur- 
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Pol. 1 have, my lord. 

Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun : conception 
is a blessing; but not as your dau^ter may 
conceive, — friend, look to 't. 

Pol. How say you by that? [Aside.'] Still 
harping on my daughter :— yet he knew me not 
at first ; he said I was a fishmonger : He is far 
gone, far gone : and truly in my youth I suffered 
much extremity for love ; very near this. I *11 
speak tahim again. — ^What do you read, my lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

PoL What is the matter, my lord P 

Ham. Between who P 

Pol. I mean the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slanders, sir: for the satirical slave 
says here, that old men have grey beards ; .that 
their faces are wrinkled ; their eyes pui^g thick 
amber, or plum-tree gam ; and that they have a 
plentiful lack of wit, together with weak hams : 
All of which, sir, though I most powerfully and 
potently believe, yet 1 hold it not honesty to 
have it thus set down; for you yourself, sir, 
should be old as I am,* if, like a crab, you could 
go backward. 

PoL Though this be madness, yet there is 
method in it. [Aside.] Will you walk out of the 
air, my lord P 

Ham. Into my grave P 

PoL Indeed, that is out o' the air. — How preg- 
nant sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that 
often madness hits on, which reason and sanity 
could not so prosperously be delivered of. I will 
leave him, and suddenly contrive the means of 
meeting between him and my daughter. — My 
honourable lord, I will most humbly take my 
leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any 
thing that I will more willingly part withal; 
except my life, my Kfe.** 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools ! 

Enter Rosenceantz and Guildenstekn. 

Pol. You go to seek my lord Hamlet ; there 
he is. 

ton, is, •• being a god, kissing carrion." The text, as we give 
It, is that of the quartos and the folios. We fear that this 
"noble emendation,** as Johnson calls it, cannot be sustained 
by what follows. The carrion is good at kissing— ready to 
return the kiss of the sun—" Common kissing Titan, ''—and 
in the bitterness of his satire Hamlet associates the idea 
with the daughter of Polonius. Mr. Whiter, however, 
considers that good, the original reading, is correct; but 
that the poet uses the word as a substantive— the good 
principle in the fecundity of the earth. In that case we 
should read, " being a good, kissing carrion." (See ' Specimen 
of a Commentary on Shakespeare,' p. 157.) 

« This is somf times printed "yourself, sir, shall be as old 
as I am," — a made up reading. 

»> So the folio. The quarto [B) reads, "except ray life, 
except my life, except my life." 
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Ro8. God save you, sir ! [To Polonius. 

[Exit Polonius. 

Ouil. Mine honoured lord ! — 

Ros. My most dear lord ! 

Ham, My excellent good friends ! How dost 
thou, Goildenstem ? Ah, Rosencrantz ! Good 
lads, how do ye both ? 

Ro8, As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not overhappy ; 
On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe ? 

Ro8. Neither, my lord. 

Ham, Then you live about her waist, or in the 
middle of her favour ? 

Guil. 'Paith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune ? 0, most 
true ; she is a strumpet. What 's the news ? 

Ro8. None, my lord; but that the world's 
grown honest 

Ham. Then is dooms-day near: But your 
news is not true. Let me question more in par- 
ticular: What have you, my good friends, de- 
served at the hands of fortune, that she sends 
you to prison hither ? 

Guil. Prison, my lord ? 

Ham. Denmark 's a prison. 

Bos. Then is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many 
confines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being 
one of the worst. 

Eos. We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then 't is none to you : for there 
is nothing either good or bad but thinking makes 
it so : to me it is a prison. 

Bos. Why, then your ambition makes it one ; 
't is too narrow for your mind. 

Ham. God ! I could be bounded in a nut- 
shell, and count myself a king of infinite space ; 
were it not that I have bad dreams. 

Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition; 
for the very substance of the ambitious is merely 
the shadow of a dream. 

Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Bos. Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and 
light a quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

Ham. Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our 
monarchs and outstretch'd heroes the beggars' 
shadows: Shall we to the court? for, by my 
fay, I cannot reason. 

Bos. Guil. We '11 wait upon you. 

Ham. No such matter: I will not sort you 
with the rest of my servants ; for, to speak to 
you like an honest man, I am most dreadfully 
attended. But, in the beaten way of friendship, 
what make you at Elsinore P 



Bos. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in 
thanks ; but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, 
my thanks are too dear, a half-penny. T\'ere you 
not sent for ? Is it your own inclining ? Is it a 
free visitation? Come; deal justly with me: 
pome, come ; nay, speak. 

Guil. What should we say, my lord ? 

Ham. Why anything. But to the purpose.* 
You were sent for ; and there is a kind of con- 
fession in your looks, which your modesties have 
not craft enough to colour : I know, the good 
king and queen have sent for you. 

Ros. To what end, my lord? 

Ham. That you must teach me. But let me 
conjure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by 
the consonancy of our youth, by Ihe obligation 
of our ever-preserved love, and by what more 
dear a better proposer could charge you withal, 
be even and direct with me, whether you were 
sent for, or no ? 

Bos. What say you ? [To Guildenstekn. 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you; [Aside^ 
— if you love me, hold not off. 

Guil. My lord, we were sent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my antici- 
pation prevent your discovery of your secrecy to 
the king and queen. Moult no feather.* I have 
of late, (but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my 
mirth, foregone all custom of exercises : and, in- 
deed, it goes so heavily with my disposition, that 
this goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a steril 
promontory; this most excellent canopy, the air, 
look you, — this brave o'erhanging firmament" 
— this majestical roof fretted with golden 

•So the folio. The passage Is usually printed from quarto 
(JJ), *• any thing — but to the purpose." 

b So the folio. The quarto (B), reads, '* and your secrecy 
to the king and queen moult no feather." 

c Firmament. So the quarto {Bu Using o'erhanging as 
a substantive, and ovci\\.X\n^ firmament, (the reading of the 
folio,) the sentence is, perhaps, less eloquent but more cohe- 
rent. The air is the canopy ; the o'erhanging ; the majestical 
roof. Here, it appears to us, there are three distinct references 
to the common belief of the three regions of air. Ben Jonson, 
in hla description of the scenery of the • Masque of Hymen.'haa 
this passage:—" A cortine of painted clouds reached to the 
utmost roof of the hall, and suddenly opening;, revealed the 
three regions of air: in the highest of which sat Juno, in a 
glorious throne of gold, circled with comets and fiery meteors, 
engendered in that hot and dry region ; her feet reaching to 
Ihe lowest, where was made a rainbow, and within it musi- 
cians seated, figuring aiSry spirits, their habiu various, and 
resembling the several colours canted in that part of the air 
by rejteelion. Tlie midst was all of dark and condensed clouds, 
as being the proper place where rain, hail, and other watery 
meteors are made." The " canopy," we believe, is the lowest 
region of " colours caused by reflection ;" the •* o'erhanging," 
the midst of •• darlc and condensed clouds ; " the " mistical 
roof netted with golden fire," the highest, inhere Juno sat, 
" circled with comets and fiery meteors.** The air, in ita 
three regions, appears to Hamlet no other thing "than a 
foul and pestilent congregation of vapours." If this inter- 
pretation be correct, the word ** firmament," which is applied 
to the heavens generally, might have been rejected by the 
poet, as conveying an image unsuited to that idea of a part 
which h conveyed by the substantive " o'erhanging." 
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fire, why, it appears no other thing to me, 
than a fonl and pestilent congregation of va- 
pours. What a piece of work is a man ! How 
noble In reason ! how infinite in faculty ! in fonn 
and moving, how express and admirable ! in ac- 
tion, how like m angel ! in apprehension, how 
like a god ! the beauty of the \rorld ! the paragon 
of animals I And yet, to me, what is this quint- 
essence of dustt man delights not me; no, 
nor woman neither, though, by your smiliug, you 
seem to say so. 

Eos, My lord, there was no such stuff in my 
thoughts. 

Ham, Why did you laugh then, when I said, 
** Man delights not me ? " 

JRos. To think, my lord, if you delight not in 
man, what lenten* entertainment the players 
shall receive fix)m you: we coted* them on the 
way ; and hither are they coming, to offer you 
service. 

Ham. He that plays the king shall be wel- 
come ; his majesty shall have tribute of me : the 
adventurous knight shall use his foil and target : 
the lover shall not sigh gratis; the humorous 
man shall end his part in peace : the clown shall 
make those laugh whose lungs are tickled o' the 
sere;** and the lady shall say her mind freely, 
or the blank verse shall halt for *t. — What players 
are they ? 

Jtos, Even those you were wont to take 
delight in, the tragedians of the city P 

Ham. How chances it they travel? their 
residence, both in reputation and profit, was 
better both ways. 

Eos. I think, their inhibition comes by the 
means of the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they 
did when I was in the city ? Are they so followed? 
Eos. No, indeed, they are not. 
Ham. How comes it ? Do they grow rusty ? 
Eos. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted 
pace: But there is, sir, an aiery of children, 
little eyases, that cry out on the top of question, 
and are most tyrannically clapped for *t : these are 
now the fashion; and so berattle the common 
stages, (so they call them,) that many, wearing 
rapiers, are afraid of goose quills, and dare 
scarce come thither. 

Ham. What, are they children? who main- 
tains them? how are they escoted ?^ Will they 



» Zen/en— sparing— like fare in Lent. 

b Coted — overlook — went side by side— from cdtS. 

c The quarto of 1603 reads, " that are tickled in the 
lungs." The sere is a dry affection of the throat, by which 
the lungs are tickled; but the clown provokes laughter 
even from those who habitually cough. 

d JB#co/«/— paid. The«co^ or shot— the coin cast down— is 
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pursue the quality no longer than they can sing? 
will they not say afterwards, if they should grow 
themselves to common players, (as it is like 
most, if their means are no better,) their writers 
do them wrong, to make them exclaim against 
their own succession ? 

Eos. 'Faith, there has been much to do on 
both sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to 
tarre them to controversy:* th^ was, for a 
while, no money bid for argument, unless the 
poet and the player went to cufEs in the question. 

Ham. Is *t possible ? 

Gnil. 0, there has been much throwing about 
of brains. 

Ham. Do the boys carry it away ? 

Eos. Ay, that they do, my lord; Hercules 
and his load too. 

Ham. It is not strange;^ for mine unde is 
king of Denmark ; and those that would mate 
mowes* at him while my father lived, give 
twenty, forty, an hundred ducats a-piece, for his 
picture in little. There is something in this 
more than natural, if philosophy could find it 
out. [Flourish of trumpets toilhin, 

Guil. There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsi- 
nore. Your hands. Come: the appurtenance 
of welcome is fashion and ceremony: let me 
comply with you in the garb ; lest my extent to 
the players, which, I tell you, must show fairly 
outward, should more appear like entertainment 
than yours. You are welcome : but my uncle- 
father, and aunt-mother, are deceived. 

Guil. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west : when 
the wind is southerly, I know a 'hawk from a 
handsaw.^ 

Enter PoLONius. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstem, — and you too ; 
— at each ear a hearer ; that great baby you see 
there is not yet out of his swathing * clouts. 

Eos. Happily, he 's the second time come to 

the share of any common charge paid by an individual. The 
French escotter, is to pay the scot. Hence •• scot and lot." 
a In some modem editions, "to tarre them on." "Fhe 
folio has not on. In King John (Act iv. Sc. ii.) we have 
" Like a dog that is compelled to fight, 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him- on." 
To tarre is to exasperate, from the Angla Saxon tirian. 
b In quartos, very strange. 

c In quartos, mouths. The mowes of the folio Is more 
Shaksperian— as in the Tempest. 

" Sometimes like apes thatrmo^ and chatter at me." 
d Harutsaw — the corruption in this proverbial expression 
of heronshaw—hertishaw, a heron, in Spenser, we have 
" As when a cast of falcons made their flight 
At an hemeshaw." 
• Swathing, in folio ; in quartos, swaddling. 
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tbem; for, they say, an old man is twice a 
child. 

Ham, I will prophesy. He comes to tell me 
of the players; mark it. — ^You say right, sir: 
o' Monday morning; 'twas so, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham, My lord, I have news to teU you. 
When Roscius was an actor in Rome,* — 

PoL The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz ! 

Pol, Upon mine honour, — 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, — 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for 
tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastorical- 
oomical, historical-pastoral, tragical-historicd, 
tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene indi- 
vidable, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be 
too heavy, nor Plautus too light.* For the law 
of writ, and the hberty, these are the only men. 

Ham, O Jephthah, judge of Israel, — what a 
treasure hadst thou ! 

Pol, What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why- 
One fair daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved pausing well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. [Aside, 

Ham. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah ? 
Pol, If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have 
a daughter, that I love passing well. 
Ham, Nay, that follows not. 
Pol. What follows then, my lord? 
Han, Why, 

•'As by lot, God wot, 

and then you know, 

*' It came to pass. As most like it was." 

The first row of the pious chanson will show you 
more : ^ for look, where my abridgments come. 

EtUer Four or Five Players. 

You are welcome, masters; welcome, all: — I am 
glad to see thee well : — welcome, good friends. 
—0, my old friend ! Thy face is valiant** since 
I saw thee last; Com'st thou to beard me in 
Denmark? — What! my young lady and mis- 
tress! By-'r lady, your ladyship is nearer 
heaven, than when I saw you last, by the alti- 
tude of a chopine.' Pray God, your voice, like 
a piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked within 
the ring.* — Masters, you are all welcome. We *11 
e'en -to H like French falconers, fly at any thing 



» Tlie folio omits tpas. 

b Valiant, in folio; which is interpreted manly. The 
quarto has valmnc^d, which Is explained "fringed with 
m beard." 



we see: We'U have a speech straight: Come, 
give us a taste of your quality ; come, a passion- 
ate speech. 

1 Play. What speech, my lord ? 

Ham, I heard thee speak me a speech once, 
— but it was never acted ; or, if it was, not above 
once ; for the play, I remember, pleased not the 
million; 'twas caviare to the general;' but it 
was (as I received it, and others, whose judg- 
ments, in such matters, cried in the top of mine,) 
an excellent play ; well digested in the scenes ; 
set down with as mUch modesty as cunning. I 
remember, one said, there were no sallets* 
in the lines to make the matter savoury; 
nor no matter in the phrase that might indite 
the author of affectation ; but called it, an honest 
method [as wholesome as sweet, and by very 
much more handsome than fine]. One chief 
speech in it I chiefly loved : 't was -Eneas' tale 
to Dido ; and thereabout of it especially, where he 
speaks of Priam's slaughter : If it live in your 
memory, begin at this line ; let me see, let me 
se«; — 

The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast, 

'tis not SO ; it begins with Pyrrhus. 

The rugged Pyrrhus,— he, whose sable arms, 

Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 

When he lay couched in the ominous horse, 

Hath now this dread and black complexion smear'd 

With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 

Now is he total gules ;b horridly trick'd o 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons ; 

Bak'd and impasted with the parching streets, 

That lend a tyrannous and damned light 

To their vile murthers : d Roasted in wrath and fire. 

And thus o'er-sized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 

Old grandsire Priam seeks. 

Pol, 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken; with 
good accent, and good discretion. 

1 Plaff. Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks; his antique sword. 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls. 
Repugnant to command : Unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes wide, 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to feel his blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus* car : for, lo ! his sword. 
Which was declining on th* milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem'd 1' the air to stick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood; 
And, like a neutral to his will and matter. 
Did nothing. 

But, as we often see, against some storm. 
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still. 



» SalteU, ribaldry. • 

^ Gules, red, in heraldic phrase. 

c Trick'd, painted ; also a word in heraldry. 

d Vile murthert, in the folios; in quartos, lord*$ mur.her 
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The bold wind* speechless, and the orb below 
As hush as death : anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: So, after Pyrrhus' pause 
A roused vengeance sets him new a work ; 
And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 
On Mars's armours, forg'd for proof etcme, 
With less remorse than Pynhus' bleeding sword 
Now fialls on Priam. — 

Out, out, thou strumpet. Fortune ! All you gods, 
In general synod, take away her power; 
Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven. 
As low as to the fiends. 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham, It shall to the barber's, with your 
beard. — ^Prithee, say on : — ^He *s for a jig,* or a 
tale of bawdry, or he sleeps : — say on : come to 
Hecuba. 

1 PUuf. But who, O who, had seen the mobied queen 

Ham, ITie moWed^ queen ? 

PoL That 's good : mobied queen is good. 

1 Play. Runbarefootupand down, threat'ning the flame 
With bisson rheum ; a clout about that head, 
Where late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe, 
About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins, 
A blanket, in the alarum of fear caught up ; 
Who this bad seen, with tongue in venom steep*d, 
'Gainst fortune's state would treason have pronounc'd . 
But if the gods themselves did see her then. 
When she saw Pjrrrhus make malicious sport 
In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs, 
The instant burst of clamour that she made 
(Unless things mortal move them not at all,) 
Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 
And passion in the gods 

Pol. Look, whether he has not tum'd his 
colour, and has tears in 's eyes. — ^Pray you, no 
more. 

Ham. 'Tis well ; I *11 have thee speak out the 
rest soon. — Grood my lord, will you see the 
players well bestow'd P Do you hear, let them 
be well used ; for they are the abstracts," and 
brief chronicles, of the time : After your death 
you were better have a bad epitaph, than their 
ill report while you lived. 

Pol. My lord, I will use them according to 
their desert. 

Ham. Odd*s bodikin man, better :<* Use every 
man after his desert, and who should 'scape 

• Aiia^ a ludicrous interlude. 

b Mobied. This is the reading of quartos {A) and {B). In 
the folio we have inobled^ which is, w^ have little doubt, a 
misprint. In the folio of 1632, the original reading was 
restored. Mobied, mobied, is hastily mvffl«d up. The 
mobied queen has 

" A clout about that head 
Where late the diadem stood.' 

In Saudvs' Travels we have " their heads and flues are mdbled 
in fine linen." To mob, or mob, is to dress carelessly; a mob 
is a covering for the h?ad,— a close covering, according to 
' some, — a mobile covering, more probably. 

e AbVraeU, in the folio; another reading Is abttraet, 
adjectively. 

d Belter, in the folio; in quartos, much better. 
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whipping ! Use them after your own honour and 
dignity : The less they deserve, the more merit 
is in your bounty. Take them in. 

PoL Come, sirs. 

[Exil PoLONius with some of I An Players. 

Ham. Follow him, friends : we 'U hear a play 
to-morrow. — ^Dost thou hear me, old friend; can 
you play the murther of Gonzago P 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We'll have't to-morrow night. You 
could, for a need, study a speech of some dozen 
or sixteen lines, which I would set down, and 
insert in 't ? could you not ? 

1 Play. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well — Follow that lord ; and look 
you mock him not. [Exil Player.] My good 
friends, [To Ros. and GuiL.] I'll leave you till 
night : you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord! 
lExeunt Rosencsantz and Guiloenstebk. 

Ham. Ay, so, God be wi* you: Now I am 
alone. 
0, what a rogue and peasant skve am I ! 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here. 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion. 
Could force his soul so to his whole * conceit. 
That from her working, all his visage wann'd ;* 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 
A broken voice; and his wnole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? And all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her? What would he do. 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have P He would drown the stage with 

tears, 
Ai)d cleave the general ear with horrid speech ; 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free,° 
Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed. 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak. 
Like John-a-dreams,** unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing; no, not for a king, 
Upon whose property, and most dear life, 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward P 
Who caUs me villainP breaks uy pate across? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face P 
Tweaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie i' the 

throat. 
As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this P 
Ha! 

a Whole, in folio ; in quartos, own. 
b Wa$m*d tn the quartos ; the tcAto, warm'd. 
c Free,— tree trom offence. 

<l John-a-dream»,-^ soubriquet for a heavy, lethaigie 
fellow 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act II.] 



HAMLFr, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



[SCEKE li. 



Why, I should take it : for it cannot be. 
But I am pigeon-liyer'd, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 
I 9bould haVe fatted all the region kites 
With this shtve's offal : Bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless 

villain ! 
O vengeance! 
What an ass am I! ay, sure, this is most 

brave;* 
That I, the son of the dear murthered, ^ 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 
Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 
A scullion ! 

a So the folio. The quartos, omitting the short line, " O 
rengeance,^' read 

" Why, what an ass am I ! This is most brave. 

b So the folio; the quartos, "a dear father murder'd." 
The rejection, by tfonie editors, of the beautiful reading of 
" the dear murthered," would be unaccountable, if we did 
not tee ho-/r pertinaciously these hare treated the folio of 
1623 as of no authority 



Fye ui)on*t! fob! About, my brains! I have 

heard. 
That guilty creatures, sittinp ft*^ a play, 
niave by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have proclaimed their malefactions 
For murther, though it have no tongue, will speak 
"With most miraculous organ. I'll have these 

players 
Play^omfithing-like the murder of my father, 
Before mine uncle : I *11 observe his looks ; 
I '11 tent him to the quick ; if he but blench, 
I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 
M ay be the devil : and the devil hath power 
TTo assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and, perhaps. 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 
(A3 he is very potent with such spirits,) 
Abuses me to damn me : I '11 have grounds 
More relative than this : The play 's the thing. 



Cj2^ 



Wherein I '11 catch the conscience of the king. 

\ExU. 






*v 
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* Scene II. — ** Seneca cannot be too heavy" dse. 

In the second scene of the third act, Hamlet thus 
addresses Polonius : — *^ lAy lord, you played once 
in the university, you say ? " It is to the practice 
amongst the students of our universities, in the time 
of Elizabeth, of acting Latin plays, that Hamlet al- 
ludes ; and the frequency of such performances, as 
Warton remarks, may have suggested to Shakspere 
the names of Seneca and Plautus in the passage 
before us. In that very curious book, Braun's 
' Civitates,' 1575, there is a Latin memoir prefixed 
to a map of Cambridge, in which these theatrical 
entertainments are described; and the fables of 
Plautus, Terence, and Seneca, are expressly men- 
tioned as being performed by the students with 
elegance, magnificence, dignity of action, and pro- 
priety of voice and countenance. Malone says, 
"The most celebrated actors at Cambridge were 
the students of St. John's and King*s colleges : at 
Oxford, those of Christ-church. In the hall of that 
college a Latin comedy, called Marcus Oeminm, 
and the I^tin tragedy of Progne, were performed 
before Queen Elizabeth in the year 1566 ; and, in 
1564, the Latin tragedy oi Dido was played before 
her majesty, when she visited the University of 
Cambridge. Tbe exhibition was in the body or 
nave of the chapel of King's College, which was 
lighted by the royal guaixls, each of whom bore a 
staff-torch in his hand." The account of this visit 
of Elizabeth to Cambridge is to be found in Peck's 
' Desiderata Curiosa,' voL IL page 25 ; and it appears 
from the subjoined passage, that there was great 
competition amongst the colleges for the theatrical 
recreation of her majesty : — 

'* Great preparations and charges, as befoi*e in 
the other plays, were employed and spent about the 
tragedy of Sophocles, odled Ajax Flagellifer, in 
Latin, to be this night played before her. But her 
highness, as it were tired with going about to the 
colleges, and with hearing of disputations, and over- 
watched with former plays, (for it was very late 
nightly before she came to them, as also departed 
from them,) and furthermore, minding ekrly in the 
morning to depart from Cambridge and ride to a 
dinner unto a house of the Bishop of Ely, at Stan- 
ton, and from thence to her bed at Hinchinbrook 
(a house of Sir Henry Cromwell's, in Huntingdon- 
shire, about twelve miles from Cambridge,) could 
not, as otherwise, no doubt, she would, (with like 
patience and cheerfulness, as she was present at 
the other,) hear the said tragedy ; to the gi*eat 
sorrow, not only of the players, but of all the 
whole University." 
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* Scene II. — " One fair daughter and no more** Jbc 

There is an old ballad, which was first printed 
in Percy's Reliques, under the title *Jephthah, 
Judge of Israel,* and is there given aa it "was 
retrieved from utter oblivion by a lady who wrote 
it dovni from memory, as she had formerly heard 
it sung by her father." A copy of the ballad has 
since been recovered ; and is reprinted in Evans' 
Collection, 1810. The first stanza is as follows : — 
*' I have read that many years agoe, 

When Jepha, Judge of Israel, 
Had one fair daughter and no more, 

Whom he loved paasing well. 
At by lot, God wot, 

It came to paase most like it was, 

Great wans there should be, 
And who should be the chiefe, but he, but he.** 
The lines quoted by Hamlet almost exactly corre- 
spond with this copy. Hamlet, in the text of the 
quarto of 1611, calls the poem, ' The Pious Cfian- 
8on;' but in the quarto of 1604, and the folio of 
1628, it is *the Pons Chanson.* Pope sjiys, this 
refers to the old ballads simg on biidges. We 
believe Pons is a typographical error ; for in the 
quarto of 1603, we find " the first verse of the godly 
ballet." 

' Scene IL—" By the altitude of a choppine.** 

The beat description of a choppine is found in 
Coryaf s ' Crudities,' 1611 ; and we subjoin a repi*e- 
sentation of several specimens of these monstrous 
clogs, which Evelyn caHs " wooden scaffolds : "•• • 
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" There is onethiug used of the VenetiaD women, 
and some others dwetlins^ in the cities and towns 
subject to the signiory of Venice, that is not to be 
observed (I think) amongst any other women in 
Christendom, which is so common in Venice, that 
no woman whatsoever goeth without it, either in 
her house or abroad,— a thing made of wood and 
covered with leather of sundry colours, some with 
white, some red, some yellow, Jt is called a cha- 
piney, which they wear wnder tJieir shoes. Many of 
them are curiously painted ; some also of them I 
have seen fairly gilt : so uncomely a thing (in my 
opinion), that it is pity this fooUsh custom is not 
clean banished and exterminated out of the city. 
There are many of these chapineys of a great height, 
even half a yard high, which maketh many of their 
women that are very short seem m\ich taller than 
the tallest women we have in England. Also I 
have heard it observed among them, that by how 
much the nobler a woman is, by so much the 
higher are her chapineys. All their gentlewomen, 
and most of their wives and widows that are of 
any wealth, are assisted and supported either by 
men or women, when they walk abroad, to the end 
they may not fall. They are borne up most com- 
monly by the left arm, otherwise they might quick- 
ly take a faU.** 

♦ Scene II. — " Tour voice, like a piece of wnourreni 
gold, cracked within the ring.*' 

Hamlet's address to ** my young lady and mis- 
tress ** is perfectly intelligible, and has no latent 
meaning. The parts of women were performed by 
boys. The boy that Hamlet recollected in such 
parts was now " nearer to heaven by the altitude 



of a choppine ; " — he was growing into a man. 
Hamlet hopes, therefore, that his " voice, like a 
piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked within the 
rinj? ; " — that his voice be not broken, as the tech- 
nical phrase is, and he be therefore unfitted for 
women's parts; — be no longer curr6nt in those 
parts. Our readers who have seen the coins of the 
16th century, or have noticed our representa- 
tiona of them, will have observed that the head 
of the sovereign is invariably contained within a 
circle, between which and the rim the legend is 
given. The test of currency in a coin was, that it 
should not be cracked within the circle, or ring. 
If the crack, to which the thin coins of that age 
were particularly liable, extended beyond the ring, 
the money was no longer considered good. We 
learn, from two tracts quoted by Douce, that it 
was customary for usurers to buy up the "un- 
current gold," at a price lower than the nominal 
value of the coin, and then require the unhappy 
boiTowers to take them at their standard rate. 

» Scene II.—" *Twas caviare to the general** 

This word is caviarie in the folio, following the 
Italian caviaro. Florio, in his 'New World of 
Words,* has " Caviaro, a kind of salt black meat 
made of roes of fishes, much used in Italy.** In 
Sir John Harrington's 83rd epigram, we find the 
woi-d forming four syllables, and accented, as 
written by Shakspere : — 

*' And caveare, but it little booU." 
This preparation of the roes of sturgeons was for- 
merly much used in England amongst the refined 
classes. It was imported from Kussia. 
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SCENE l.—J Room t» the Castle. 
Enter King, Queen, Poi^nius, Ophelia, Ro- 

SENCKANTZ, and GuiLDENSTERN. 

King, And can you, by no drift of circum- 
stance,* 
Get from him, why he puts on this confusion ; 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy ? 

Ros, He does confess he feels himself dis- 
tracted; 
But from what cause he will by no means speak. 

Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be 
sounded ; 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof, 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? 

Ros. Most like a gentleman. 

Guil. But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Ros. N iggard of question ; but, of our demands, 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen, Did you assay nim 

To any pastime ? 

» CircumMtancv, in folio : in quartos, conference. 
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Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o'er raught on the way : of these we told 

him; 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : They are about the court ; 
And, as I think, they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. 'T is most true : 

And he beseech*d me to entreat your majesties, 
To hear and sec the matter. 

King. With all my heart ; and it doth much 
content me 
To hear him so inclin'd. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge. 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

Ros. We shall, my lord. 
[Exeuni Rosen cbantz and Guildenste&n. 

Kin^. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too : 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 
Affront* Ophelia. 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,) 
Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen. 
We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 

Affront, encounter, confiont. 
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And gather by him, as he is behav'd. 
If 't be the affliction of his love or no. 
That thus he suffers for. 

Queen. I shall obey you : 

And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness; so shall I hope your 

virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again. 
To both your honours. 

Opk. Madam, I wish it may. 

[Exii Queen. 

Fol, Ophelia, walk you here: — Gracious, so 
please you. 
We will bestow ourselves :— Read on this book ; 

[To Ophbma. 
That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this, — 
*T is too much prov'd, that, with devotion's visage. 
And pious action, we do sugar o*er 
The devil himself. 

Kinff. O, 't is too true ! 

How smart a lash that speech doth give my con- 
science!* 
The harlof s cheek, beautied with plasf ring art. 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it. 
Than is my deed to my most painted word : 
O heavy burden ! IJside. 

PoL I hear him coming; let's withdraw, my 
lord. [Ereuni King and Polonius. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the question : 
Whether 't is nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and anows of outrageous fortune. 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,^ 
And, by opposing end them? — ^To die, — to 
sleep, — ^° 

% Some editors bave de:>tro]red the original metrical 
arrangement, and print these two lines thus, against all 
aathOTity : — 

*' The deril himself. 

King. O, 't is too true I how smart 

A lash that speech doth glye my conscience." 
b Pope wished to print, " a siegt of trouWes." Surely 
the meuphor of the «m, to denote an oyerwhelming flood 
of troubles, is highly beautiful. It is thoroughly Shak- 
sperian; for we find, in Pericles, "a sea of joys;"— in 
uenry VI 11., " a sea of glory: *'— in Tarquin and Lucrece, 
" a sea of care.** In Milton, we have, " in a troubled sea of 
passion to«t." (Par. Lost z. 718.) 
c This passage was sometimes printed thni !« 
" To die ;— to sleep ;— 
No more?** 
It is so given in Aysootigh's edition. Surely the doubt 
whether death and sleep are identical comes too early, the 
passage being so pointed ; for the reasoning proceeds to 
assume that death and sleep are the same, and, believing 
them to be the Mime, 

" 't is a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd." 
yoto comes the doubt—" perchance to dream.'* The " no 
more** is nothing mora— the "ritn de plwt** of the French 
trnnslators of HamUit. 

TBAamiEs. — Yoi^I. K 



No more ; and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, — ^'t is a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die, — to sleep ; — 
To sleep ! perchance to dream ; — ay, there's the 

rub; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil. 
Must give us pause : there's the respect, 
That makes comity of so long life : 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of 

time, 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud* man's con- 
tumely. 
The pangs of dispriz*d* love, the laVs delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ?^ who would these ^ fardels 

bear. 
To grunt* and sweat under a weary life ; 
But that the dread of something ^fter death. 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will ; ^^^^ 
And makes us rather bear those ills we haveT? 
Than fly to others that we know not of P ..^ 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment. 
With this regard, their currents turn away,' 
And lose the name of action. — Soft you, now ! 
The fair Ophelia : — ^Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember'd. 

Oph. Good my lord. 

How does your honour for this many a day P 

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well, well, well.* 

(^h. My lord, I have remembrances of yours. 
That I have longed long to re-deliver j 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, na I never gave you aught. 

Oph, My honour'd lord, I know right well 
you did ; 



• Proud, in the quartos. In the folio we have " the poor 
man's oontumelv,*'— the eontumelr which the poor man 
bears. We retain the reading of the quartos, for the tran- 
sition is abrupt from the wrong which the oppressor infiicU 
to the contumely which the poor man sv/ers. 

b Ditpriz% in the folio { in quartos, dttpU'd. 

• Bodkin, a small sword Cnsar is spoken of, by old 
writers, as slain by bodkins. 

<t Thste, in folio, but not in quartos. 
^« Orunt. So the originals. The players, in their squea- 
mlshness, always give us groan; and, If they had not the 
terror of tho blank verse before them, they would ceruinly 
inflict perspire upon us. Orunt is used for loud lament by 
Turberville, Stonyhurst, and other writers before Shakspere. 
We have the word direct flrom the Anglo-Saxon grumtn, 

t Avxtg, in folio in quartos, airry. 

B This repetition** well, well, well,** has been rejected by 
the earlier editors. It is not in the quartos. 
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And, with them, words of so sweet breath oom- 

pos'd 
As made the things mote rich: their perfume 

lost, 
Take these, again ; for to the noble mind. 
Rich gifts wax j>oor, when givers prove un- 
kind. 
There, my lord. 

llam. Ha, ha ! are yon honest ? 

QdA. MylordP 

Ham. Are you fair P 

Oph, What means your lordship ? 

Ham. That if you be honest, and fair, your 
honesty* should admit no discourse to your 
beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce than with honesty ?* 

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty vnll 
sooner transform honesty hom what it is to a 
bawd, than the force of honesty can translate 
beauty into his likeness : this was some time a 
paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I did 
love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe 
so. 

Ham. Ton should not have believed me: for 
virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we 
shall relish of it : I lov'd you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Gfet thee to a nunnery ; Why would'st 
thou be a breeder of sinners P I am myself in- 
different honest ; but yet I could accuse me of 
such things, that it were better my mother had 
not borne me: I am very proui^ revengeful, 
ambitious ; with more offences at my beck, than 
I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to 
give them shape, or time to act them in : What 
should such fellows as I do crawling between 
heaven and earth ! ' We are arrant knaves, all ; 
believe none of us : Go thy ways to a nunnery. 
Where *s your father ? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him, that 
he may play the fool no way ^ but in 's own house. 
Farewell. 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this 
plague for thy dowry : Be thou as chaste as ice, 
as pure as snow, thou slialt not escape calumny. 
Get thee to a nunnery, go ; farewell : Or, if thou 



* Tour honetipt !n the foUo ; In the quartos, jfou. 
^ With hone$tu. This it the reading of the quartos. TIm- 
folio has " yo«r honesty." 

c Hfttven and earth, in the folio; in the quartos, earth 
and heaven. 
* No trap. In folio; in quartos, no where. 
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wilt needs marry, marry a fool ; for wise men 
know well enough what monsters you make 
of them. To a nunnery, go; and quickly too. 
Farewell. 

Oph. heavenly powers, restore him ! 

Ham. 1 have heard of your paintings too, well 
enouich. God hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another ; you jig, you amble, 
and you lisp, and nick-name God's creatures,* 
and make your wantonness your ignorance : Go 
to, I '11 no more on 't ; it hath made me mad. I 
say, we will have no more marriages : those that 
are married ahready, all but one, shall live; the 
rest shall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. 

lExit Hamlet. 

Oph. 0, what a noble mind is here overthrown ! 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, 

sword: 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state. 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of form. 
The observvd of all observers ! quite, quite, down ! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 
That suck'd the honey of his music vows. 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth. 
Blasted with ecstasy : 0, woe is me ! 
To have seen what I have seen, see what I see ! 

B^-enier Kino and Polonius. 

King. Love! his affections do not that way 
tSd; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack's form a little. 
Was not like madness. There's something in 

his soul, 
0*er which his melancholy sits on brood ; 
And, I do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose. 
Will be some danger : Which to prevent, 
I have, in quick determination. 
Thus set it down : He shall with speed to Eng- 
land, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 
Haply, the seas, and countries different. 
With variable olqects, shall expel 
This something>.3ettled matter in his heart ; 
Whereon his brains still beating, puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What thmk you on 't P 
Pol. It shall do well ; but yet do I believe, 

a The reading of the folio Is, « I haye beard of your 
pratlUnge too, well enough. God harh giyen you one puce" 
&c. The context in some degree Justifies the change of 
the folio. " You Jig and you amble "—you go trippingly 
and mindngly in your gait (as the daughters of Sion are 
said, in Isaiah, to " come in tripping so nicely with their 
feet " — may refer to pace, as " you lisp and you nickname 
God's creatures," may XopraitUnge. NevertheJeas, we think, 
with Johnson, that Shakspere wrote hoih—paintinjii and 
face first, prattlinge and pace latest. As a question of 
taste, we prefer to retain the first reading. 
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The oiigin and commencement of this grief 
Sprang from neglected love. — ^How now, Ophelia, 
You need not tell us what lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. — My lord, do as you please ; 
But, if you hold it fit, after the play. 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his griefs ; let her be round with him ; 
And I 'U be pWd, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference : If she find him not,* 
To England send him : or confine him, where 
Your wisdom best shall thiuL 

JTiKj^. It shall be so : 

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go. 

[EreuMt. 

SCENE U.—J Hall in the same. 
Enter Hamlet, and certain Players. 

Ham, Speak the speech, I pray you* as I 
pronounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue : 
but if you mouth it, as many of your players do, 
I had as lief the town-crier had spoke my lines. 
Nor do not saw the air too muck— your hand 
thus : but use all gently : for in the reiy torrent, 
tempest, and (as 1 may say) the^ whirlwind of 
passion, you must acquire and beget a temper- 
ance, thai may gi?e it smoothness. 0| it offends 
me to the soul, to see ^ a robustious periwig-pated 
fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to 
split the ears of the groundlings ; who, for the 
most part, are capable of nothing but inexplica- 
ble dumb shows and noise : I could have such a 
fellow whipped for o'erdoing Termagant; it 
out-herods Herod : pray you, avoid it. 

1 Play, I warrant your honour. 

Earn, Be not too tame neither, but let your 
own discretion be your tutor : suit the action to 
the word, the word to the action ; with this spe- 
cial observance, that you o'er-step not the mo- 
desty of nature ; for anything so overdone is 
from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at 
the first, and now, was, and is, to hold, as H were, 
the mirror up to nature ; to show virtue her own 
feature, scorn her own image, and the very age 
and body of the time, his form and pressure. 
Now this, overdone, or come tardy off, though 
it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the 
judicious grieve; the censure of the which one, 
must, in your allowance, o'er-weigh a whole 
theatre of others. 0, there be pUyers, that I 
have seen play, and heard others prabe, and 
that highly, not to speak it profanely, that nei- 



a Find him not otf<. 

b Tka, in folio ; in quartof, fom. 

e Htiar, in folio ; in quartoB, «m 
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ther having the accent of christians, nor the gbit 
of christian, pagan, nor man, have so strutted, 
and bellowed, that I have thought some of Na- 
ture's journeymen had made men, and not made 
them well, they imitated humanity so abominably. 

1 Play. I hope, we have reformed that indif- 
ferently* with us, sir. 

ffam. 0, reform it altogether. And let those 
that play your clowns, sp^ no more than is set 
down for them : for there be of them, that will 
themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of bar- 
ren spectators to laugh too ; though, in the mean 
time, some necessary question of the pla^ be 
then to be considered: that's villainous; and 
shows a most pitiful ambition in the fool that 
uses it. Go, make you ready. [Exeunt Players 

Enter Polonius, HosBNCRAirrz, and 

GuiIJ)EN8TEBir. 

How now, my lord? will the king hear this 
piece of work P 
Pol. And the queen too, and that presently. 
Ham, Bid the players make haste. 

[Exit Polonius. 
Will you too help to hasten them ? 
Both. We will, my lord. 

[Exeunt BosENCiuKTZ and Guildenstbbk. 
Ham. What, ho ; Horatio P 

Enter Hobatio. 

Hor, Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation cop'd withal. 

Hor. 0, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter : 

For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
That no revenue hast but thy good spirits. 
To feed and clothe thee P Why should the poor 

beflatter'dP 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee. 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Bost thou 

hearP 
Since my dear soul was mistress of my choice. 
And coidd of men distinguish, her election 
Hath seal'd thee for herself :^ for thou hast been 
As one, in 5raffering all, that suffers nothing ; 
A man, that fortune's buffbts and rewards 
Has ta'en with equal thanks: and bless'd are 
those. 



» /iid(^(!r«i//y— tolerably well. 

b The ordinary rcadtog, which is that of the qnartot, it, 
" Since my dear tonl was mistress of her choice, 
And could of men distinguish her election, 
She hath seal'd thee for herself.** 
Snrely the reading of the folio, that of our text, is far more 
elegant. 
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Whose blood and jadgrnent are so well co- 

mingled. 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger 
To sound what stop she please : Giye me that 

man 
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of hearty 
As 1 do thee. — Something too much of this.— 
There is a play to-night before the king ; 
One scene of it comes near the circumstance 
Which I ha?e told thee of my father's death. 
I prithee, when thou see'st that act a-foot, 
EvA with the very comment of my* soul 
Observe mine uncle : if his ocxiulted guilt 
Do not itself unkennel in one speech. 
It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 
And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithe.* Give him heedful note : 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 
And, after, we will both our judgments join 
To censure of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is play- 
ing, • 
And scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 
Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must 
be idle: 
3et you a place. 

Enter King, Queen, Polonttjs, Ophelia, Ro- 
SENCRANTZ, GuiLDEitSTERN, and other Lords 
attendant, with hU Guard, carrying torches. 
Danish March, Sound a flourish. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet P 

Ham. Excelleut, i' faith; of the cameleon's 
dish : I eat the air, promise-crammed : You 
cannot feed capons so. 

King, I have nothing with tliis answer, 
Hamlet ; these words are not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now. My lord, — ^you 
played once in the university, you say P 

[To POLONIUS. 

Pol. Tliat I did, my lord ; and was accounted 
a good actor. 

Ham. And what did you enact ? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Caesar : I was killed 
i* the Capitol : Brutus^killed me. 



• Here, a^in, is a very important change found in the 
text of the folio, which haa been rejected by the modern 
•ditors. The ordinary reading (that of the quartos) is 

" Even with the very comment of thy soul." 
But Hamlet, having told Horatio the '* circumstances" of 
his father's death, and imparted his suspicions of his uncle, 
entreats his friend to observe his uncle " with the very 
comment of mv soul "—Hamlet's soul. To ask Horatio to 
observe him with the comment of his own soul (Horatio's). 
is a mere feeble expletive. 

b StWtf-^ dissy1Ub1e~WI/*f . 
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Ham. It was a brute part of him, to b1l so 
capital a calf there.— Be the players ready P 

Ros. Ay, my lord; tiiey stay upon your 
patience. 

Queen. Come hither, my good Hamlet, sit by 
me. 

Ham. No, good mother, here 's metal more 
attractive. 

Pol. ho ! do you mark that P [To the Kiko. 

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap P 

[lying down at OvHUUk's/eet. 

Oph. No, mylordL 

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap P 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Do you think I meant country matters P 

Oph. I think nothing, ray lord. 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between 
maids' legs. 

Oph. What is, my lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I P ' 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. God! your only jig-maker. What 
should a man do, but be merry P for, look you» 
bow cheerfully my mother looks, and my £Gkther 
died within these two hours. 

Oph. Nay, *t b twice two months, my lord. 

Ham. So long P Nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I '11 have a suit of sables.^ O heavens! 
die two months ago, and not forgotten yetp 
Then there's hope a great man's memory may 
outlive his life half a year: But, by'r-lady, he 
must build churches then : or else shall he suffer 
not thinking on,* with the hobby- horse; whose epi- 
taph is. For, 0,/or, 0, the hobby-horse is forgot}* 

Hauthoy$ play. The dumb thou> entert.^ 
Enter a King and a Queen, very lovingly; the Queen en^ 
bracing him. f!h4 kneels, and makes show <^ protestation 
nnfo him. He takes her up, and declines his head upon her 
neek: lays him doten upon a bank «/ Jlowers; she, seeing 
him asleep, leaves h^ Anon comes in a fellow, takes of 
his crown, kisses it, awi pours poi»on in tke King's ears, and 
exit. The Queen returns ; JInds the King dead, and makes 
passionate action. The poisoner, with sowu two or three 
mutes, comes in again, seeming to lament with her. The 
dead body is carried away. I'he poisoner wooe the Queen 
wia gifUi she seems loth and unwilling awhile, but, in the 
end, accepts his love. [Ejcewsi. 

Oph. What means this, my lord P 
Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecho;* it 
means mischief. ' 



* He shall suiTer being forgotten. 

b See Illustration of Love's Labour's Lost, Act xiT. 8e. i. 

e Miching mallecho. To mich is to nich ;— «m/I«cAo, is 
misdeed, trcm the Spanish. The skulking crime pointed 
out in the dumb show is, in one sense of Hamlet's wild 
phrase, miching mallecho; his own tecret purpose, f^om 
which mischief will ensuO) is miching mallecho, in another 
i;-in either case, ** it means mischief.'* 
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Oph. Belike, thid show imports the argument 
of the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham, We shall know by this fellow: the 
players cannot keep counsel ; they 'U tell all. 

Oph. "Will he tell us what this show meant ? 

Ham. Ay, or any show that you '11 show him : 
Be not you ashamed to show, he '11 not shame to 
tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught; I'll 
mark the play. 

Pro. For ns, and for our tragedy 

Here stooping to your clemency, 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the poesy * of a 
ringP 

Oph. *Tis brief, my lord. 
Ham. As woman's love. 

Enter King and hi* Queen. 

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart gone round 
Neptune's salt wash, and Tellns' orbed ground ; 
And thiity dozen moons with borrow'd sheen, 
About the world hare times twelve thirties been ; 
S'nce love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite commntual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many Journeys may the sun and moon 
Make ns again count o'er, ere love be done ! 
But, woe is'me, you are so sick of late, 
So far fVom cheer, and from you- former state, 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust. 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must:b 
For women's fear and love holds quantity ; 
In neither aught, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ; 
And as my love is siz'd, my fear is so. 
[Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there.] c 

P. King. 'Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly too; 
My operant powers myd functions leave to do : 
And thou Shalt live in this fair world behind, 
Hononr'd, belov'd ; and haply, one as kind 
For husband shalt thou— 

P. Queen. O, confound the rest ( 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 
In sacond husband let me be accurst t 
None wed the second but who kill'd the first. 



* Poe»9' In the quarto* this is spelt poeie and poeHe. In 
the folio, both here and elsewhere, it is spelt poetU. Posy 
is certainlv the same as poeeg; but was formerly, as now, 
understood to mean a short sentence ot motto. Thus, in 
the Merchant of Venice, 

" A paltry ring 
That she did give me ; whose poeetj was 
For all the world like cutler's poetry 
Upon a knife— Love me and leave me not." 

In Hall's Chronicle we have, " And the tent was replen- 
ished, and decked with this poHe— After busy labor cometh 
victorious rest." 

b In the quarto we find a line following this, which is 
omitted In the folio ; it has no corresponding Une in rhyme :— 

*• For women fear too much, even as they love." 

Tliere can be no doubt that the line ought to be struck out, 
it being superteded by 

" For women's fbar and love holds quantity." 

« These two lines are not in the folio, 
d Afjy, infblio; IJMr, in quartos. 



Ham. Wormwood, wormwood. 

P. Queen. The instances* that second marnage move. 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love ; 
A second time ( kill my husband dead. 
When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. 1 do believe, you think what now you sf eak , 
But, what we do determine oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory ; 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ; 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 
Most necessary 't is, that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 
What to ourselves in passion we propose. 
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 
The violence of either grief or Joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy : 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament. 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 
This world is not for aye; nor 'tis not strange. 
That even our loves should with our fortunes change, 
For 'tis a question left us yet to prove, 
Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 
The great man down, you mark, his favourite flies ; 
The poor advanc'd makes friends of enemies. 
And hitherto doth love on fortune tend : 
For who not needs shall never lack a friend ; 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 
But, orderly to end where I begun,— 
Our wills and fates do so contrary run, 
That our devices still are overthrown ; 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own ; 
So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 
But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 

P. Queen. Nor earth to give me food, nor heaven light I 
Sport and repose lock from me, day, and night I 
[bTo desperation turn my trust and hope I 
An anchor's c cheer in prison be my scope 1] 
Each opposite, that blanks the face of Joy, 
Meet what I would have well, and it destroy ! 
Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife. 
If, once a widow, ever I be wife I 

Ham, If she should hreak it now, 

ITo Ophelia. 

p. King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here c 
while; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [SleepM. 

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain 

And never come mischance between us twain I [Exit, 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play P 

Queen. The lady protests too much, methinks. 

Ham. 0, but she *11 keep her word. 

Kin^. Have you heard the argument? Is 
there no offence in 't ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in 
jest ; no offence i' the world. 

Kin^. What do you call the play P 

Ham. The mouse-trap. Marry, howP Tro- 
pically.** This play is the image of a murder 



a Inttaneet — solicitations, Inducements. 
i> This couplet is found only in the quartos, 
c Anehor't cheer— anehonta fare. This abbreviation of 
anchoret is very ancient, 
d 7'fopioa^/|f-'figurativelx. 
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done in Vienna : Gonzago is the Duke's name • 
his wife, Baptista: jou shall see anon; 'tis a 
knavish piece of work : But what of that P your 
majesty, and we that have free souls, it touches 
us not : Let the galled jade wince, our withers 
are unwrung. 

Enter LuciAKUS. 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph, You are a good chorus,' my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret between you and your 
love, if I could see the puppets dallying.^ 

Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen. 

Ham, It would cost you a groaning, to take 
off my edge. 

Oph, Still better, and worse. 

Ham, So you must take ° husbands. — ^Begin, 
murderer ; leave thy damnable faces, and b^in. 

Gome; 

^The croaking raven 

Doth bellow for revenge. 

Lue. Thoughts bUck, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
agreeing; 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecate's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magic and dire property. 
On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

IPoun Uu poison in kit ear*. 

Ham, He poisons him i' the garden for his 
estate. His name 's Gonzago ; the stoiy is ex- 
tant, and writ in choice Itidian : You shall see 
anon, how the murtherer gets the love of Qon- 
sago's wife. 

Oph, The king rises. 

Ham, What ! frighted with false fire ! 

Queen. How fares my lord P 
VPo/. Give o'er the play. 

King, Give me some light : — away ! 

AIL Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Hobatio. 

Ham, Why, let the strucken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play :^ 

For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
So runs the world away. — 
Woidd not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, (if 
the rest of my fortunes turn Turk* with me,) 



* So the folio ; the quartos, " good <u a chorus." 

b In puppet-«hows, which were called motions, an Inter- 
pr>;ter explained the action to the audience. See Two 
Gentlemen of Verona, Act ii. Sc. i. 

e Mu$t lakt. This is the reading of the quarto of 1603. 
Johnson, who had not seen that edition, suggested muMi 
take as a correction of the common text, mistake. Miatake 
may. however, be used in the sense of to take vronglp, 

« See the exquisite passage descriptive of " the poor 
sequester'd stag," and " his velvet friends," in As You 
Like It, Act II. Sc. i. 

• Turn Turk—\f the rest of my fortunes deal with me 
«nielly. "To turn Turk, and throw stonea at the poor," it 
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with two Provincial roses on my razed* shoes, 
get me a fellowship in a cry of players, sir f 
Hor. Half a share.' 
Ham. A whole one I 
For thou dost know, Damon dear. 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now re^pis here 
A very, very — ^Paiocke.** 
^ Hor. You might have rhymed. 

HanL good Horatio, I'll take the ghost's 
Iword for a thousand pound. Didst perceive ? 
/ Hor. Very well, my lord. 
/ Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning; — 
^ Hor, I (id very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha! — Come, some music; come, 
the recorders. — 

'or if the king like not the comedy, 
Why then, beUke, he likes it not, perdy. . 

Enter Rosekc&antz and Guildekstebn. 
Come, some music. 

Ouil, Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word 
with you. 

Ham, Sir, a whole history. 

Quit, The king, sir, — 

Ham, Ay, sir, what of him P 

Guil, Is, in his retirement, marvellous dis- 
tempered. 

Ham. With drink, sir? 

Guil, No, my lord, rather vrith choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more 
richer, to signify this to his doctor ; for, for me 
to put him to his purgation, would, perhaps, 
plunge him into far more oholer. 

Ouil. Good my lord, put your discourse into 
some frame, and start not so wildly from my 
affair. 

Ham, I am tame, sir, pronounce. 

Ouil, The queen, your mother, in most great 
affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Ouil, Nay, good my lord, this courtesy b not 
of the right breed. If it shall please you to 



a proverbial expression for the conduct of ont who it 
tyrannical and hard-hearted. 

a Baned^ slashed. The cut shoes were tied with a riband 
gatheied in the form of a rose. The feathers and the flue 
shoes were the chief decorations of the players of Shak- 
spere's day. 

b Paiocke. All the old copies have paiockt^ or paioek. 
Pope first read peacock^ which Malone adopted. In a 
pamphlet entitled * Explanations and Emendations of sonae 
Passages in the Text of Shakspeare,' ftc. (1814), it Is said 
that paiocke means the Italian baioceo, ** a piece of money 
of about three fbrthlngs value." Malone, in advocating pm- 
cock, says, " Shakespeare, I suppose, means that the king 
struts about with a false pomp." This idea was perhapa 
received into the mind of King George the Third— who wu 
a reader of Shakspere. although be undervalued him- whfeo, 
in the early stage of one of hu attacks of ioaanitv, he bcgAa 
the royal speech with ** My lozda and peaoooka.* 
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make me a wholesome answer, I will do your 
mother's oonmiaiidment : if not, your pardon, 
and my return, shall be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

GttiL What, my lord? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer; my 
wit's diseased: But, sir, such answers as I can 
make you shall command; or, rather, you say, 
my mother: therefore, no more, but to the 
matter ; My mother, you say, — 

Ros. Then thus she says: Your behaviour 
hath struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother ! — ^But is there no sequel at the heels of 
this mother's admiration ? 

Eos. She desires to speak with you in her 
closet, ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she t«n times our 
mother. Have you any further trade with us ? 

Bos. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So I do still, by these pickers and 
stealers.* 

Ro*. Qood my lord, what is your cause of 
distemper ? you do freely bar the door of your 
own liberty, if you deny your griefs to yoiir 
friend.^ 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the 
voice of the king himself for your succession in 
Denmark? 

Ham. Ay, but While the grass .grows, — ^the 
proverb is something musty. 

^ter one with a recorder.^ 

0, the recorder : let me see. — ^To withdraw with 
you:<" — ^Why do you go about to recover the 
wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil F 
GuiL 0, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 
love is too unmannerly. 



ft '* To keep mjr hand* ttom picking and »tMiing" is an 
expression of the Church Catechism. 

b The ordinary reading, which is made up. in — " you do, 
•orely, hut bar the door upon," Sic. Our text is that of 
the folio. 

« In the quarto we find, "enter the plaverk^ with r^ 
eordert/' The recorder was (not "a kind, of large flute," 
as Mr. Steevens says, but) a flageolet, or small English 
flute, the mottthpieoe of which, at the upper extremity of 
the histrument, resembled the beak of a bird ; hence the 
larger flutes so formed were called fiutes h Bee. The re- 
corder was soft in tone, and an ootaTc higher than the flute. 
MUton speaks (• Par. Lost,' i. 550) of 

the Dorian mood 

Of flutes and »oft reoordera. 

It would appear from Bacon's • Sylva Sylvarum,' cent. iiL 
221, that this instrument was larger in the lower than in 
the upper part ; and a wood-rut of the flageolet in Mer- 
senae's * Harmonie Universelle,' leads to the same conclu- 
sion. On the etymology of the word much ingenuity has 
been bestowed, but %ritbout any satisfactory result. 

d Rosencrantz and Guildenstem have intimated, by some 
signal, that they wish to speak with Hamlet in private. 



Ham. I do not well understand that Will 
you play upon this pipe P 

Guil. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 

GuiL I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham. 'Tis as easy as lying: govern these 
ventages with your fingers and thumb, give it 
breath with your mouth, and it will discourse 
most excellent music. Look you, these are the 
stops. 

GmL But these cannot I command to any 
utterance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a 
thing you make of me. You would play upon 
me; you would seem to know my stops; you 
Would pluck out the heart of my mystery ; you 
would sound me from my lowest note to the top 
of my compass : and there is much music, ex- 
cellent voice, in this little organ; yet cannot you 
make it ^eak.* Why, do you think that I am 
easier to be played on than a pipeP Gall me 
what instrument you will, though you can fret 
me, you cannot play upon me.** 

Enter Polonius. 

Qod bless you, sir ! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with 
you, and presently. 

Ham. Do you see that cloud, that 's aknost in 
shape like a camel P 

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, 
indeed. 

Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or, like a whale P 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and 
by. — ^They fool me to the top of my bent. — I 
will come by and by. 

Pol. I will say so. [Exit Polonius. 

Ham. By and by is easily said. — Leave me, 
friends. [Exeunt Ros. Guil. Hob., ^c. 

*Tis now the very witching time of night ; 



a The foUo omits 9ptak The poet may have meant to 
say, yet cannot you make this music, this excellent voice; 
for Guildenstern might have made the pipe tpeak, but he 
could not command it to any utterance of harmony. We 
now prefer to consider the folio erroneous. 

b The musical allusion is continued. The preU of alt 
instruments of the lute or guitai kind, are thick wires fi^ed 
at certain distances across the finger-board, on which the 
strings are stopped, or pressed by the fingers. Nares thinks 
that the word is derived tuxm f return ; but the French verb 
'rotter seems the more likely source. 
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When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes 

out 
Ck)ntagion to this world : Now could I drink hot 

blood, 
And do such bitter business as the day 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my 

mother. — 
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 
I will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites : 
How in my words soever she be shent,* 
To give them seals ** never, my soul, consent ! 

SCENE III.—^ Rom in ike same, 
SiUer King, Rosbnciulktz, and Guildenstern. 

King. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with 
us. 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare 

you; 
I your commission will forthwith despatch, 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so dangerous,^ as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies.'^ 

QuiL We will ourselves provide : 

Most holy and religious fear it is. 
To keep those many many bodies safe, 
That live and feed upon your majesty. 

Bos, The single and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the mind. 
To keep itself from 'noyance ; but much more 
That spirit, upon whose spirit* depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What 's near it with it : it is a massy wheel, 
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount. 
To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls. 
Each small annexment, petty consequence. 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King, Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy 
voyage; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear. 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Ros. Chtil, We will haste us. 

lExeuni Rosencrantz and Guildbnstbrn. 

* Shent, rebuked : or probably here, hurt. 

b To give them »eaU--to give my words seals ; to malu 
my sayings deeds. 

c Dangeroue, in folio ; in quartos, near us. 

d Lunacies, in folio; in quartos, brows, which Taeobald 
chAOged to lunes, 

• Spirit, in folio ; in quartos, weal, 
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Enter Polonics. 



Fol. My lord, he's going to his mother's 

closet : 

Behind the arras I 'U convey myself. 
To hear the process ; I '11 warrant, she'll tax him 

home. 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 
'Tis meet, that some more audience than a 

mother. 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear 
The speech of vantage. Fare you weU, my liege : 
I '11 call upon you ere you go to bed. 
And tell you what I know. 
King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

XExit TojJomvB. 
0, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 
It hath the primal eldest curse upon 't, 
A brother's murther ! — ^Pray can I not, 
Though inclination be as sharp as will ; 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent ; 
And, like a man to double business bound, 
I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood ? 
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens. 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves 

mercy. 
But to confront the visage of offence ? 
And what 's in prayer, but this two-fold force,— 
To be forestalled ere we come to fall. 
Or pardon'd, being down? Then I '11 look up; 
My fault is past. But, 0, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn? Forgive me my foul 

murther ! — 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 
Of those effects for which I did the murther. 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain the offence ? 
In the corrupted currents of this world. 
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice ; 
And oft 't is seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : But 't is not so above : 
There is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd. 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 
To give in evidence. What then ? what rests P 
Try what repentance can : What can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one can not repent ? 
O wretched state I O bosom, black as death ! 
limed soul ; that struggling to be free. 
Art more engag'd ! Help, angels, make assay ! 
Bow, stubborn knees! and, heart, with strings 

of steel. 
Be soft as sinews of the new-bom babe : 
All may be well ! [Retires, and kneels. 
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Enter Hamlet. 

Earn, Now migLt I do it, pat, now he is 
W ' praying; 

f And now"! 11 do 't ; — and so he goes to heaven : 

\^ And so am I reveng'd ? That would be scanned : 

A villain kills my father ; and, for that, 
I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

0,^65 is hire and salary, not revenge. 
.t^ He took my father grossly, full of bread ;• 
f Jk With all his crimes broad blown, as fresh as May ; 
^ And, how his audit stands, who knows, save 
^ heaven? 

But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him : And am I then reveng*d. 
To take him in the purging of his soul. 
When he is fit and seasoned for bis passage P 
No. 

Up, sword; and know thou a more horrid hent:** 
, , t When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ; 

/\ '}^ Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed ; 

At gaming, swearing ; or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in't : 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven ; 
And that his soul may be as damn'd, and black. 
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 
This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit. 

The King riset and advances. 

King, My words fiy up, my thoughts remain 
below : 
Words, without thoughts, never to heaven go. 

[Exil. 

SCENE Vf.'-Jnother Room in the same. 
Enter Queeh and Polomius. 

Pol, He will oome straight. Look, jou by 
home to him : 
Tell him,hispranks have been too broad to bear with: 
And that your grace hath screened and stood 

between 
Much heat and him. I '11 silence me e'en here.^ 
Pray you, be round with him. 
Ham. IJTithin,'] Mother! mother! mother!* 
Queen, I '11 warrant you ; 

Fear me not : — withdraw, I hear him coming. 

[PoLONnis hides himself. 

• Full of bread. Shakespere found this remarkable ^pres- 
■ion in the Bible:—" Behold thi« was the iniquity of thy 
sister Sodom ; pride. fulln«M$ of breadt and abundance of id le- 
ness was in her and in her daughters." {Stekiel, xtL 49.) 

b To hentt is to seize: **knovr thou a more horrid Aen//' 
ia, hare a more horrid grasp. 

e Mr. Hunter suggested that this may have been a mis- 
print for »cone€. FaistaflT uses the same word on adopting 
a sbnUtf concealment. 

d This call of Hamlet is not in the quartet. 



Enter Hamlet. 

Ham, Now, mother ; what 's the matter P 
Queen, Hamlet, thou hast thy father much 

offended. 
ffam. Mother, you have my father much of- 
fended. 
Queen, Come, come, you answer with an idle 

tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you question with an idle* tongue. 
Queen, Why, how now, Hamlet ? 
ffam. What 's the matter now P 

Queen, Have you forgot me P 
Ham, No, by the rood, not so : 

You are the queen, your husbwid's brother's wife; 
But would you were not so ! You are my mother. 
Queen, Nay, then I'll set those to you that 

can speak. 
Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you 
shall not budge ; 
You go not, till I set yon up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 
Queen, What wilt thou doP thou wilt not 
murder me P 
Help, help, ho ! 
Fol, [Behind.'] What, ho I help ! help ! help ! 
Ham, How now I a rat P {^Draics, 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet makes a pass through the arras, 
Pol. IBehind.] I am slain. [Falls and dies. 
Queen, me, what hast thou done P 
Ham, Nay, I know not : 

Is it the king P 
[Lifts up the arras, and draws forth Polonius. 
^tteen, 0, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 
Ham. A bloody deed; — almost as bad, good 
mother. 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 
Queen, As kill a king I 

Ham, Ay, lady, 't was my word. — 

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell I 

[To Polonius. 
I took thee for thy betters ; take thy fortune : 
Thou find'st, to be too busy is some danger. — 
Leave wringing of your hands : Peace, sit you 

down, 
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall. 
If it be made of penetrable stufT; 
If damned custom have not braz'd it so. 
That it is proof and bulwark against sense. 
Queen, What have I done, that thou dar^et 
wag thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me P 

a Idle, in folio; in quartos, ftdeked. The antithesis, it ap- 
pears to us, is in answer and qutetion^ and not in idle and 
vichsd. Besides, wicked was too strong an epithet for Hamlet 
to apply to his mother,— inconsistent with that filial respect 
which he never wholly abandons. 
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Horn. Such on act» 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty; 
Galls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fisdr forehead of an innocent love, 
And sets* a blister there ; makes marriage vovs 
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven's face doth glow ; 
Yea» this solidity^ and compound mass, 
With tristful visage, as against the doom. 
Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen, Ah me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index ?^ 
Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on 
this;* 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See what a grace was seated on his brow : 
Hyperion's curls; the front of Jove himself; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command ; 
A station*^ like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill; 
A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his seal. 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your hqsband, — look you now, what 

follows ! 
Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear. 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes f 
Ck)uld you on this fair mountain leave to fec^ 
And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it love : for, at your age. 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it 's humble, 
And waits upon the judgment : And what judg- 
ment 
Would step from this to this F [Sense, sure, you 

have, 
Else, could you not have motion : But sure, that 

sense 
Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err; 
Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd. 
But it reserved some quantity of choice. 
To serve in such a difference.*] What devil 

was *t. 
That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind F ' 
[Eyes vrithout feeling, feeling without sight. 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all. 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense 



» Sett. In the quarto (B) ; in folio, makes. The repetition 
of maket is certainly inelegant. 

b Thistolidity-^ldteuth, Heaven and earth are ashamed 
of your act. 

e Tht index t is here used as In Othello : — *' An index and 
obtcure prologue to the history." 

d Station-~maxm«r of standing, attitude. 

• The lines in brackets are found in quarto (B), but are 
not in the folio. So also the four lines below. 

' Uoodman-hlind—WiLtgamt which we caU6/iiMi-iiMfi'« bug, 
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C!ould not so mope.] 

O shame ! where is thy blush F Bebellious hell. 

If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones. 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax. 

And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame^ 

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge ; 

Since fix)st itself as actively doth bum. 

And reason panders will 

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou tum'st mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there I see such black and grained spots, 
As will not leave their tinct. 

Ham. Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed ; 
Stewed in corruption; honeying, and making 

love 
Over the nasty stye ; — 

, Queen. 0, speak to me no more ; 

The«e words, like daggers, enter in mine 

ears; 
No more, sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer, and a villain : 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord : — ^a vice of kings :* 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole, 
And put it in his pocket ! 

Queen. No more. 

EiUer Ghost. 

kam. A king of snreds and patches : — 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings. 
You heavenly guards ! — ^What would you, gra- 
clous figure F 

Queen. Alas! he's mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to 
chide. 
That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command P 
0, say. 

Ohott. Do not forget : This visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look 1 amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul ; 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works : 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady F 

Queen. Alas, how is 't with you r 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 
And vrith the incorporal air do bold discourse F 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 
And as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 

» Vice of kings^tke Viet of the nld Moralities. See 
Henry IV., Part II.; Act hi. Sc. ii 
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Tour bedded hair, like life in excrements,* 
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle oool patience. Whereon do jovl look F 

Ham. On him! on him!— Look you, how 
pale he glares ! 
His form and cause oonjoin'd, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable. — Do not look upon 

me; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stem effects : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour; tears, perchance, for 
blood. 

Qu&eM, To whom do you speak this? 

Ham. Do you see uothing there ? 

Qu^en, Nothing at all ; yet all that is I see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear? 

Queen, No, nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham, Why, look you there I look how it steals 
away! 
My father, in his habit as he lived ! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[Exit Ghost, 

QitefH. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham, Ecstasy! 
My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time. 
And makes as healthful music : It is not mad- 
ness 
That I have uttered : bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will re-word ; which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace. 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks : 
It will but skin and film the idcerous place ; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
Repent what 's past : avoid what is to come ; 
And do not spread the compost o'er the weeds. 
To make them rank.^ Forgive me this my virtue : 
For in the fatness of these pursy times. 
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg ; 
Ye% curb^ and woo, for leave to do him good. 

Queen, O Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart 
in twain. 

Ham. throw away the worser part of it. 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night : but go not to mine uncle's bed; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
[That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat — 



» BMeremenU—hhir, nails, feathers, wen called excre- 
menu. Isaac Walton, speaking of fowls, says, *' their rery 
0jceremtnt* afford him a soft lodging at night." 

b Ramkt in the folio; in quartos, ranktr, 

• Cwfr— to bend— cotif6«r. 



Of habits devil,*--is angel yet in this, — 

That to the use of actions fair and good 

He likewise gives a frock, or livery. 

That aptly is put on :^] Refrain to-night : 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 

To the next abstinence : [the next more easy ; 

For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 

And master* the devil, or throw him out 

With wondrous potency.] Once more, good night : 

And when you are desirous to be bless'd, 

I '11 blessing beg of you.**— For. this same lord, 

[Pointing to PoLomus. 
I do repent. But heaven hath pleas'd it so, — 
To punish me with this, and this with me. 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 
I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave Mm. So again, good night ! 
I must be cniel, only to be kind : 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. — 
[One word more, good lady.] 

Queen. What shall I do P 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do : 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your ohedc ; call you his mouse ; 
And let him, for a pair of reeohy kisses. 
Or padling in your neck with his damn'd fingers. 
Make you to ravel all this matter out. 
That I essentially am not in madness. 
But mad in craft. 'Twere good you let him 

know: 
For who, that 's but a queen, fair, sober, wise. 
Would from a paddock,* from a bat, a gib,' 
Such dear concemings hide F who would do so P 
No, in despite of sense, and secrecy. 
Unpeg the basket on the house's top. 
Let the birds fly ; and, like the famous ape. 
To try conclusions, in the basket creep. 
And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assur'd, if words be made of 
breath. 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham, I must to England ; you know that P 



* This passage is generally prnted thus :— 

** That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit's deril, it angel yet in this." 

The commentators, who have, contrary to the text of the 
qnarto, made htUtitt the genitive case, cannot explain their 
own reading. As we have printed the passage, we under- 
stand it to mean, that custom, who destroys all nicety of 
feeling— sense— sensibility,— who is the devil that gOTems 
our habits— is yet an angel in this, &o. 

b The lines in brackets, and the four subsequent llne«, 
are not in the folio, but are found in the quarto {B). 

Moiter—M the quarto (C) : it has been changed to W/Aer 
curb, either without curb being the reading of quarto {B), 

d I. as your son, will ask your blessing, when, by youi 
altered life, you evince your desire to be blesa'd. 

• Paddock— tiMd. 
t Gib—n cat. 

189 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act III.l 



HAMLET, PEINCE OF DENMARK. 



[SCEHK IV. 



Alack, 



Queen. 
I had forgot ; 't is so concluded on. 

Ham, [There's letters sealed: and my two 
schoolfellows, — 
Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang'd, — 
They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way. 
And marshal me to knavery : Let it work. 
For 'Lis the sport, to have the engineer 
Hoist with his own petar :* and 't shall go hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon : O, 't is most sweet, 

• Hoitt wilhhis oirnp^/ar— blown up with his own engine. 



When in one line two crafts directly meet.*] 
This man shall set me packing. 
I 'U lug the guts into the neighbour room : — 
Mother, good night. — Indeed, this counsellor 
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave. 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you : 
Grood night, mother. 

[Exeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging 
in the body of Polonius. 

* These lines in brackets are not in the folio. 



[• The herald Mercury.'] 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT III. 



* Scene II. — ** TU have a suit of sables*' 

Sir Thomas Hanmer turned ** I '11 have a suit of 
tables" into "I'll have a suit of emUne;" and 
Warburton thinks it extremely absurd that Ham- 
let and the devil should both go into mourning. 
Neither Hanmer nor Warburton perceived the 
latent irony of HamleVs reply. Ophelia says his 
father has been dead ** twice two months ; " he 
replies, " So long ? nay, then let the devil wear 
black, for I '11 have a suit of eables." Robes of sable 
were amongst the most eo9tly articles of dress ; and 
by the Statute of Apparel, 24 Hen. YIIL, it was 
ordained that none under the degree of an earl 
should use sables. This fur, as is well known, is not 
black ; and it is difficult to know how it beoime con- 
nected with mournful associations, as in Spenser — 

" Grief all in table sorrowfully clad." 

In heraldry, aahle means black ; and, acoordiug to 
Peacham, the name thus used is derived from the 
fur. Sables, then, were costly and magnificent ; but 
not essentially the habiliments of sorrow, though 
they had some slight association with mournful 
ideas. If Hamlet had said, <' Nay, let the devil 
wear black, for I '11 have a suit of ermine," he would 
merely have said. Let the devil be in mourning, for 
I '11 be fine. But as it is he says, Let the devil wear 
the real colours of grief, but I '11 be magnificent in 
a garb that only has a facing of something like 
grief. Hamlet would wear the suit as Ben Jonson's 
haberdasher wore it: "Would you not laugh to 
meet a great oonnFellor of state, in a flat cap, with 
his trunk-hose, and a hobby-horse cloak ; and yond 
haberdasher in a velvet gown trimmed with sables ? " 

» Scene II.—" The dumb show enters** 

Hamlet has previously described the bad player 
as. "capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb 
shows." Mute exhibitions, during the time of 
Shakspere, and before and after, were often intro- 
duced to exhibit such circumstances as the limits of 
a play would not admit to be represented. In some 
plays the order of these dumb shows is minutely 
described; and they generally represent scenes 
which are not offered to the understanding in the 
dialogue. We presume, however, that Shakepere, 
in the instance before us, had some stage authority 
for making the dumb show represent the same ac- 
tion that is indicated in the dialogue. His dramatic 
object here Is evident : he wanted completely to 
catch the conscience of the king ; and thus, before 
the actors come to the murder of Gonzago, the 
king is alarmed, and asks, ** Have you heuxl the 
argtmient ? is there no offence in it ?" 

* SoBNX II. — "A feUovDship in a cry of players,'* etc. 

A cry of players was a company ; a fellowship 
was a participation in the profita Hamlet had 
managed the play so well, that his skill ought to 
entitle him to such a fellowship : — " Half a share," 
says Horatio; "a whole one," says Hamlet. In 



Mr. CoUier^s History of the Stage, vol. iii. p. 427 
we find many curious details on the payment of 
actors, showing that the performers at our earlier 
theatres wei'e divided into whole-sharers, three- 
quarter-sharers, half-sharers, and hired men. 

* ScESE IV.— "Zoofc here, upon this picture, and 
on this" 

In a volume of Essays, written by Dr. Armstrong, 
under the assumed name of Lancelot Temple, we 
have the following observations on the common 
stage action which accompanies this passage, — 
*' As 1 feel it, there is a kind of tame impropriety, 
or even absurdity, in that action of Hamlet pro'> 
ducing the two miniatures of his father and uncle 
out of his pocket. It seems more natural to 
suppose, that Hamlet was struck with the com- 
parison he makes between the two brothers, upou 
casting his eyes on their pictures, as they hang up 
in the apartment where this conference passes with 
the queen. There is not only more nature, more 
elegance, and dignity in supposing it thus ; but it 
gives occasion to more passionate and more graceful 
action; and is of consequence likelier to be as 
Shakspere's imagination had conceived it." It is 
remarkable that this stage practice, which involved 
the improbability that Hamlet should have carried 
his uncle's picture about with him, should have 
been a modem innovation. In a print prefixed to 
Rowe's Shakspere, 1709, of which the following is 
a copy, we see Hamlet pointing to the large pictures 
on the arras. Ourreaders will smile at the costume, 
and will observe that the stage trick of kicking 
down the chair upon the entrance of the ghost is 
more than a century old. 
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[A Plain in Denmark.] 



ACT IV. 



SCENE I.— r^f same. 
Enter KiKO and QtJEEN.' 

Kinff. There ^s matter in these sighs; these 
profound heares ; 
Ton most translate : 't is fit we understand them : 
Where is your son P 

C^ueen, Ah, my good lord> what have I seen 
to-night ! 

Kinff. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet P 

Qiteen. Mad as the seas, and wind, when both 
contend 
Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir. 
He whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat! a rat /*» 
And, in his brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had we been there : 
His liberty is full of threats to all ; 

• In the quartos, Rotencrantx and Gufldenitem enter 
with the King and Queen, and are tent away, for a short 
space, by this line of the Queen : — 

*' Bestow this place on us a little whUe." 
In the folio this line is omitted; and Rosencranti and Guil- 
denstem come in when Oulldenstem is called by the King, 
bin the quartos, 

" Whips out his rapier cries, A rat ! a rat I " 
142 



To you yourself, to us, to every one. 

Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answer'd P 

It will be laid to us, whose providence 

Should have kept short, restrained, and out of 

haunt. 
This mad young man : but, so much was our love, 
We would not understand what was most fit; 
But, like the owner of a foul disease. 
To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is be gone P 

f^een. To draw apart the body he hath kill*d : 
O'er whom his very madness, like some ore, 
Among a mineral * of metals base. 
Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

King, 0, Gertrude, come away ! 
The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch. 
But we will ship him hence : and this vile de«d 
We must, with all our majesty and skill. 
Both countenance and excuse. — ^Ho! Guilden- 
stem! 

Enter Hosencrantz and Guildenstebit. 

Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain. 

And from his mother's closet hath he dragged him : 

■ A/<R«ra/— mine ; a compound mass of metals. 
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Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapeL I pray yon, haste in this. 

IReeu/tt Eos. and Guil. 
Come, Gertrude, we 'U call up our wisest friends; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do. 
And what's untimely done : [so, haply, slander, 
Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter. 
As level as the cannon to his blank. 
Transports his poison'd shot, may miss our name, 
And hit the woimdless air.*] O come away ! 
My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [Mpeuni, 

SCENE 11,—Jitoiker Boom in the tame. 

Enter Hamle't. 

Ham, Safely stowed^ — 

[Eos. ^e. within, Hamlet ! lord Hamlet !] 
Ham, What noise ? who calls on Hamlet ? 0| 
here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz and GuiLDBNSTBaN. 

Roe. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body P 

Ham, Compounded it with dust, whereto 't is 
kin. 

Ros, Tell us where H is ; that we may take it 
, , thence. 
And bear it to the cliapeh 

Ham, Do not believe it 

Ro9, Believe what ? 

Ham, That I can keep your counsel) and not 
mine own. Besides, to be demanded of ^ a sponge ! 
— what replication should be made by the son of 
a king? 

Ron. Take you me for a sponge, my lord P 

Ham, Ay, sir ; that soaks up the ldng*s coun- 
tenance, his rewards, his authorities. But such 
officers do the king best service in the end : He 
keeps them, like an ape^ in the comer of his jaw ; 
first mouthed, to be last swallowed : When he 
needs what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing 
you, and, sponge, you shall be dry again. 

Roe, I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham, I am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps 
in a foolish ear. 

Ros, My lord, you must tell us where the body 
is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king 
is not with the body. . The king is a thing — 

Guil, A thing, my lord P 

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide 
*fox, and all after.^ [Exeunt, 



ft The lines In the brackets are not In the folio. In the 
qiiartof the sense is imperfect, and Theobald inserted ; *' so, 
hanly, slander." 

b Demanded o/— demanded hy. 

c The name of a boyish sport —"All hid." 



SCENE ITL— Another Room in the name. 
Enter King, attended. 

King, I have sent to seek him, and to find the body. 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loose ! 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him : 
He 's lov'd of the distracted multitude, 
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And, where 't is 8o,the offender's scourge is weigh'd. 
But never the offence. Tobenrallsmoothandeveiiy 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown. 
By desperate appliance are reliev'd, 
Enier Rosencbai^tz. 
Or not at alL — ^How now P what hath befallen ? 

Rot, Where the dead body is bestow'd, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King, But where is lie ? 

Rot. Without, my lord; guarded, to know your 
pleasure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

Rot. Ho, Guildenstem ! bring in my lord. 
Enter HAMLEt and Quildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where 's Polonius P 

Ham, At supper. 

King, At supper P Where P 

Ham, Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : 
a certain convocation of politic* worms are e'en 
at him. Tour worm is your only emperor for 
diet: we fat all creatures else, to fat tls; and 
we fat ourselves for maggots: Your fat king, 
and your lean beggar, is but variable service; 
two dishes, but to one table ; that 's the end. 

[King, Alas, alas ! 

Ham, A man may fish with the worm that • 
hath eat of a king; and eat of the fish that hath 
fed of that worm.**] 

King, What dost thou mean by this P 

Ham, Nothing but to show you how a king 
may go a progress through the guts of a beggar. 

King, Where is Polonius P 

Ham. In heaven, send thither to see : if your 
messenger find him not there, seek him i' the 
other place yourself. But, indeed, if you find 
him not this month, you shall nose him as you 
go up the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. [To «Mitf Attendants. 

Ham. He will stay till you come. 

Exeunt Attendants. 

* The Corrector of the folio of 16S2 substitutes paiaied for 
potUie, Mr. Collier says the expression paiated is peculiarly 
Shaksperian, and <* if the text had always stood *pmlaUd 
worms,' and it had been proposed to change it to *polUie 
worms/ few readers would for an instant hare consentied." 
The argument h a two-edged one ; it makes us hesitate about 
disturbing an e«tablished text, li paiaied be a Shaksperian 
word, poHHe is a Shaksperian thought, and is manift»tly 
connected with the idea of ** convocation." 

b The lines in brackets are not in the folio. 
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King, Hamlet, this deed of thine, for thine 
especial safety. 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thon hast done^ must send thee 

hence 
With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and everything is bent 
For England. 

Earn, For England? 

King, Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King, So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 

Ham, I see a cherub, that sees him.' — ^But, 
come ; for England .'—Farewell, dear mother. 

King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham, My mother : Father and mother is man 
and wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my 
mother. Ck>me, for England. [Exit, 

King, Follow him at foot ; tempt him with 
speed aboard ; 
Delay it not, I '11 have him hence to-night : 
Away ; for everything is seal'd and done 
That else leans on the' affair: Pray you, make 
haste. [Exeuni Ros. and Guil. 

And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may'st not coldly set 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full. 
By letters conjuring to that effect, 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 
For like the het^tic in my blood he rages, 
And thou roust cure me : Till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my haps, my joys were ne'er begun> 

[ExU. 

SCENE IV.— J Plain in Denmark. 
Enter FoRTlNBEAS, and Forces, marching. 

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish 
king; • 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras 
Claims • the conveyance of a promised march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
]f that his majesty would aught with us. 
We shall express our duty in his eye. 
And let him know so. 

Cap, I will do 't, my lord. 

For, Go safely * on. 

[Exeunt Fortinbiuls and Forces. 

* Himj in the folio; In the quartos, them. 

b So in the folio ; in the quartos, •• we "11 ne'er begin." 

c ClaiwUf in the folio ; in the quartos, erave*. 

d Safety, in the folio ; in the quartos, so/ttff. 

Ui 



[^Enter Hamlet, Rosencrakk, Guilden. 
STERN, &c. 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these ? 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham, How proposed,*^ sir, 

I pray you ? 

Cap, Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. Who 

Commands them, sir ? 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir. 
Or for some fix)ntier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak^ and with no addition. 
We go to gain a little patch of ground. 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it ; 
Nor ^ it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will do- 
fend it. 

Cap. Yes, 't is already garrison'd. 

Ham, Two thousand souls^ and twenty thou- 
sand ducats, 
Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthuroe of mucb wealth and 

peace; 
That inwfiurd breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 

Cap. God be wi' you, sir. [Exit Captain. 

Eot. Will 't please you go, my lord ? 

Ham. I will be with you straight. Go a 
little before. [Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 
How all occasions do inform against me, 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man. 
If his chief good, and market of his time, , 
Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more. 
Sure, he, that made us with such large discourse,* 
Looking before, and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To fust* in us unus'd. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 
A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part 

wisdom. 
And ever, three parts coward,^ do not know 
Why yet I live to say. This thing *s to do ; 
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and 

means, 
Todo't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me: 
Witness, this army of such mass and charge, 

a The whole of this scene, in which a clue is so beautl- 
ftilly furnished to the indecision of Hamlet, is wanting In 
the folio. It was perhaps omitted on account of the extrem* 
length of the play, and as not helping on the action. 

b Propofed— purposed. Steevens substituted the word 
purposed^ and recent editors follow him. 

See Kute ou " discourse of reason," Act i. 8c. ii. 

d To /iu/~to become mouldy. 
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Tjed by a delicate and tender prince ; 

Whose spirit, with divine ambition puffed. 

Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare. 

Even for an eggshell Rightly to be great, 

Is, not to stir without great argam(*nt. 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, 

When honour 's at the stake. How stand I then. 

That have, a father kilPd, a mother stain'd. 

Excitements of my reason, and my blood. 

And let all sleep ? while, to my shame, I see 

The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame> 

Go to their graves like beds ; %ht for a plot 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Which is not tomb enough, and continent, 

To hide the slain P — O, from this time forth, ^ 

My tiioughts be bloody, or be nothing worth !] 

SCENE v.— Elsinore. ARoomU ike Cattle, 

StUer QuBB!T and Horatio. 

Queen. I will not speak with her. 
ffor. She is importunate ; indeed, distract ; 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 
QMeen, What would she have P 

ffor. She speaks much of her father; says, 

she hears, 
There 's tricks i* the worid ; and hems, and beats 

her heart; 
Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in 

doubt, 
That cany but half sense : her speech is nothing) 
Tet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it, 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures 

yield them, 
Indeed would make one think there would be 

thought. 
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 
Qifeen. 'Twere good she were spoken with; 

for she may strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds : 
Let her come in. [Ejnf Ho&atio. 

To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is. 
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Re-^ier Hobatio with Ophelia. 
Oph. Where is the beauteous migesty of Den- 
mark P 
QjMen: How now. Ophelia P 

Traoebieb. — Vol. I. L 



Oph. {Hngt) How shonld I your troe love know 
Prom another one f 
By his cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon.i 

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what import? (his. 

song? 
Oph. Say you P nay, pray you, mark. 

He if dead and gone, lady, 

He it dead and gone ; 
At his head a grass -green torf, 

At his heels a stone. 

Qiteen. Nay, but Ophelia, — 
Oph, • Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snowr. - 

Enter King. 
Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph, Larded with sweet flowers ; 

Which bewept to the grave did not go. 
With true lore showers.* 

King. How do you, pretty lady? 

Oph. Well, God 'ield you!»> They say, the 
owl was a baker*s daughter. Lord, we know 
what we are, but, know not what we may be. 
God be at your table ! 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Oph. Pray you, let us have no words of this ; 
but when they ask you what it means, say you 
this: 

To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day 

All in the morning betime, 
And I a maid at your window. 

To be your Valentine : 
Then up he rose, and donn'd his clotUee 

And dupp'd c the chamber^loor ; 
Let in the maid*, that out a maid 

Kever departed more. 

King. Pretty Ophelia ! 

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath, I '11 make 
an end on 't : 

By Gis. and by Saint Charity, 
Alack, and fye for shame ! 
Young men Will do 't, if they come to 'l ; 

By cock they are to blame. 
Quoth she, before you tumbled me. 

Yon promis'd me to wed : 
80 would I ha' done, by yonder sun, 
An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King^ How long as she been this P 
Oph. I hope, aJ& will be well. We must be 
patient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think 
they should lay him i* the cold ground : My bro- 
ther shall know of it, and so I thank you for 
your good counsel. Come, my coach! Good 
night, ladies ; good night, sweet kdies ; good 
night, good night. [Exit, 

* Did notgn. So all the old copies—" corrected by Mr. 
Pope," says flteevens. Ophelia's song had reference to her 
father. He was not a youth— he was not bewept with fr«#- 
lov« showers 

o Ood *ield yoa— God requite you. 

c Dupp'd. To dup is to rf0 M/> ; as to don HU>do on. 
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King, Follow her dose ; give her good watch, 
I pra? yoa. \Exit Hosatio. 

! this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her father's death :* O Gertrude, Ger- 
trude, ' 
When sorrows come^ thej come not single spies. 
But in battalions ! First, her father slam ; 
Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 
Of hb own just remove : The people muddied. 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and 

whispers. 
For good Polonius' deaths and we have done 

but greenly,** 
In hugger-mugger^ to inter him : Poor Ophelia^ 
Divided from herself, and her fair judgment ; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere 

beasts. 
Last, and as much containing as all these, 
Her brother is in secret come from France : 
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds. 
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death ; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggai-'d. 
Will nothing stick our persons to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this. 
Like to a murdering piece,<^ in many places 
Gives me superfluous death. [A noise within. 
Queen. Alack ! what noise is this P 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King, Where are my twitzers? Let them 
guard the door : 
What is the matter ? 

Oent. Save yourself, my lord ; 

The ocean, overpeering of his list. 
Eats not the flats with more impitious* haste, 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
O'erbears your officers. The rabble call him, lord ; 
And as the world were now but to begin. 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 
The ratifiers and props of every word. 
They cry, * Choose we ; Laertes shall be King ! * 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
' Laertes shall be king, Laertes kmg !' 

Qireen. How cheerfully on tho false trail they 
ciy! 
O, this is counter, you ficdse Danish dogs. 

• III the qmrtos we find, afler thU, " And now 1)ehQ}d.'* 
The word* arc rejected in the folio. 

>» Grefuly — unwisely; like iiovieet. 

c Hufj'j^-ftnttjyer. The eljrmoiogy of this ancient word i« 
very aiicertain. The Scotch have huffgrie-muggrie, which 
Jjimieson Interpret*, *« in a confuted tinte, diiorderly." In 
North'* Plutarch, the word is applied to the hurial of Casar : 
"AntoniuM thinking good his testament should be read 
o;>enly, and also that his body should be hq.nourably buried, 
and not in hugger -mugger,** 

d Murdering pieee-^ tianon was so called. 

• /jNpiiioM— unpitying; the folio of 1632 gifes us 
tmpetuoui. 

U6 



King, The doors are broke. [Noise within. 
Enter Laebtes, armed; Danes /oltowing. 

Laer, Where is this king? — Sirs, stand you 
all without. 

Dan, No, let *s come in. 

Laer, I pray you, give me leave. 

Ban. We will, we will 

\The^ retire without the door. 

Laer, I thank you : — keep the door. — thou 
vile king. 
Give me my father. 

Queen, Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laer, That drop of blood that's calm, pro- 
claims me bastard ; 
Criesi cuckold, to my father ; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
Of my true mother. 

King, What is the cause, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person ; 
There *s such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incensed; — Let him go, 

Gertrude ; — 
Speak, man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Queen, But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? I '11 not be juggled 
with: 
To hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil I 
Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit ! 
I dare damnation : To this point I stand, — 
That both the worlds I give to negligence. 
Let come what comes ; only I'll be revenged 
Most throughly for my father. 

King. Who shall stay you P 

Laer. My will, not all the world : 
And, for my means, I '11 husband them so weU, 
They shall go far vith b'ttle. 

King. Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is't writ in your 

revenge, 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend 

and foe. 
Winner and loser? 

Laer, None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then P 

Laer, To his good friends thus wide I'll ope 
my arms ; 
And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican,' 
Repast them with my blood. 
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King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good cliild, and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of your father's death. 
And am most sensibly in grief for it, 
It shall as level to your judgment pierce,* 
As day does to your eye. 

Danes, [Wifkin.'] Let her come in. 

Laer. How now I what noise is that P 
Enter OriiKLiAt/anfasHcally dreesed with straws 

andflowers, 
O heat, dry up my brsdns ! tears, seven times 

salt, 
Bum out the sense and virtue of mine eye !— 
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight. 
Till our scale turns the beam. rose of May 1 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! — 
O heavens I is 't possible, a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as an old man's life F 
Nature is fine m love : and, where *t is fine, 
It sends some precious instance of itself' 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. Thry bore him barefiac'd on the bier; 
Hey non nonny» nonny, hey nonny ; 
And on hl« grare rains many a tear ;— 

Pare you well, my dove ! 

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade 
revenge, 
It could not move thus. 

Oph, You must sing, Down a-down, an you 
call Aim a-down-a, O, how the wheel becomes 
it!* It is the false steward, that stole his 
master's daughter. 

Laer. This nothing 's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that's for remem- 
brance ;• pray, love, remember : and t^^e^e is 
pansies, that 's for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness; thoughts and 
remembrance fitted. 

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines : 
—there's rue for you ; and here 's some for me : 
—we may call it, herb-grace o' Sundays :•>— oh 
you must wear your rue with a difference.—- 
There's a daisy :— I would give you some vio- 
lets; but they withered all, when my father 

died :— They say, he made a good end, 

For bonny sweet Robin is all my Joy,— 

Laer. Thought and afliiction, passion, hell 
itself. 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

• Pierce, in the folio; In the q«?rto. Pf- ,„^ .^.„t^ *« 

b ThU i» explained, "how well i* this ditty afaptedto 

the wheel."— to be sung by the spinners at the wheel. The 

burthen of a song, such as down a-down, was, accordmg to 

''rS::'ei^'^^'':o^^^toh^r. thap<^wer of strength- 

*"d'l2V2rSSttoexpwMr«<ik^orrow. Por the same 
reason it was called ktrh^e; for "he whom God loveth 
he ebatteneth." 

La 



Oph. And will he not come again r 
And will he not come again t 

No, no, he is dead, 

Go to thy death-bed. 
He never will come again. 

His beard is white as snow. 
All flaxen was his poll : 

He is gone, he is gone. 

And we cast away moan ; 
Gramercy on his soul 1 

And of all christian souls ! I pray God. God 
be wi' you ! [-KriV Ophelia. 

Laer, Do you see this, O God P 

King. Laertes, I must common* with your 
grief. 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart. 
Make choice of whom' your wisest Mends you 

will, 
And they shall hear and judge 't wixt you and me : 
If by direct or by ooUatewd hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in satisfaction ; but, if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer, Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure burial- 
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones,* 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation,— 
Cry to be heard, as 't were from heaven to earth. 
That I must call 't in question. 

Kit^. So you shall ; 

And, where the offence is, let the great axe faU. 
I pray you, ga with me. \_Exeunt. 

SCENE Yl.— Another Room in the same. 
Enter 5omtio, and a Servant. 

ffor. What are they that would speak with me ? 

^p • Sailors, sir; 

They say, they have letters for you. 

jy^, lict them come in. — 

lErit Servant. 
I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet 

Enter Sailors. 

- 1 Sail. God bless you, sir. 

ffor. Let him bless thee too. 

1 Sail. He shall, sir, an 't please him. There 's 
a letter for you, sir ; it comes from the ambas- 
sador that was bound for England; if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 



a To eonunon, now written 
-interchange thoughts. 



r, is to make eommoii 
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H0r. [Reads.] Horatio, When thou sbalt havf overlooked | 
thU, give these fellows some meant to the king; they have 
letters for him. £re we were two days old at sea, a pirate of 
very warlike appointm^t gave as chaoe : Finding ourselves 
too slow of sail, we put on a compelled valour ; in the grapple 
1 boarded them: on the instant, they got clear of our ship; 
so 1 alone became their prisoner. They have deah with me 
like thieves of mercy ; but they knew what they did ; I am to 
do a good turn for them. Let the king have the letters I Have 
•ent ; and repair thou to me with as much haste as thou 
would'st fly death. I have words to speak in thine ear, will 
make theedurob; yet are they much too light for the bore of 
the matter. These good fellows will bring thee where I am. 
JUrnnerantn and Ouitdomtem hold their course for England » 
•f them I have much to tell thee. FarewelL 

He that tho« knowest thine, HamM, 

Come, I will gire you way for these your letters ; 
And do *t the speedier^ that you may direct me 
To him ixom whom you brofught them. [ExeuHt 

SCEN£ YU.^Jnoikir Room in tie same. 
Enter Kme and Laebym. 

A7Vy. Now must your oonscieiioe my acquit- 
tance seal, 
And you must put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear^ 
That he which hath your noble &ther slain, 
Pursu'd my life. 

Zaer. It well appears : — But tell roe, 

Wliy you proceeded not against these feats, 
So crimefol and so capital in nature. 
As by your safety, wisdom, all things else. 
You mainly were stirred up. 

KiHff. 0, for two special reasons ; 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much un- 

sinew'd, 
And yet to me they are strong. The queen, his 

mother. 
Lives almost by his tooks ; and for myself, 
(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 
She 's so conjunctive to my life and soul. 
That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other motive. 
Why to a public count I might not go. 
Is the great love the general gender bear him : 
Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 
Would, like the spring tiiat tumeth wood to 

stone. 
Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows, 
Too slightly timbered for so loud a wind. 
Would have reverted to my bow again. 
And not where I had aim'd them. 

Zaer, And so have I a noble father lost ; 
A sister driven into desperate terms ; 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections : — ^But my revenge wifl come. 

Afif^. Break not your sleeps for that: you 
must not tWk 



That we are made of stuff so flat and dull^ 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger, - 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear 

more : 
I loved your father, and we lo>ve ourself > 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine,— 
How now P what news P 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mei. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 

This to your nuqesty ; this to the queen. 

Kii^. From Hamlet ! Who brought them f 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say : I saw them not. 
They were given to me by Claudio, he received 
them. 

Kin^. LaerteSt you shall hear them :-*LeaTe 
us. lEnt Messenger. 

[Btmdt.] High and mighty, yon shall know, I am set naked 
on your khigdom. To-morrow shall I beg leave to see your 
kingly eyts : when I shall, first asking your pardon thereunto, 
recountthe occasionsof my sudden and more strange return. 

Samirt 

What should this mean P Are all the rest come 

backP 
Or is it some abuse, or no such thing P 

Laer, Enow you the hand P 

Kin^. 'T is Hamlet's character. ' Naked,'— 
And, in a postscript here, he says, ' abne : ' 
Can you advise me P 

Laer. 1 am lost in it, my lord. But let him 
come: 
It warms the very sickness in my heart, 
That I shall live and tell him to his teeth. 
Thus diddest thou. 

Xing. If it be so, Laertes, 

As how should it be so P how otherwise P 
Will you be rul'd by me ? 

Laer, If so you 'U not o'er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. K he be now 
retum'd, — 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, — I will work him 
To an exploit, now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall ; 
And for his death no wind of blame shall 

breathe; 
But even his mother shall uncharge the prac- 
tice. 
And cfdl it, accident. 

ILaer. My lord, I will be rul'd : 

The rather, if you oould devise it so. 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls light. 

You have been talk'd of since your travel much. 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him. 
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As did that one ; and that, in my regard, 
Of the imworthiest siege. 
Laer. Whai pari is that, my lord f 

KtHff. A very riband in the ca{> of youth. 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery tiiat it wears, 
Than settled age his sables, and his weeds. 
Importing health and graveness,* — ] Some two 

months hence. 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 
I have seen myself, and serv'd i^;ain8t the 

Frrach, 
And they can^ well on horseback: but this 

gallant 
Had witdioraft in 't ; he grew into his seat ; 
And to such wondrous doing brought his horse. 
As he had been incorps'd and demi-natur*d 
With the brave beast: so far he pass'd* my 

thought, 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 
Come short of what he cQd. 
Laer, A Norman, was't F 

Ki/iff. A Norman. 

• Laer, Upon my life, Lamound. 

Kim;. The very same. 

Laer. I know him well: he b the brooch, 
indeed. 
And gem of all the nation. 

Kin^. He made confession of you ; 
And gave you such a masterly report. 
For art and exercise in yonr defence. 
And for your rapier most especially. 
That he cried out, 't would be a sight indeed. 
If one could match you : [the scrimers^ of their 

nation, 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 
If you oppo6*d them :]^ Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy. 
That he could nothing do, but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with him. 
Now, out of this, 

Laer. Why out of this, my lord • 

ASwyr. Laertes, was your father dear to youF 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart F 

Laer. Why ask you this F 

KiMff, Not that I think you did not love yout 
father; 
But that 1 know love is begun by time ; 
And that I see, in passages of proof. 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 

• The passage in brackets is not fovind in tiM folio ; bat it 
printed from quarto (B). 

b Cmt well in qoartos ; in folio, ran well, 
e fatted, m folio ; Ui ouartos, topp'd. 
i Serimers^fenctTt', fnm §»erimeurs. 

• The pasaage in brackeU is not in the f <1io. 



[There lives within the very flame of love 

A kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it; 

And nothing b at a like goodness still; 

For goodness, growing to a plurisy * 

Dies in his own too-much : That we would do. 

We should do when we would ; for this tcould 

changes. 
And hath abatements and delays as many. 
As there are tongues^ are hancb, are accidents ; 
And then this skouid is like a spendthrift sigh. 
That huits by easing. But, to the quick o' the 

uloer:»»] 
Hamlet comes back : what would you undertake. 
To show yourself your father's son in deed* 
More than in words ? 
Laer. To cut his throat i* the church. 

Kinff. No place, indeed, should murder sane- 

tuarice; 
Bevenge should have no bounds. But, good 

Laertes, 
Wm you do this, keep dose within your 

chamber F 
Hamlet^ retum'd, shall know you are come home : 
We '11 put on those shall praise your excellence, 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you; bring you, in fine, 

together. 
And wager on your heads : he, being remiss,* 
Most generous, and free from all contriving. 
Will not peruse* the foils ; so that, with ease. 
Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword imbated,' and, in a pass of practice, 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do 't : 

And, for that purpose, I '11 anoint my sword. 
I bought an unction of a mountebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood, no cataplasm so rare, 
Ck)llected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death. 
That is but scratched withal : I 'U touch my point 
With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly. 
It may be death. 

KtM^. Let *s further think of this ; 

Weigh, what convenienoe, both of time and 

means. 
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail. 
And that our drift look through our bad per- 
formance, 

• PImrUp Warbnrton wtnld read p/WAorjr . But ptwrlt^ 
wasconstantly osed In the sense of fulness, abundance, by the 
poets. Thus, in Massingeri we hare '* pluiisy of goodness," 
and " pinrisy of blood.*^ 

b The lines In brackets al» not In the folio, 
c /« dted. So the folio; in the quartos, " indeed your 
father's son.** 
<! /<eMi««— inattentive. 

• Permte ^examine. 

t Umk€ted^W)i blunted. 
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Act IV.] 



HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



[ScBwr VH. 



T were better not assa/d ; therefore this project 
Should ha?e a back, or second, that might hold. 
If this should blast in proof. Soft ; — let me see : — 
We'U make a solemn wager on your oom- 

mings,*-^ 
Iha't. 

When in your motion you are hot and dry, 
(As make your bouts more violent to that end,) 
And that he calls for drink, I 'U have prepared 

him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping. 
If he by chance escape your vcnom'd stuck, *» 
Our purpose may hold there. 

Enter Queen. 
How now, sweet queen P 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's 
heel. 
So fast they follow: — Your sister's drown'd, 
liaertes. 
Laer. Drown'd ! — O, where P 
Queen. There is a willow grows aslant a 
brook,« 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
There, with fEuitastio garlands did she come,'' 



• Cammi'nM— meeting! In assault. The eomwUng la the 
venue. In the quartos we have eunningt. 

b Mr. Grant White would read tuck, a rapier. Shick has 
the same meaning. 

o A$lani a brovk, In the folio; in quartos, ateaunt the brock. 

d So the folio. In the quarto we have 

" There with fantastic garlands did she make; 
which some editors corrupted into ''therewith;** aa if 
Ophelia mode her garments of the willow. To ** make " is 
used in the sense of to " rome " — to malce way— to proeeeU. 



Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, 
'lliat liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call 

them : 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
When down the weedy trophies, and herself. 
Pell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 

wide; 
And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up : 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable of her own distress. 
Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element : but long it could not be. 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

La^r. Alas then, is she drown'd P 

Queen, Drown'd, drowned. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor 
Ophelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds. 
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone^ 
The woman will be out. — ^Adieu, my lord ! 
I have a speech of fire that fain would blaze. 
But that this folly douts * it. [Erit. 

King. Let 's follow, Gertrude ; 

How much I had to do to calm his rage I 
Now fear I this will give it start again ; 
Therefore let's follow.. [Exeunt 

a Dout$, in the folio ; in the quartos, droum. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT IV. 



* Scene V. — •* How thould Tyour trw lore know f" 

TuE music, still sung in the character of Ophelia, 
to the fragments of songs in the Fifth Scene of Act 
I v., id supposed to be the same, or nearly so, that 
was used in Shakspere's time, and thence trans- 
mitted to us by tradition. When Dniry -lane theatre 

Plaintivelt/. 



was des*royed by fire, in 1812. the copy of these 
songs suffered the fate of the whole musical library ; 
but Dr. Arnold noted down the airs from Mrs. 
Jordan's recollection of them, and the present three 
stanzas, as well as the two beginning — ** And will 
he not come again ?" are fronAis collection. 
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Ist. IIow should I your true love know, From a 
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2nd. He is dead and gone, la - dy 



He is dead 



and 
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3rd. \Vhite his shroud as the moun-tain snow, 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT IV. 



f^ 



a=fc£J; ; fei:J°H rt|; 
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1st. one? By his coo > kle hat and staff, And his san - dal shoou. 




i 



<■■! n 
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2nd. gone ! At his head a grass-green turf, 
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At his heels a stone. 
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Srd.flowers, Which bo-wept to the grave did not go, 
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With true - love showers. 
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Moderately gay, 
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St. Valentine's day, All in the morning be- 
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2nd. Then up he rose, and don'd his clothes. And dnpp'd the cham - ber 
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The two stanzas commencing, ** To-morrow/' are 
from the notation of the late Wm. Liuley, £sq>} 
as he '' remembered them to have been exquisitely 
«ung by Mrs. Forster, when she was Mias Field, 
<md belonged to Drury-lane theatre."* The stanzas 
beginning, " By Gis and by St. Charity," may go 
to the notes set to " To-morrow.*' 



We have dven the melodies as noted by Dr. 
Arnold and Mr. W. Linley, but for their bases 
and accompaniments, we hold ourselves alone 
responsible ; having added such as, in our opinion, 
are best adapted to the characters of the airs, 
musically viewed, and to the feeling of the 8cen«^ 
dramatically considered. 



i;;2 



* ' Shakspeare's Dramatic Songi,' ii. 50. 
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Ist. time, And I a maid at your wiudow. To be your Ya - len - tine 
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.2nd. door. Let in the maid, that out a maid 
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never de - part-td more. 
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'l^-^^l^^^ 
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J St. to tby death-boil ; He 



ne-ver will come a - gain. 







" Tbe pellican, for to rerlre her yonnge, 
Doih pierce her brest, and geve them of her hloo(!. 
Then searche your brette, and as you have with tonge 
With penne proceede to doe our countrie good : 
Your seal is great, your learning Is profounde. 
Then help our wantes, with that you doe abouode." 

' ScEXB V.—" No trophy, sw^^d, nor hatehnent, 
o*er his bonei. 

Sir John Hawkins says, '' not only the sword, 
but the helmet, gauntlet, spurs, and tabard (i e., a 
coat whereon the armorial ensigns were anciently 
depicted, from whence the term coat of armour) 
nve hung over the grave of every knight. We 
subjoin a trophy of the.period of Elizabeth, placed 
o'er the tomb of the Leunard family, in West- 
Wickham Church, Kent 



1 



• ScRNB V.—" Like the hind, life rendering 
pelican,** 

' In architectural ornaments, or monumental sculp- 
tures, and in old books of fables and erablemd, tbe 
pelican is always represented as an eagle. As an 
ornament in the ecclesiastical structures of the 
middle ages, it is of frequent occurence, and is 
generally found as a pendant from the point in 
which the groinings of the roof intersect each other, 
or as a principal decoration in the carved seats of 
stalls. Of the former, there is a beautiful example 
in the church at Harfleur; and of the latter, there 
are several very good ones in St. Mary's College, 
Winchester. Amongst old books of emblems there 
is one on which Shakspere himself might have 
looked, containing the subjoined representation. It 
is entitled, 'A Choice of Emblemes and other 
Drvices, by Geffeiy Whitney, 1586.' Beneath the 
CU& nrm hhe following lines ; — 
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[Church at Elsiiiore.] 

ACT V. 



SCENE L-J Church-Yard. 
Enter Ttco Clowns, vnth spades, 8fc, 

1 Clo, Is she to be buried in christian burial, 
that wilfully seeks her own salvation P 

2 Clo, I tell thee, she is ; and therefore make 
her grave straight:* the crowner hath sate on 
her, and finds it a christian burial. 

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned 
herself in her own defence P 

2 Clo. Why, His found so. 

1 Clo. It must be se offendendo ; it cannot be 
else. For here lies the point : If I drown myself 
wittingly, it argues an act : and an act hath three 
branches ; it is, to act, to do, and to perform : 
argal, ^he drowned herself wittingly. 

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water; 
good : here stands the man ; good : If the man 
go to this water, and drown himself, it is, will he, 
nill he, he goes ; mark you that P but if the water 
come to him, and drown him, he drowns not 

• 5/raiyA/—straightways— forthwith. 



himself : argal, he, that is not guilty of his own 
death, shortens not his own life. 
2 Clo. But is this law P 

1 Clo. Ay, marry is't; crowner's-quest law.* 

2 Clo. Will you ha' the truth on't? If this 
had not been a gentlewoman, she should have 
been buried out of christian burial. 

1 Clo. Why, there thou say'st : And the more 
pity, that great folk should have countenance in 
this world to drown or hang themselves, more 
than their even christian.* Come, my spade. 
There is no ancient gentleman but gardeners, 
ditchers, and grave-makers ; they hold up Adam's 
profession. 

2 Clo. Was he a gentleman P ' 

1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms. 

2 Clo. Why, he had none. 

1 Clo. What, art a heathen P How dost tliou 
understand the scripture P The scripture says, 
Adam digged ; Could he dig without arms P I '11 
put another question to thee : if thou answerest 
me not to the purpose, confess thyself — 

• £vm-rAH.f/ia"— fellow-chrittian, ff*"*' <^^f**t'^« "^^e 
expression is used by Chaucer. 
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HAMLET, PEINCE OF DENMARK 



[BCBVE I. 



2 Clo. Go to. 

1 Ch. What is lie, that builds stronger than 
either the mason, the shipwright, or the car- 
penter ? 

2 Clo. The gallowB-maker; for that frame 
outlives a thousand tenants. 

1 Clo. I like thy wit well, in good faith ; the 
gallows does well : but how does it well ? it does 
well to those that do ill : now thou dost ill to 
say, the gallows is built stronger than the church; 
argal, the gallows may do well to thee. To't 
again; come. 

2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a 
shipwright, or a carpenter? 

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.* 

2 Clo. Marry, now I can telL 

1 Clo. To't. 

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot teli. 

Efiier Haklet and Horatio at a distance, 

1 Clo, Cudgel thy brains no more about it; 
for your dull ass will not mend his pace with 
heating : and when you are asked this question 
next, say a grave-maker; the houses that he 
makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee to 
Yaughan ; fetch me a stoup of liquor. 

[EtU 2 Clown. 

1 Clown digs, and smgs. 

In youth, when I did lore, did love, 

Metbought, it vu very tweet, 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove 

O, methought, there was nothing meet.' 

Ham. Hath this fellow no feeL'ng of his busi- 
ness, that he sings at grave-making ? 

tfor. Custom hath made it in him a property 
of easiness. 

Ham, 'T is e'en so : the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier sense. 

1 Clo. But«ge with his stealing steps. 
Hath caught b me in his clutch, 
And hath shipped me intill c the land. 
As if 1 had never been sach. 

IThrowt vpa$eull. 

Uam. That scull had a tongue in it, and 
could sing once : How the knave jowls it to the 
ground, as if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that did 
the first murther! It might be the pate of a 
politician, which this ass o'er-offiees;<^ one that 
could circumvent (5od, might it not ? 

Uor. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier; which could say, 
'Good-morrow, sweet lord! How dost thou, 

• ITnyoAtf—flniah your work; unyoke your team, 
b Caught, in folio ; in quartos, ciaw'd. 
Intm, in folio; in quartos, into. 
<J O'er-office», in folio; in quartos, o'n reachet, 
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good lord P ' This might be my lord Such-a one, 
that praised my lord Such-a-oAe's horse, when 
he meant to beg it ; might it not P 

Hor, Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Why, e'en so: and now my lady 
Worm's ; chapless, and knocked about the maz- 
eard with a sexton's spade: Here's fine revo- 
lution, if we had the trick to see 't. Did these 
bones cost no more the breeding; but to play 
at l(^gats with them P^ mine ache to think on't. 

1 Vio. A pitik-axe, and a spade, a spade, 
For— and a shrouding sheet : 
O, a pit of elay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[ Tkrowt up a tcull. 

Ham. There's another! Why might not that 
be the scull of a lawyer P Where be his quiddits* 
now, his quillets,^ his cases, his tenures, and his 
tricks P Why does he snffer this rude knave, now 
to knock him about the sconce with a dirty shovel, 
and will not tell him of his action of battery P 
Humph ! This fellow might be in's time a great 
buyer of land, with his statutes, his recognizances, 
his fines, his double vouchers,, his recoveries : Is 
this the fine of his fines, and the recovery of his 
recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt P 
will his vouchers vouch him no more of his 
purchases, and double ones too, than the length 
and breadth of a pair of indentures P The very 
convey^ces of his lands will hardly lie in this 
box; and must the inheritor himself have no 
more? ha! 

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord. 

Ham, Is not parchment made of sheep-skins ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calves'- skins too. 

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, that seek 
out assurance in that. I will speak to this 
fellow : — Whose grave 's this, sir ? 

1 Clo. Mine, sir. — 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest ia meeC 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed; for thou 
liest in 't. 

1 Clo. You lie out on 't, sir, and therefore it ih 
not yours : for my part, I do not lie in 't, and 
yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in *t, to be in 't, and say it 
is thine: 'tis for the dead, not for the quick; 
therefore thou liest. 

1 Clo. 'T is a quick lie, sir ; 't will away again, 
from me to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 



• Quidditx— quiddities— subtleties, 
b Qi(i7/«/«-quidlibet— (what you please }^a frivolous dis 
tinction. 
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1 Clo, Eor no man, sir. 

Ham, What woman then P 

1 Clo. Tor none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in 't P 

1 Clo. One that was a woman, sir ; but, rest 
her soul, she 's dead. 

Ham, How absolute the knave is! we must 
speak by the card,* or equivocation will undo 
us. By th« lord, Horatio, these three years I 
have taken note of it ; the age is grown so 
picked,^ that the toe of the peasant comes ?o 
near the heel of the courtier, he galls his kibe. — 
Hpw long hast thou been a grave-maker P 

1 Clo. Of all the days i* the year, I came to *t 
that day that our last king Hamlet o'ercame 
Portinbras. 

Ham. How long is that since P 

1 Clo. Cannot you teU that P every fool can 
tell that: It was the very day that young 
Hamlet was bom : he that was mad, and sent 
into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into 
England P 

1 Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall 
recover his wits there; or, if he do not, it 's no 
great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

1 Clo, 'T will not be seen in him y there the 
men are as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad P 

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham. How strangely P 

1 Clo. 'Eaith, e'en with losing his wits. 
. Ham. Upon what ground ? 

1 Clo. Why, here in Denmark. I have been 
sexton here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie T the earth ere 
he rot P 

1 Clo. Taith, if he be not rotten before he 
die, (as we have many pocky corses now-a-days, 
that will scarce hold the laying in,) he will kst 
you some eight year, or nine year : a tanner wiD 
last you nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while ; 
and your water is a sore decayer of your whore- 
son (}ead body. Here's a scull tkow: this 



ft Tht dord— "the seaman*! card" of Macbeth. A tea- 
chart in Shaktpere'i time was called a card. But the drawing 
of the points of the compass is also called the card. Steevens 
and Malone difltfr as to whether a compaas-oard or a chart is 
here meant. 

b Piekedi is spnxce, affect«d, smart ; to pick being the 
same as to trim. Some. howeTer, think that the word was 
derived from picked, peaked boots, which were extrava- 
gantly long— and hence the assorintion with the *< toe of the 
oeasant." 



scull has lain in the earth tluree-and-twenty 
years.' 

Ham. Whose was it P 

1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow's it was ; Whose 
do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad n^e ! 
a poured a flagon of Ehenish on my head once. 
This same scidl, sir; this same scull, sir,^ was 
Yorick's scull, the king's jester. 

Ham. T\usf 

1 ao. E'en that. 

Ham. Let me see.* Alas poor Torick ! — I 
knew him, Horatio ; a fellow of infinite jest, of 
most excellent fancy : he hath borne me on his 
back a thousand times ; and now how abhorred 
my imagination is J* my gorge rises at it. 
Here hung those lips that I have kissed I kno^ 
not how oft. Where be your gibes now ? your 
gambols P your songs P your flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table on a roar ? Not 
one now, to mock your own jeering ? • quite chap- 
fallen P Now get you to my lady's chamber, 
and teU her, let her paint an inch thick, to thi* 
favour she must come ; make her laugh at thai. 
— ^Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What 's that, ray lord P 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o' this 
fashion 1' the earth P 

Hor. E'en so. 

Ham. And smelt so P puh ! 

[Throws down the scull. 

Hor. E'en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, Ho- 
ratio I Why may not imagination trace the no- 
ble dost of Alexander, till he find it stopping a 
bung-hole P 

Hi)r. T were to consider too curiously, to con- 
sider so. 

Ham. No. faith, not a jot ; but to follow him 
thither with modesty enough, and likeb'hood to 
lead it. As thus ; Alexander died, Alexander 
was buried, Alexander retumeth into dust ; the 
dust is earth ; of earth we make loam : And why 
of that loam, whereto he was converted, might 
they not stop a beer-barrel P 

Imperial ' Csesar,* dead, and turn'd to clay. 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 



ft So the folio. The qoartoe read, " Here 's a scnll now hath , 
lyenjrou i' the eanh," &c. 

b The repetition does not occur in the quartos. 

c Let fittue, is not in the quartos. It supersedes the stsge 
direction of " takes the scull." 

d So the folio. The reading of the quarto {B) is, " and 
how abhorred in my imagination it is." Abhorred is used in 
tlie sense of diegusied. 

« Jeering, in the folio ; in the quartos, grinning. 

f Imperial, in the folio j in the quartos, impnio^t. 
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O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw ! 
But soft ! but soft ! aside : — Here comes the 
king. 

Enier Priests, ^c in procession ; the corpse of 
Ophelia, Labrtes and Mourners following ; 
Kino, Qdeen, lAeir Trains, ^e. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is that they foU 

low? 
And with such maimed rites ! This doth betoken. 
The corse they follow did with desperate hand 
Fordo its own life. T was of some estate : 
Couch we a while, and mark. 

[Retiring with Hoeatio. 

Laer, What ceremony else P 

Ham, This is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer, What ceremony else P 

1 Priest. Her obsequies have been as far en- 
larged 
As we have warrantise : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'ersways the 

order,* 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers,** 
Shards,^ flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on 

her. 
Yet here she is allowed her virgin rites,* 
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer, Must there no more be done P 

1 Priest. No more be done ! 

We should profane the service of the dead. 
To sing sage requiem* and such rest to her. 
As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer, Lay her i' the earth ; 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring ! I teU thee, churlish priest, 
A minist'ring angel shall my sister be, 
When thou Hest howling. 

Hanu *?niat, the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : Farewell ! 

[Scattering flowers. 
I hop'd thou should'st have been my Hamlet's 
wife; 



• Orier— rule, canon, of eccleriastlcal authority. 

t> For charitable prayer* — instead of charitable prayers. 

Shardt. A ehard is a thing »hared^-^ivided. Shard* are 
therefore fhtgments of ware— rubbish. 

^ Rites. So the folio. The reading of the quarto, which is 
usuallT followed, is eranto, which means garlands. But the 
"maiden strewments " are the flowers, the garlands, which 
piety scatters orer the bier of the young and innocent The 
rUee included these, and ''the bringing home of bell and 
burial ** — with bell and burial. 

• Sage requiem^ in the folio ; in the quartos, a requiem. 
Sage is said to be used for grave, solemn.^ We suspect some 
ecTTuptlon. 
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1 thought thy bride-bed to have decked, sweet 

maid, 
And not t' have strew'd tlfy grave. 

Laer. O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head. 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of I—Hold off the earth a while. 
Till I have caught her once more in mine 
arms: 

[Leaps into the grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dwd ; 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. [Advancing,'] What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis P whose phrase of sor- 
row 
Conjures the wand'ring stars, and makes them 

stand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers P this is T, 
Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave* 

Laer, The devil take thy soul ! 

[Grappling with him. 
Ham. Thou pray'st not well. 
I prithee, take thy fingers from my throat ; 
Sir, though I am not splenetive and rash. 
Yet have I something* in me dangerous. 
Which let thy wiseness^ fear : Away * thy hand. 
King, Pluck them asunder. 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet ! 

Oentlemen. Good my lord, be quiet * 

[The Attendants part them, and thty 
come out of the grave. 
Ham. Why, I will flght with him upon this 
theme, 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 
Queen. O my son ! what theme P 
Ham. I Wd Ophelia; forty thousand bro- 
thers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love. 
Make up my sum. — ^What wilt thou do for her ? 
King. 0, he is mad, Laertes. 
Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 
Ham. Come, show me what thou 'It do : 
Woul't weepP woul't fight P [wouPt fast?] 

woul't tear thyself P 
Woul*t drink up Esil P« eat a crocodile P 
I '11 do 't. — Dost thou come here to whine P 
To outface me with leaping in her grave P 
Be buried quick* with her, and so will I ; 



* Something in me. Bo the folio; the Quartos, in me sosm- 
thing. 

b Wieeneee, in the folio ; in the quartos, wiidom. 
« Away, in the folio ; In the fluartos, hold o/. 
d In the folio, this entreaty is given to Horatio ; and ' ' Gei^ 
tiemen " is Maculated by AU» 

• Q«<c*— alive. 
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And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground. 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 
Make Ossa like a wart ! Naj, an thou 'It mouth, 
I '11 rant as well as thou. 

• QueeM. Thi^ is mere madness : 
And thus a while the fit vdll work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 

When that her golden couplets are disdos'd. 
His silence will sit drooping^ 

Earn. Hear you, sir ; 

What is the reason that you use me thus P 
I lov'd you ever : But it is no matter ; 
Let Hercules himself dp what he may, 
The cat will mew, and dog will have bis day. 

Kitiff, I pray you, good Horatio, wait upon 
him. — [Exii Horatio. 

Strengthen your patience in our last nighf s 
speech ; [ To Laertes. 

We'll put the matter to the present push. — 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JL—J Hall in the Cattle. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham, So much for this, sir: now let me '^ see 
the other ; 
Tou do remember all the circumstance ? 

Hor. Remember it, my lord f 

Ham, Sir, in my heart there was a kind of 
fighting. 
That would not let me sleep : methought, I lay 
WcMTse than the mutines ^ in the bilboes.^ Kashly, 
And praise be rashness for it, — Let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well. 
When our dear* plots do pall; and that should 

teach us. 
There 's a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Eough-hew them how we will.' 

Hor, That is most certain. 

Ham, Up firom my cabin. 
My sea-gown scarfd about me, in the dark 
Grop'd I to find out them : had my desire ; 
ringer*d their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew 

• In the folio, this speech is given to the King ; in theqnartot, 
to th€ QMeen. We think th&t the aaaignment in the folio of so 
beftDtifnl and tende** an image as that of ** the fbmale dove" 
to a man drawn by the poet as a coarse aensnalist, proceeds 
ftom a typographical error, which not nnfkeqnenilj occurs. 

l» Let wMt in the folio ; in the qoartoe, tkaU $om. 

c JIfitftMif— mutineers. 

d BUboe$'-ii bar of iron with fetters attached to it. 

• Dear, in the folio; in the quartos, deep. 



To mine own room again : making so bold. 

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 

Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio, 

royai knavery, an exact command. 
Larded with many several sorts of reason, 
Lnporting Denmark's health, and England's too. 
With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life, 
Tliat, on the supervise, no leisure bated. 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe. 
My head should be struck off. 

Hor. Is 't possible P 

Ham. Here 's the commission ; read it at more 
leisure. 
But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed P 

Her. Ay, 'beseech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with villains. 
Ere I could make a prologue to my brains. 
They had begun the play : I sat me down ; 
Devis'd a new commission ; wrote it fair : 

1 once did hold it, as our statists do, 

A baseness to write fair, and laboured much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman 's service : Wilt thou know 
The effects of what I wrote P 

Hor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king, — 
As England was his faithful tributary ; 
As love between them as the palm should 

flourish ; 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear. 
And stand a comma 'tween their amities ;^ 
And many such like as 's of great charge, — 
That on the view and know of these contents. 
Without debatement further, more, or less. 
He should the bearers put to sudden death. 
Not shriving-timS allow'd.^ 

Hor, How was this sealed P 

Ham, Why, even in that was heaven ordinate ; 
I had my father's signet in my purse, 
Which was the model of that Danish seal : 
Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subscrib'd it; gave't the impression; plao'd it 

safely. 
The changeling never known : Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight : and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already. 

Hor, So Guildenstem and Rosencrantz go to 't. 

Ham, Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment ; 
They are not near my conscience; their defeats 

a Caldecott explains this—*' continne the passage or inter- 
course of amity between them, and preTent the interposition 
of a period to it." This is not satisfactory, but we thoroaghly 
agree with Mr. Dyce, who says of certain conjectures, that 
"all the tampering of critics with the passage does not 
prove that it is corrupt." 

b Skriving-Ume—time of ikrifi, or eonfiMaloii. 

Defeatt tn the quartos ; in the folio, debate. 
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Does by their own insinuation grow : 

'T is .cUmgerous, when the baser nature comes 

Between the pass and fell incensed points 

Of mighty opposites. 
Hor. Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham. Does it not, think'st thee, stand me 
now upon— 

He that hath kill'd my king^ and whor'd my 
mother ; 

Popp'd in between the election and my hopes ; 

Thrown out his angle for my proper lijfe, 

And with such cozenage ; is 't not perfect con- 
science, 

To quit him witli this arm ? and is *t not to be 
damn'd, 

To let this canker of our nature come 

Jii further evil P 
Hor. It must be shortly known to him from 
England, 

What is the issue of the business there. 
Ham. It will be short : the interim is mine ; 

And a man's life 's no more than to' say, one. 

i^ut I am very sorry, good Horatio, 

That to Laertes I forgot myself ; 

For by the image of my cause, I see 

The portraiture of his : I'll count his favours : 

But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 

Into a towering passion. 
Hor, Peace ; who comes here ? 

Enter OsBic. . 

0*r. Your lordship is right welcome back to 
Denmark. 

Ham, I humbly thank you, sir. — Dost know 
this water-fly P 

Hor, No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for *t is 
a vice to know him : He hath much land, and 
fertile ; let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib 
shall 9tand at the king's mess : 'T is a chough ; 
but, as I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Osr, Sweet lord, if your friendship * were at 
leisure, I should impart a thing to you from his 
majesty. 

Ham. I win receive it with all diligence of 
spirit : Put your bonnet to his right use ; His for 
the head. 

Osr. I thank your lordship, 'tis very hot. 

Ham, No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the wind 
18 northerly. 

Osr. It is* indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

» Friendship, \n the folio : fn quartoi, hrdskip, Mr. ColUrr 
C9\\w /ritndskip a corruption. We have retahied the " corrup- 
tion/' belieting in the propriety of the correction in the 
folio. 0»rlc l» the repretenutive of euphuism- the aflected 
phraseology of ShakRpere's age—and this is one of the forms 
of the affectation ithich inns through all that Osric vtj». j 
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IJam. Melliinks it is very sultry and hoi, for 
my complexion. 

Osr, Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry, 
—as 't were,— i cannot tell how — But, my lord, 
his majesty bade me signify to you, that he has 
laid a great wager on your head : Sir, this is the 
matter. 

Ham. 1 beseech you, remember 

[Hamlet moves him to put on his hat. 

Osr. Nay, in good faith ; for mine ease, in 
good faith. [Sir, here is newly come to court, 
Laertes : believe me, an absolute gentleman, 
full of most excellent differences, of very soft 
society, and great showing: Indeed, to speak 
feelingly of him, he is the card or calendar of 
gentry, for you shall find in him the continent 
of what part a gentleman would see. 
■ Ham. Su*, his definement suffers no perdition 
in you; — ^though, I know, to divide him inven- 
torially, would dizey the arithmetic of memory ; 
and yet but raw neither, in respect of his quick 
sail. But, in the verity of extolment, I take him 
to be a soul of great article ; and his infusion of 
such dearth and rareness, as, to make true dic- 
tion of him, his semblable is his mirror; and, 
who else would trace him, his umbrage, nothing 
more. 

Osr. Yova lordship speaks most infallibly of 



JJam. The concemancy, sir P why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer breatliP 

Osr. SirP 

Hor. Is't not possible to understand in another 
tongue P You will do*t, sir, really. 

Hapi. What imports the nomination of this 
gentleman ? 

Osr. Of Laertes P 

Hor. His purse is empty already; all his 
golden words are spent. 

itam. Of him, sir. 

Osr. I know, you are not ignorant — 

Ham. I would, you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if 
you did, it would not much approve me. — Well, 
sir.^] 

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is at his weapon. 

[Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should 
compare with him in excellence ; but, to know a 
man well, were to know himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for this weapon ; but in the 
imputation laid on him by them, in his meed 
he 's unfellowed.] 

» The long passage in brackets is not given in the folio* 
but Is found in quarto {B). It was perhaps thought that 
it prolonged the main business somewhat too much. Several 
••I her passages in this scene, which we find in the quarto, are 
omitted in the folio; and these we have placed in brackets. 
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Ham, What *8 his weapou P 

0#r. Kapier and dagger. 

Ham, That 's two of his weapons : but, well. 

Off, The king, sir, hath waged* with him six 
Barbary horses : against the which he has im- 
poned,^ as I take it, six French rapiers' and 
poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hangers, 
or so : Three of the carriages, in faith, are yery 
dear to fancy, very responsive to the Mlts, most 
delicate carriages, and of very liberal conceit 

Ham, What call you the carriages P 

\Hor. I knew you must be edified by the 
margent, ere you had done.] 

Osr, The carriages, sir, are the hangers.'* 

Ham, The phrase would be more german to 
the matter, if we could carry cannon by our sides : 
I would it might be hangers till then. But, on : 
Six Barbary horses against six French swords, 
their assigns, and three liberal conceited car- 
riages ; that 's the French bet against the Danish : 
Why is this imponed, as you call it ? 

0$r, The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen 
passes between you and him, he shall not exceed 
you three hits ; he hath laid on twelve for nine ; 
and that would come to immediate trial, if your 
lordship would vouchsafe the answer. 

Ham, How, if 1 answer no P 

Ow. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your 
person in trial 

Ham, Sir, I will walk here in the hall. If it 
please his majesty, it is the breathing time of day 
with me : let the foils be brought, the gentleman 
Wflltng, and the king hold his purpose, I will win 
for him, if I can; if not, I will gain nothing but 
my shame, and l^e odd hits. 

Oir, Shall I re-deliver you e'en so P 

Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish 
your nature will 

Osr, I commend my duty to your lordship. 

[Exii, 

Ham, Yours, yours. He does well to commend 
it himself; there are no tongues else for*s turn. 

Hot, This li^wing runs away with the shell 
on his head. 

Ham, He did comply* with his dug, before he 
fiucked it Thus has he (and many more of the 
same bevy, that, I know, the drossy age dotes on,) 
only got the tune of the time, and outward habit 
of encounter ; a kind of yesty collection, which 
carries them through and through the most fond 



* Wagti, in the foKo ; In the quartos, wagtred, 

^ Iwtpomed, In the folio; in the quartos, impawned. 

c Comptf—iru complaisant. In Fulwel's * Arte of Flat- 
terie,' 1579, we have the same idea :~** The Tery sucking 
babes hath a kind of adulation towards their nurses for the 
dnir." 

Tbaqtoiis.— Vol. I. M 



I and winnowed opinions ; and do but blow them 
to their triab, the bubbles are out. 

[Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him 
to you by young Osric, who brings back to him, 
that you attend him in the hail : He sends to 
know, if your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, 
or that you will take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes, they 
follow the kmg's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, 
mine is ready ; now, or whensoever, provided I 
be so able as now. 

Lord. The king, and queen, and all arc coming 
down. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The queen desires you to use some gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you go to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [EjU Lord.] 

Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham. I do not thmk so ; since he went into 
France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall 
win at the odds. But thou wouldst not think, 
how ill all 's here about my heart : but it is no 
matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord, — 

Ham, It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind 
of gain-giving, as would, perhaps, trouble a 
woman. 

Hor. If your mind dislike anything, obey : I 
will forestal their repair hither, and say, you are 
not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury ; there 's a 
special providence in the fall of a sparrow. If 
it be now, 't is not to come ; if it be not to come, 
it will be now ; if it be not now, yet it will come : 
the readiness is all : Since no man has aught of 
what he leaves, what is 't to leave betunes ? * 

Enfer Kino, Qiteen, Laertes, Lords, Osric, 
and Attendants toUh/oils, ^c. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this 
hand from me. 
\The King jiuU the hand of Laertes into 
thai ^Hamlet. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I have done 
you wrong ; 
But pardon 't, as you are a gentleman. 
This presence knows, and ^ou must needs have 

heard. 
How I am punish'd with a sore distraction. 
What I have done. 



• So the folio. The reading of the quartos is. ** Since no 
man, of aught he leaves, knows, what is 't to leare betimes f 
Let be." 
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Thai might your nature, honour, and exception, 
Ronghlj awake, I hear prodaim was madness. 
Was 'i Hamlet wrong'd Laertes P Never, Hamlet : 
If Handet from himself be ta'en awaj. 
And, when he 's not himself, does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 
Who does it then P His madness : If 't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 
Sir, in this audience. 
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil 
Free me so far in your most generous thoughts. 
That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house, 
And hurt my brother. 

Zaer. I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour, 
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement. 
Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 
I have a voice and precedent of peace. 
To keep my name ungor'd : But till that time, 
I do receive your oflFer'd love like love. 
And will not wrong it 

Mam, I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. 
Give us the foils ; come on. 
Laer, Come, one for me. 

Ham. I '11 be your foil, Laertes ; in mine ig- 
norance 
Tour skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 
Za^, You mock me, sir. 

Ham, No, by this hand. 
Kififf, Give them the foils, young Osric. 
Cousin Hamlet, 
Tou know the wager P 

Sam, Very well, my lord; 

Tour grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker 
side. 
Kififf, 1 do not fear it : I have seen you botL 
But since he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 
Laer, This is too heavy, let me see another. 
Ham, This likes me well : These foils have all 
a length P l^^ prepare io play, 

Osr, Ay, my good lord. 
King, Set me the stoups of wine upon that 
table: 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit. 
Or quit in answer of the third exchange. 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire; 
The king shall drink to Haralefs better breath ; 
And in the cup an union * shall he throw. 
Richer than that which four successive kings 



• I7«te»— a Tery rich pearl. The qaartot read, onyx, 
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In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the 

cups; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without. 
The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth. 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet. — Come, begin ;— 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 
Ham, Come on, sir. 

Laer. Come on, sir. [They play. 

Ham. One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham, Judgment. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 
Laer, Well, — again. 

King, Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl 
is thine; 
Here 's to thy health. Give him the cup. 

[Trumpets sound; and cannon shot q^unthin. 
Ham, 1 'U pky this bout first, set it by awhile. 
Come. — ^Another hit ; What say you P 

[They play. 
Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confess. 
King, Our son shall win. 
Queen, He 's fat, and scant of breath. 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : * 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hiunlet. 
Ham, Good, madam. 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen, 1 will, my lord ;— I pray yon, pardon 

me. 
King, It is the poison'd cup : it is too late. 

[Aside. 
Ham. 1 dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by. 
Queen, Come, let me wipe thy face. 
Laer, My lord, 1*11 hit him now. 
King, I do not think it. 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my con- 
science. [Aside, 
Ham, Come, for the third, Laertes : You but 
dally; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
I am afeard you make a wanton of me. 
Laer, Say you so P come on. [They play. 
Osr. Nothmg neither way. 
Laer, Have at you now. 
[Laebtes loounds Hamlet ; theuj in seufflingy 
they change rapiers, and Haklet wounds 
Laeetes. 
King. Part them, they are inoens'd. 
Ham, Nay, come again. [The Queen /r/i*. 
Osr, Look to the queen there, ho ! 
Hor, They bleed on both sides :— How is it 
my lord P 

^ So the quartos; in the folio, the line stands 
" Here's a napkin, rub thy brows." 
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Otr. How is*t, Laertes P 

Za^. Whj, as a woodcock to mine own springe, 
Osric; 
I am jnstly kill'd with mine own treachery. 

Ham. How does the queen ? 

Kin^. She swoons to see th^m bleed. 

Queem, No, no, the drink, the drink, — my 
dear Hamlet! — 
The drink^ the driiik ; — ^I am poison'd ! [2)i«. 

Ham. O yillainy ! Ho ! Let the door be 
lock'd: 
Treacheiy! seekitont. [LAERTEs/flp/fo. 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art 
slain; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good,- 
Li thee there is not half an hoar of life ; 
The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 
XJnbated, and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath tam'd itself on me ; lo^ here I lie^ 
Never to rise again . Thy mother 's poison'd ; 
I can no more ; the king^ the king's to blame4 

Ham. The point 
£n?enom'd too !-*Thett, yenom> to thy work. 

[Siabs the King. 

Osr, 8f Lordi. Treason ! treason ! 

King. 0, yet defend me, friends i I am but 
hurt. 

Ham. Here, thon incestuous, murd'rous^. 
damned Dane> 
Drink off this potion : — ^Is thy union here P 
Follow my mother. [King dies, 

Laer. He is justly served ; 

li is a poison temper'd by himself. 
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee* 
Nor thine on me ! [Dies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it I I follow 
thee. 
I am dead, Horatio :— Wretched queen, adieu ! 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance, 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, deaths 
Is strict in his arrest,) O, I could tell you, — 
But let it be : — Horatio, I am dead ; 
Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hot. Never believe it. 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane> 
Here's yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou'rt a man. 

Give me the cup ; let go ; by heaven I *11 have it. 
O, good Horatio, what a wounded name. 
Things standing thus unknown, shall live be- 
hind me P 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 
M 2 



Absent thee from felicity awhile. 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain. 

To tell my story. 

[March afar off, and shot within. 
What warlike noise is this P 

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come 
from Poland, 
To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

Ham. O, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit ; 
I cannot live to hear the news frt)m England ; 
But I do prophesy the election lights 
On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice ; 
So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less. 
Which have solicited. — ^The rest is silence. [Dies. 

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart Good night, 
sweet prince ; 
And flights of angeb sing thee to thy rest ! 
Why do^ the drum Come hither P [March within. 

tnter FoiiTiNimAS, the English Ambassadors, 
and others. 

Fort, Where is this sight P 

Hot. What is it ye would see P 

If aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 

Fori. This quarry cries on havoc. — proud 
death! 
What feast is toward in thine eternal ceD, 
That thou so many priiices, at a shoot, 
So bloodily hast struck P 

1 Amb^ The sight is dismal ; 

And our affairs frt)m England come too late : 
The ears are senseless that should give us hear- 

ing,^ 
To teU him, his commandment is fulfill'd. 
That Bosenorants and Guildenstem are dead : 
Where should we haVe our thanks P 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 

Had it the ability of life to thank you; 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack wars, and you from Eng-^ 

land 
Are here arriv'd, give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view; 
And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world. 
How these things came about: So shall you 

hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts ; 
Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters ; 
Of deaths put on by cunning, and foro'd cause ; 
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall'n on the inventors' heads : all this can I 
Truly deliver. 

163 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act v.] 



HAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. 



•[SCKKS IL 



Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 
And call the noblest to the audience. 
!For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune ; 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom. 
Which now to claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hot, Of that I shall have always cause to 
speak, 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on 

more : 
But let this same be presently perforra'd, 
E'ep while men's minds are wild ; lest more mis- 
chance. 
On plots, and errors, happen. 

Fort, Let four captains 

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 



Eor he was likely, had he been put on. 
To have prov'd most royally : and, for his pas- 
sage. 
The soldier's music, and the rights of war. 
Speak loudly for him. 
Take up the body :*--Such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. {A dead March, 

[Exeuntf marching ; after which a peal of 
ordnance is shot off, 

• Body^ in the folio ; in the quartoi, bodiM, Fortinbns 
has ordered 

" liet four captains 
Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stafej* 
This vas a peculiar honour which he meant for him. We 
give thti concluding stage direction, as we find it in the follq. 
'* Exeunt, hwring of the froA^f,** is a modem addition. 



[Hamlet's Grave.) 
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• doBHi I.—" Cr<mner*i'quut law,** 

Sir John Hawkiiu originally pointed out that 
this ludicrotiB description of " crowner's-quest law " 
was, in all proisability, " a ridicule on the case of 
Dame Hales, i*eported by Plowden in his Com- 
mentaries." This was a case regarding the for- 
feiture of a lease to the crown, in consequence of 
the suicide of Sir James Hales. Malone somewhat 
sneers at the belief that Shakspere should have 
known anything about a case determined before he 
was bom ; adding, '' Our authors study was pro- 
bably not much encumbered with old French re- 
ports." Plowden was not published till 1578,— in 
old French, certainly, as Malone says ; but we have 
not a doubt that Shakspere was familiar with the 
book, as the following extracts from the translation 
of 1771> will show. The clown says, " An act hath 
three branches, it is to act, to do, and to perform." 
Warburton observes that 'Hhis is a ridicule on 
scholastic diyisions without distinction, and of dis- 
tinctions without difference." The precise thing, 
however, to be ridiculed is in the speech of one of 
the counsel in the case before us : — 

'* Walsh said that the act consists of three parts. 
The first is the imagination, which is a reflection or 
meditation of the mind, whether or no it is conve- 
nient for him to destroy himself, and what way it 
can be done. The second is the resolution, which 
is a determination of the mind to destroy himself, 
and to do it in this or that particular way. The 
third is the perfection, whicn is the execution of 
what the mind has resolved to do. And this per- 
fection consists of two parts, viz., the beginning and 
the end. The beginning is the doing of the act 
which causes the death, and the ead is the death, 
which is only a sequel to the act." 

Again, the down says, ^^ Here lies the water ; 
good ; here stands the man ; good : If the man go 
to this water and drown himself, it is, will he, nill 
he, he goes; mark yon that P but if the water comes 
to him, and drown him, he drowns not himself! 
Argal, he that is not guilty of his own death, 
shortens not his own life." We have, of course, 
no such delicious exaggeration as that of the clown ; 
but the following reasoning of one of the judges 
is very nearly equal to it : 

" Sir James Hales was dead, and how came he 
to his death I It may be answered, by drowning ; 
and who drowned him f Sir James Hales ; and 
when did he drown him ? In hie lifetime. So that 
Sir James Hales being alive caused Sir James 
Hales to die ; and tiie act of the living man was 
the death of the dead man. And then for this of- 
fence it is reasoni^le to punish the living man who 
committed the offence, and not the dead man. 
But how can he be said to be punished alive when 
the punishment comes after his death ? Sir, 
this can be done no other way but by divesting 



out of him, from the time of the act done in his 
Lfe which was the cause of his death, the title 
and property of those things which he had in his 
lifetime." 

The determination in this case, that the verdict 
of felo de te was legal, shows that the complaint of 
the clown, "that great folks shall have countenance 
in this world to drown or hang themselves," was 
wholly unjust. 

• SoENB L—"W(u he a gentleman f " 

This is a ridicule of the heraldic writers. In 
Leigh's 'Accidence of Armourie,' 1591, we have, 
** For that it might be known that even anon after 
the creation of Adam there was both gtniUneu and 
wigetUlenestt you shall understand that the second 
man that was bom was a genHeman^ whose name 
was Abel." The same style of writing prevails in 
older works, as in the ' Boob of St. Albans.' 

' SoENB I. — **In youth, whm I did love, did 
love," &c. 

The three stanzas which the grave-digger singi 
are to be found, making allowance for the blunders 
of the singer, in * The Songs of the Earl of Surrey 
and others,* 1557. The poem is reprinted in 
Percy's Reliques. It is ascribed to Lord Vaux. 
We give the stanzas out of which the clown's read- 
ingt may be made : — 

" I loth that I did love, 

In youth that I thought swete, 
As time require! : for my behove 
Me thinlcei they are not mete. 



" For Age with steling steps 

Hath clawde me with his crowch, 
And lusty Youthe awaye he leapes. 
As there had bene none snch. 



" A pilceax and a spade, 

And eke a shrowding shete, 

A house of clay for to be made 

For such a guest most mete. 



' " For B^utie with her band, 

The#e croked cares had wrought, 
And sMpped me into the land, 
From whence I firtt was brought." 

^ SoiWR I.—'* To play at loggaU with themJ* 

the game of loggats is a country play, in which 
the players throw at a stake, or jack, with round 
pins. In Ben Jonson's 'Tale of a Tub' we 
have: — 

" Kow are they tossing of his legs and arms. 
Like lofffuii at a pear-tree." 

The scene of the grave-diggers has always been 
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the hoiTor of tbe old French school of critioisra. 
Voltaire by a great generalization, calls the works 
of Sbakspere a bundle of " moMtruosUii etfossoy- 
ew8" But Voltaire's criticism upon the grave- 
diggin^i^ scene is far less amusing than that of M. 
de la Baume Desdossat, who, in 1757, immortal- 
ized himself by tbe publication of a ' Pastorale 
HSroiqUe: He tells us, " All that the imagination 
can inyent most horrible, most gloomy, most fero- 
cious, constitutes the matter of the English tra- 
gedies, which are monsters in which sublin^e senti- 
ments and ideas are found side by side with the 
flattest buffooneries and the grossest jests. Sbak- 
spere in one tragedy introduces a game ai hotoU 
vntJi death's heads upon the stage," (** Fait jouer 
h la boule ayec des tdtes de mort sur le th^&tre.**) 



Scene I. — "Imperial Cauar, Ac." 

The dwellings of our countrymen in the time of 
Elizabeth were rude enough to render it often re- 
quisite to 

'* Stop a hole, to keep the wind away." 

The following is from Harrison's ' Description of 
England,' 1577: "In the fenny countries and 
northern parts, unto this day, for lack of wood they 
are enforced to continue the ancient manner of 
building (houses set up with a few posts and many 
raddles), so in the open and champain countries, 
they are enforced, for want of stuff, to use no studs 
at all, but only frank-posts, and such principals, 
with here and there a girding, whereunto they 
fasten their splints or raddles, and then cast it all 
iver with thick clay, to keep out the wind, Certes 
this rude kind of buildiug made the Spaniards in 
Queen Mary's day to wonder, and say, * these Eng- 
lish have their houses made of sticks and dirt, but 
they fare commonly so well as the king.' " 



[• The \nnter^ flaw.'] 
« SOEWE I.- " Woul H drink upEgilf' 
Esil was formeriy a term in common use for 
vinegar ; and thus some have thought that Hamlet 
here meant, will you take a draught of vinegar— 
of something very disagreeable. There is, how- 
ever, little doubt that he referred to the river 
Yssel, Issel, or Izel, the most northern branch of 
the Rhine, and that which is the nearest to Den- 
mark. Stow and Drayton are familiar with the 
name. 

7 Scene 1,—" Anon, as patient as the female 

dove" &c 
To disclose was anciently used for, to hatch. 
The " couplets " of the dove are first covered with 
yellow down ; and the patient female sits brooding 
o'er the nest, cheriHhing them with her warmth for 
several days after tjiey are hatched. 



[• Anon, as patient as the female dove.'] 
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*S€BNB II. 

There *» a divinity that shapes our ends. 
Rough-hew them how we wilL" 

Philosophy, as profound as it is beautiful I says 
the uninitiated reader of Shakspere. But he timt 
is endued with the wisdom of the oommentatora 
will learn, how easy it is to mistake for philosophy 
and poetry what really only proceeded from the 
▼ery vulgar recollectioqs of an ignorant mind. 
" Dr. Farmer informs me/' says Steevens, *' that 
these words are merely technical, A wood-man, 
butcher, and dealer in skewers, lately observed to 
him, that his nephew, (an idle lad) could only 
assist him in maldng them ; ' he could rough hew 
them, but I was obliged to shape their ends.* To 



shape the ends of wood skewers, i. e., to point 
them, requires a degree of skill ; any one can rough- 
hew them. Whoever recollects the profession of 
Shakspere* s father, will admit that his son might 
be no stranger to such terms. I have frequently 
seen packages of wool pinn'd up with skewers." 1 1 1 

^ SoENB II.—" The carriages, sir, are the hangers." 

The hangers are that part of the girdle or belt 
by which the sword was suspended. We find the 
word used in the directions for an installation of 
the Knights of the Garter. (See Ashmole's His- 
tory of the Order.) Gkrter presents the Lords 
Oommissioners with "the hanger and sword." 
which they gird on the knight. 




[Sword Belts, or " Haageif ."^ 
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SUPPLEMENTARY NOTICE. 



The comprehension of this tragedy is the history of a man's own mind. In some shape or other, 
" Hamlet the Dane " very early becomes familiar to almost every youth of tolemble education. He 
is sometimee presented through the medium of the stage ; more frequently in some one of the 
manifold editions of the acted play. The sublime scenes where the ghost appears are known even 
to the youngest school-boy, in his ' Speakers ' and * Readers ; ' and so is the soliloquy, " To be, or 
not to be." As we in early life become acquainted with the complete acted play, we hate the 
King,— we weep foi* Ophelia,— we think Hamlet is cruel to her, — we are perhaps inclined with 
I>r. Johnson to laugh at Hamlet's madness, — ("the pretended madness of Hamlet causes much 
mirth") we wonder that Hamlet does not kill the King earlier, — and we believe, as Oarrick 
believed, that the catastrophe might have been greatly improved, seeing that the wicked and the 
virtuous ought not to fall together, as it were by accident. * 

A few yeai's onward, and we have become acquainted with the Hamlet of Shakspere, — not the 
Hamlet of the players. The book is now the companion of our lonely walks;— its recollections 
hang about our most cherished thoughts. We think less of the dramatic movement of the play, 
than of the glimpses which it affords of the high and solemn things that belong to our being. We 
see Hamlet habitually subjected to the spiritual pai't of his nature, — communing with thoughts that 
are not of this world, — abstracted from the business of life,— but yet exhibiting a most vigorous 
intellect, and an exquisite taste. But there is that about him which we cannot understand. Is he 
essentially "in madness," or mad "only in craft?" Where is the line to be drawn between his 
artificial and his real character ? There is something altogether indefinable and mysterious in the 
poet's delineation of this character ; — something wild and irregular in the circumstances with which 
the character is associated, — we see that Hamlet is propelled, rather than propelling. But why is 
this turn. given to the delineation ? We cannot exactly tell. Perhaps some of the very charm of 
the play to the adult mind is its mysteriousness. It awakes not only thoughts of the grand and the 
beautiful, but of the incompreheuBible. Its obscurity constitutes a portion of its sublimity. This 
is the stage in which most minds are content to rest, and, perhaps, advantageously so, with regard 
to the comprehension of Hamlet. 
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The Btial appreciation of the Hamlet of Shakspere belongs to the development of the eritioal 
faculty, — to the oultiTatiou of it by reading and reflection. Without much acquaintance ¥rith the 
thoughta of others, many men, we have no doubt, being earnest and diligent etudente of Shakspere, 
have arrived at a tolerably adequate comprehension of his idta in this wonderful play. In passing 
through the stage of admiration they have utterly rejected the trash which the commentators have 

.heaped upon it, under the name of critidsm, — the soleom cominonplaces of Johnson, the flippant 
and insolent attacks of Steevens. When the one says, ** the apparition left the regions of the dead 
to little purpose/' — and the other talks of the " absurdiHes " which deform the piece, and " the tm- 
iMOro^ character of Hamlet,'* — the love for Shakspere tells them, that remarks such as these belong 
to the same class of prejudices as Voltaire's * mcnatruotiUt et fouoyeurs* But after they have 
rejected all that belongs to criticism without love, the very depth of the reverence of another school 
of critics may tend to perplex them. This is somewhat our own position. The quantity alone 

' that has been written in illustration of Hamlet is embarrassing. Qoethe, Coleridge, Schlegel, 
Lamb, Haslitt, and we may add Mrs. Jiuneson,-^besides anonymous writers out of number, and 
some of the very highest order of excellence,— have brought to the illustration of this play a most 
valued fund of judgment, taste, and sesthetioal knowledge. To condense what is most deserving of* 
remembrance in these admirable productions, within due limits, would be impossible. We must 
endeavour, therefore, to feel ourselves in the condition of one who has, however imperfectly, worked 
out in his own mind a comprehension of the idea of Shakspere ; occasionally assisting our development 
of this inadequate comprehension, by a few extracts from some of the eloquent pages to which we 
have adverted. 

The opening of Hamlet is one of the most absorbing scenes in the Shaksperlan drama. It pro- 
duces its effect by the supernatural being brought into the most immediate contact with the real. 
The sentinels ore prepared for the appearance of the ghost, — Horatio is incredulous, — but they are 
all surrounded with an atmosphere of common life. " Long live the King," — ** Qet thee to bed," — 
*"Tis bitter cold," — "Not a mouse stirring,"~and the familiar pleasantry of Horatio, "a piece of 
him," — exhibit to us minds under the ordinary state of human feeling. At the moment when the 
recollections of Bernardo arise into that imaginative power which belongs to the tale he is about to 
tell, the ghost appears. All that was doubtful in the narrative of the supernatural vbion — what left 
upon Horatio's mind the impression only of a "thing," — becomes as real as the silenoe, the cold, 
and the midnight. The viuion is then, "most like the King," 

" Such was the very armour he hod oh. 
The ghost remains but an instant ; and we are again amongst the realities of common life, — ^the 
preparations for war — the history of the quaiTel that caused the preparation. The vtsion, in the 
mind of Horatio, is connected with the fates of his " dimatures and countrymen." When the ghost 
re-appears there is still a tinge of scepticism in the soldiers : — 

*' Shall I itrlke at it with my partisan V* 
But their incredulity is at once subdued ; and a resolution is taken by Horatio upon the conviction 
that what he once held as a "fantasy," is a dreaded thing of whose existence there can be no 

doubt :•— 

** Let us Impart what we have seen to-night 

Unto young Hamlet: for upon my life 

This spirit, dumb to us, wOI speak to hira." 

We have here, by anticipation, all the deep and inexplicable consequences of this' vision laid 
upon young Hamlet, it is hii destiny-4t is to him the— 

" Prologue to the omen coming on." 

Gbethe, in his 'Wilhelm Meister,' has made his hero describe the mode in which he endea- 
voured to understand Hamlet. "I set about investigating every trace of Hamlet's character, as 
it had shown itself before his father's death. I endeavoured to distinguish what in it was inde- 
pendent of this mournful event; independent of the terrible events that followed; and what most 
probably the young man would have been, had no such thing occurred." In this spirit he tells 
us, that he was pleasing, polished, courteous, united the idea of moral rectitude with princely 
elevation, desirous of praise, pure in sentiment, tasteful, calm in his temper, artless in his conduct, 
possessing more mirth of humour than of heart. This is ingenious, but it appears to us to refine 
somewhat too much. In Shakspere *s dramas, the characters, as they are developed by the incidents, 
expound themselves, and in the order in which the exposition becomes necessary. Wilhelm 
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Meistdi^B preliminary analysis of HamleVs character stands only in the place of the description by 

which dramatists inferior to Shakspere present a character to an audience. Our poet first shows us 

what Hamlet is before his mind is laid under the terrific weight and responsibility of a revelation. 

His moral sense is outraged by the indecent marriage of his mother. We have a slight intimation 

that his honourable ambition was disappointed in the election of *>?«« nnrsle to fhe novereicTity. The 

sudden death of his father had called forth all the sensibilities that belonged to a deeply meditative 

nature: 

" — — I have that vlthln which passeth show." 

It U in this period that his own wounded spirit makes him look with a jaundiced eye upon " all 
the uses of this world," and to indulge a wish, restrained only by a sense of piety, that the 
" nnweeded garden " might be left by him to be posRessed by " things gross and rank by nature.** 
But he communes with himself in a tone which bespeaks the habitual refinement of his thoughts ; 
and his words shape themselves into images which belong to the high and cultivated intellect.^ 
The mode in which he receives Horatio shows that his dejection is not habitual. It has been im- 
pressed on his nature by a sudden blow ;— -a father dead,— a mother disgracefully married, — a 
crown snatched from him. He welcomes his old friend with the warmth and frankness of the 
gentleman ; but the abiding sorrow in a moment comes over him :-^ 

" I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-itudent." 
The disclosure of Horatio's purpose in his visit is admirably managed in its abruptness. Nothing, 
It appears to us, within the power of language, can produce the efiect of the questions which 
Hamlet puts to Horatio ; and his answer to the somewhat commonplace remark, " It would have 
much amazed you ; " — '* very like, very like," is something beyond art ; it looks like an instinctive 
perception of the most complex mental processefl. 

Coleridge calls the next scene, that between Laertes, Ophelia, and Polonius, '*one of Shak- 
8pere*8 lyric movements;" and he elegantly adds, *'you experience the sensation of a pause without 
the sense of a stop." It was necessary to interpose a scene between Horatio's narrative and the 
appearance of the ghost to Hamlet, and this scene before us carries out the dramatic characters 
which are essential to the plot, without interrupting the main interest. But the hour of Hamlet's 
trial is come. The revelation is to be made. He is to endure an ordeal which is to shake his dis- 
position, 

" With thoughti beyond the reaches of out bouIr." 

The vision which, even when his incredulity has passed away, seems to Horatio only a "thing 
majestical," is to Hamlet, " king, father, royal Dane." From the first word of Horatio's narrative 
to this moment of the real presence of the apparition, Hamlet has no doubts. The excited state of 
his mind had prepared him to weleome the belief that " there are more things in heaven and earth 
than are dreamt of in our philosophy." Beautifully characteristic is his determination to follow 
the vision; and when the revelation comes, who could have managed it like Shakspere! The 
images are of this world, and are not of this world. They belonsr at once to popular supei-atition. 
and to the highest poetry. Nothing can be more distinct than the narrative of the vision ; nothing 
more mysterious than the "eternal blazon" that "must not be to ears of flesh and blood." How 
exquisite are the last lines of the ghost; — full of the poetry of external nature, and of the depth of 
human affections, as if the spirit that had for so short a time been cut off from life, to know the 
secrets of the ** prison-house," still clung to the earthly remembrance of the beautiful and the 
tender that even a spirit might indulge : 

*• The glow-worm ihowi the matin to be near. 
And 'gfni to pale his ineffectual fire : 
Adieu, adieu, Hamlet I remember me." 
The modes in which Hamlet thinks aloud, after the spirit has faded away, suggests this subtle 
illustration to Coleridge: "Shakspere alone could have produced the vow of Hamlet to make his 
memory a blank of all maxims and generalized truths that * observation had copied there,'— followed 
immediately by the speaker noting down the generalized fact 

* That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain.' " 
Coleridge, of course, means to offer this as a trait of the disturbance of Hamlet's intellect— (not 
madness, even in the popular sense of the term, — certainly not madness, physiologically speaking, 
b«it unfixedness, derangement, we would have said, had not that word become a sort of synonymo 
for madness), which Shakspere intended, as it appears to us, to exhibit as the result of his super- 
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natanl visitaUuii. Qoeihe says, " To me it is dear that Shaktpere meant, in the present case, to 
represent the effects of a great action laid upon a soul unfit for the performanoe of it" Coleridge, 
in speaking of that part of the scene after the interview with the ghost, in which Hamlet assumes 
what has been called •'an improbable eccentricity," attributes to Hamlet ''the disposition to escape 
from his own feelings of the overwhelming and supernatural by a wild transition to the ludicrous, 
a sort of cunning bravado, bordering on the flights of deliriunL" He adds, " Fw you vnay perhapt 
oUerve thai MamUea wildntu U hut half /cOic" It is under the immediate influence of this " disorder 
in his soul,"— this " shaking and unsettling of its powers from their due sources of action,"* that 
Hamlet takes the instantaneous resolution of feigning himself mad. He feels that his mind is 
horridly disturbed with thoughts beyond mortal reach ; but he believes that the habitual powers of. 
his intellect can control this disturbance, and even render it an instrument of bis own safoty. The 
very able writer from whose anonymous paper we have just quoted, says, " If there be any thing 
disproportioned in his mind, it seems to be this only,— that intellect is in excess. It is even ungo- 
vernable, and too subtle. His own description of perfect man, ending with 'In apprehension how 
like a god 1 ' appears to me consonant with that character, and spoken in the high and overwrought 
consciousness of intellect. Much that requires explanation in the play may periiape be explained by 
this predominance and consciousness of great intellectual power. Is it not pcMsible that the instanta- 
neous idea of feigning himself mad belongs to this ? " 

It is here, then, that the complexity of Hamlet's character begins. It is in the description of 
Ophelia that he is first presented to us, at some short period after the suf ematural visitation :— 
*^ He took me by the wriat, aod held me hard ; 

Then goes he to the length of all hit arm ; 

And, with his other hand thus o'er his hrow, 

He falls to such perusal of my face, 

As he would draw it. Long staid he so ; 

At Iast»— a little shaking of mine ann, 

And thrice his head thus wating up and down,— 

He rais'd a sigh sa piteous aod profound, 

That it did seem to shatter all his bulk, 

And end his being : That done, he lets me ge : 

And, with his head over his shoulder tum'd. 

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 

For out o' doors he went without their help, 

And, to the last, bended their light on me." 

This was not the "antic disposition " which Hamlet thought meet to put on. It was not the 
"ecstacy of love," produced by Ophelia's coldness, according to Polonius. But it was the utterance, 
as far as it could be uttered, of his sense of the hard necessity that was put upon him to go 
fbrtb to a mortal struggle with evil powers and influences ; — ^to cast away all the high and pleasant 
thoughts that belonged to the cultivation of his understanding; — to tear himself from all the 
soothing and delicious ftmcies that would arise out of the growth of his affection for that simple 
maid upon whom he bestowed " a sigh so piteous." Under the pressure ol the one absorbing 
"commandment" that had been imposed upon him, he had vowed that it should live "within 
the volume of his brain, unmixed with baser matter.'* All else in the world had become to him 
mean and unimportant. I^ve was now to him a " trivial, fond record," — the wisdom of philosophy, 
^the saws of books." All "that youth and observation copied," was to be foi^tten in that 
dread wurd, " remember me." But Hamlet had put the *' antic disposition on." The king 
had seen his "transformation." The courtiers talked £Mniliarlj of his "lunacy." The disguiae 
which he had adopted was not accidentally chosen. The subtlety of his intellect directed him to 
that tone of wayward sarcasm in which, while he appeared to others to be merely wandering, the 
bittehiess of his soul might be relieved by the utterance of " wild and hurling words." But even 
in this disguise, his intellectual supremacy is constantly manifested. *< He is far gone, far gone," 
says Polonius; but, '*how pregnant his replies are," very quickly follows. In the scene with 
Roeencrants and Guildenstem the natural Hamlet instantly comes back. They were his school- 
fellows ; they ought to have been his friends. To them, therefore, he is the Hamlet they once 
knew ; — ^the gentleman — the scholar. He even discloses to them a glimpse of the deep melancholy 
with which his soul laboured : " God I I could be bounded in a nut-shell, and count myself 
a king of infinite space; were it not that I have bad dreams." But he goes no further;— he 
sees through their purpose : " nay, then I have an eye of you." They were to be spies upon him ; 

« Blackwood's Magasine, Vol. 11. page 504. 
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and from that moment he hatea them. They stood, or they appeared to scand, between him and 
the great purpose of his life. But he suppresses his feelings, and bursts out in that majestic piece 
of rhetoric which could only have been conceived by a being of the highest intellectual power, in 
the full possession of that power : ** What a piece of work is a man 1 How noble in reason 1 how 
infinite in faculties I in form and moring, how express and admirable 1 in action, how like an angel ! 
in apprehension, how like a god ! " The writer in Blackwood truly says, that this is ** spoken in 
the high and over-wrought consciousness of intellect." Hamlet has described his melancholy to 
his old school-fellows, — the indifference with which he views "this visible world." Here again, 
unquestionably, he is not feigning. He knows that the admission of his melancholy will put the 
.spies upon a fiilse scent. Burton's 'Anatomy' was not published when Shakspere wrote this 
play ; and yet how consonant is the following passage of that book, with Shakspere's conception of 
the melancholy Hamlet: "Albertus Durer paints Melancholy like a sad woman, leaning on her 
arm with fixed looks, neglected habit, &c., held therefore by some, proud, soft, sottish, or half-mad, 
as the Abderites esteemed of Democritus : and yet of a deep reach, exoellent apprehension, judicious, 
wise, and witty." In the scene with the players Hamlet is perfectly at ease, ''judicious, wise, and 
witty/' ^e has escaped for a moment out of the dense clouds of the one o'er-masteriog thought, 
into the sunny region of taste and fancy in which he once dwelt. But even here the one thought 
follows him: — "Dost thou hear me, old friend? Can you play the murder of Gonzagot" Then 
eomes, "Now I am alone;" and, as Charles Lamb has beautifully expressed it, "the silent meditations 
with which his bosom is bursting are reduced to words, for the sake of the reader." But in the mids^ 
of his paroxysm, his intellectual activity predominates : '* About, my brains ; " and he escapes from 

the thought — 

•' I should have fatted all the region kites 
With the slave's offal. '» 
into — 

"I'll have grounds 
More relative than this : The play 's the thing." 

The indecision of Hamlet is thus described by Qoethe : " A lovely, pure, noble, and most moral 
nature, without the strength of nerve which forms a hero, sinks beneath a burden which it cannot 
bear, and must not cast away." The writer in Blackwood's Magazine takes another view of this 
indecision, which, to our minds, is more philosophic : " He sees no course dear enough to satisfy 
his understanding." Hamlet, be it observed, is not without nerve. Let us recollect — '* I will watch 

to-night,"— and, 

" My fate cries out, 
And makes eaeh petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve." 

Ho is not without nerve. But bis toiU is subject to higher faculties. He would have been greater, 
had he been less great 

We are scarcely yet cognizant of the depths of Hamlet's meditations. Under the first pressure of 
his wounded sensibilities we have heard him exclaim — 

" O that this too too solid flesh would melt ; " 
but he has since communed with unearthly things, and he now fearlessly approaches the great 
questions that have reference to the " something after death," as if the mystery could be pierced by 
the eye of reason. Of the soliloquy, " To be, or not to be," Coleridge remaiks, " This speech is of 
absolutely universal interest, — and yet to which of all Shakspere s characters could it have been 
appropriately given but to Hamlet?" But we must mark the period of its introduction. It imme- 
diately precedes the scene of Hamlet's abrupt behaviour to Ophelia. It does so in the original 
sketch. She comes upon him with 

•• My lord, I have remembrances of yours," 
at a moment when his mind had surrendered itself to a train of the most solemn thought, induced 
by following out all the mysterious and fearful circumstances connected with his own being, and 
the awful responsibilities that were imposed upon him. It appears to us, that his rude denial of 
having given Ophelia "remembrances," and his "Ha, ha I are you honest?" with all the bitter 
words that follow, are meant to indicate the disturbance which is produced in his mind by the dashing 
of his love for her with the predominant thought that now makes all that belongs to his per- 
sonal happiness worthless. His invective against women is not more bitter than his invective 
against himself :— " What should such fellows as I do crawling between heaven and earth I " His 
bitterness escapes in generalizations : it is not against Ophelia, but against her sex, that he exclaims. 
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To that gentle creatare, the harshest thing he says is, " Be thou 4ub chaste as Ice, as pure as snow, 
thou shalt not escape calumny.** Coleridge thinks that the "certain harshness** in Hamlet's manner 
is produced by his perceiving that Ophelia was acting a part towards him, and that they were 
watched. We doubt whether Shakspere intended Hamlet to be here feigning. The passionate 
words are merely the exponents of the contest within, — the contest between his love and the 
purpose which appeared to him to exclude all other thoughts. There was a real disturbance of his 
soul, which could only recover its balance by such an outbreak. The character of the disturbance 
is indicated by the contradiction of ** I did love you once," and ** I loved you not ; " and, perhaps, 
as Lamb expresses it» these " tokens of an unhinged mind *' are mixed " with a profound artifice of 
love, to alienate Ophelia by affected discourtesies, so to prepare her mind for the breaking off of that • 
loving intercourse, which can no longer find a place amidst business so seiious as tliat which he has 
to do." At any rate, the gentle and tender Ophelia is not outraged. Her pity only is excited ; 
and if the apparent harshness of Hamlet requires a proper appreciation of his character to reconcile 
it with our admiration of him, Shakspere has at this moment most adroitly presented to us that 
description of him which Qoethe anticipated — 

" The conrtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword, 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state." 

Hamlet recovers a temporary tranquillity. He has something to do ; and that something is 
connected with his great business. It is more agreeable that it postpones that one duty, while it 
seems to lead onward to it. He has to prepare the players to speak his speech. Those who look upon 
the surface only may think these directions uncharacteristic of Hamlet ; but nothing can really be ' 
more appropriate than that these rules of art, so just, so universal, and so complete, should be put 
by Shakspere into the mouth of him who had pre-eminently ''the scholar^s tongue." Hamlet 
revels in this lesson ; and it has produced a calm in his spirits, which is displayed in that affectionate 
address to Horatio, in which he appears to repose upon his friend as one 

" Whose blood and Judgment are so well co-mingled,"— 
to be, as it were, a prop to his own " weakness and melancholy.** Be it observed that this is the first 
indication we have had that he has admitted Horatio into his confidence : — 
" There is a play to-night before the king : 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance 

Which I have told thee of my father's death." 
The satisfaction he takes in the device of the " one scene ** — ^the hopes which he has that his doubts 
may be resolved — lend a real elevation to his spirits, which may pass for his feigned " madness." 
He utters whatever comes uppermost; and the freedoms Which he takes with Ophelia, while they 
are equally remote from bitterness or harshness, are such as in Shakspere's age would not offend 
pure ears. The mixture in his wild speeches of fun and pathos, is nevertheless most touching. 
" What should a man do but be merry," comes from the profoundest depths of a wounded spirit. 
The test is applied ; the King is " frighted with false fire/*— his " occulted guilt " has unkennelled 
itself. The elation of HamleVs mind is at its height. His contempt of the King is openly 
pronounced to his creatures ;—RoBencrantz and Guildenstem quail before his biting sarcasm; — 
Polonius is his butt. All this is, as he thinks, the coruscstions of the doud before the deadly flash. 
" Now could I drink hot blood,** is the feeling that is at the bottom of all Then comes the scene 
in which the King prays, and Hamlet postpones his revenge, with an excuse almost too dreadful to 
belong to human motives. They were not his motives. Coleridge discriminates between " impetuous, 
horror-striking fiendishness,*' and " the marks of reluctance and procrastination ; ** and it is sufficient 
to note this distinction, without entering into any refutation of opinions which show that it is 
easier to write mouthingly or pertly, as some have done, than to understand Shakspere. It is in 
the scene with the Queen that Hamlet vindicates his own sanity — 

" It is not madness 

That I have uttered : bring me to the test. 

And I the matter will re-word ; which madness 

Would gambol A-om." 
This is ' Shakspere's Test of Insanity ; * — the title of an Essay by Sir H. Halford, in which he 
illustrates from his experience the accuracy of pur great poet*s delineations of the phenomena of 
mental disorder. Our readers will find a very able article on this Essay in the ' Quarterly Review,* 
Vol. 49, p. 181. 

Hamlet abstained from killing the King when he was " praying.** This was a part of his weakness. 
But he did not abandon his purpose. The forced devotion of the guilty man,— the "physic," 
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M Hamlet calla it, did but prolong hU "rickly days.'* Polonius falls by an accident, instead of bis 
"betters." The "wretched, rash, intruding fool," was sacrificed to a sudden impulse, which stood 
in the place of a determinate exercise of the will. Hamlet scarcely regrets the accident :— " take 
thy fortune." His mind is eased by his colloquy with his mother. The vifdon again appears to 
whet his " almost blunted purpose ; " but nothing is done. His intellect is again at its subtleties :— 
" There '• letters teal'd ; and my two ichool-fellowi,— 

Whom I will tnut, as I will adder* fuigM,— 

They bear the mandate ; they mutt sweep my way, 

And marshal me to knavery : Let it work ; 

For *t is the sport, to have tht engineer 

Hoist with his own petar : and 't shall go hard. 

Bat I will delre one yard below their mines, 

And blow them at the moon." 
He casts himself like a feather upon the great wave of fate ; — he embraces the events that marshalled 
him " to knayery." Dangerous as they be, they are better than doubt. He belieyes that he pierces 
through the darkness of his fate :— " t see a cherub, that sees him." He leaves for England ; not 

forgetting htm whose 

*' Form and cause cotijoin'd, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable ; '^ 

but still meditating instead of acting, tt would be ik curious problem to be solved, but it will never 
be solved, whether Shakspere himself obliterated the scene Which only appears in the second quarto, 
in which the workings of Hamlet's mind at this juncture are so distinctly revealed to us. That he 
meant the character to be mysterious, though not inexplicable, there can be no doubt. Does it become 
too plain when Hamlet's meeting with the Norwegian captain leads him into a train of thought, at 
first made up of generalizations, but in the end most conclusive as to the causes of his indecision ? — 

** Now, whether it be 

Bestial oblivion, or tome craven scruple 

Of thinking too precisely on the event— 

(A thought, which quarter'd, hath but one part wisdom. 

And ever, three parts coward)—! do not know 

Why yet I live to say. This thing *s to do ; 

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means, 

To do 't." 
Tt was not "bestial oblivion.** — no. The eternal presence of the thought— " this thing *s to do," 
made him incapable of doing it. It was the " thinking too precisely on the ev6nt ** that destroyed 
his wilL It was in the same spirit that his will had been " puzzled " by the " dread of something 
after death," — that his conscience — (consciousness) — " sicklied o'er" his "native hue of resolution." 
The *' delicate and tender prince " exposed what was mortal &tid Unsure to fortune, death, and danji^er, 
even for an egg-shell. Twenty thousand men, for a fantasy and trick of fame, went to their 
graves like beds. But then, the men and their leader " itiade mouths at the invisible event."- The 
"lai^ge discourse" of Hamlet, ^'looking before and after," absorbed the tangible and present In 
actions that appear indirectly to advance the execution of the great " commandment " that was laid 
upon him, he has decision and alacrity enough. His relation to Horatio (we are somewhat 
anticipating) of his successful device against Rosencrantz and Quildeiistem, would appear to come 
from a man who is all will His intellectual activity revels in the telling of the stoiry. Coleridge has 
admuiibly pointed out in 'The Friend,' how "the circumstances of time and place are all stated 
with equal oompression and rapidity;" but still, with the relater*s general tendency to genenJise. 
The event has happened, and Itamlet does not think too precisely of its consequences. T)ie issue 
will be shortly known. 

'* It will be short— the Interim \% mine, 

And a man's life no more than to say^-H>ne." 
This looks like decision, growing out of the narrative of the events in which Hamlet had exhibited 
his decision. But even in his own acoount, the beginning of this action was his "indiscretion," 
{ rooeeding from sudden and indefinable impulses : — 

" Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting 

That would not let me sleep.*' 

Wonderfully, indeed, has Shakspere managed to follow the old history — "How Fengon devised to 
send Hamlet to the king of England, with secret letters to have him put to death, and how 
Hamlet when his companions slept, read the letters, and instead of them, counterfeited others, 
willing the king of England to put the two messengers to death," — without destroying the unity of 
his own conception of Hamlet. 
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Ifn. JamesoD, in her delightful ' Characteriatios of Women/ has sketched the character of 
Ophelia with all a woman's truth and tendemesB. Oni9 passage ouly can we -venture to take, for it 
is an image that to our minds is fai^ better than many words : " Once at Murano, I saw a dove caught 
in a tempest ; perhaps it was young, and either lacked strength of wing to reach its home, or the 
instinct which teaches to shun the brooding storm ; but so it was — and I watdied it, pitying, as it 
flitted, poor bird ! hither and thither, with its silver pinions shining against the black thunder-cloud, 
till, after a few giddy whirls, it fell blinded, afirighted, and bewildered, into the turbid wave beneath, 
and was swallowed up for ever. It reminded me then of the fate of Ophelia ; and now, when I think 
of her, I see again before me that poor dove, beating with Weary wing, bewildered amid the storm." 
And why is it, when we think upon the fate of the poor storm-etricken Ophelia, that we never 
reproach Hamlet f We are certain that it was no "trifling of his favour" that broke her heart We 
are assured that his seeming harshness did not sink deep into her spirit We believe that he loved her 
more than " forty thousand brothers ** — though a very ingenious question has been raised upon that 
point. And yet she certainly perished through Hamlet and his actions. But we blame him not ; for 
her destiny was involved in his. We cannot avoid transcribing a passage from the artide in Black- 
wood's Magazine, which we have already mentioned : " Soon as we connect her destiny with Hamlet^ 
we know that darkness is to overshadow her, and that sadness and sorrow will step in between her 
and the ghost-haunted avengef of his father's murder. Soon as our pity is excited for her, it 
continues gpmdually to deepen ; and when she appears in her madness, we are not more prepared to 
weep over all its most pathetic movements, than we afterwards are to hear of her death. Perhaps the 
description of that catastrophe by the queen is poetical rather than dramatic ; but its exquisite beauty, 
prevails, and Ophelia, dying and dead, is still the same Ophelia that first won our love. Perhaps the 
very foi^etfulness of her, throughout the remainder of the play, leaves the soul at full liberty to 
dream of the departed. She has passed away from the earth like a beautiful air — a delightful dream. 
There would have been no place for her in the agitation and tempest of the final catastrophe." 

Qarrick omitted the grave-diggers. He had the terror of Voltaire before his eyes. The English 
audience compelled their restoration. Was it that "the groundlings" could not endure the loss of 
the ten waistcoats which the clown had divested himself of, time out of mind ? — or, was there in this 
scene something that brought Hamlet home to the humblest, in the large reach of his universal 
philosophy f M. Yillemain, in his Essay on Shakspere, appears to us utterly to have mistaken this 
scene :* " Strike not out from the tragedy of Hamlet^ as Qarrick had attempted to do, the labours and 
the pleasantries of the grave-diggers. Be present at this terrible bufifoonery ; and you will behold 

terror and gaiety rapidly moving an immense audience. Youth and beauty contemplate with 

insatiable curiosity images of decay, and minute details of death ; and then the uncouth pleasantries 
which are blended with the action of the chief personages, seem from time to time to relieve the 
spectators £rom the weight which oppresses them, and shotits of laughter burst from every seat. 
Attentive to this spectacle, the coldest countenances alternately manifest their gloom or their gaiety ; 
and even the statesman smiles at the sarcasm of the grave-digger who can distinguish between the 
skull of a courtier and a bufibon." This may be the Hamlet of the theatre ; but M. Yillemain should 
have looked at the Hamlet of the doeet. The conversation of the downs before Hamlet comes upon 
the scene is indeed pleasantry intermixed with sarcasm ; but the moment that Hamlet opens his lips, 
the meditative richness of his mind is poured oat upon us, and he grapples with the most fictmiliar and 
yet the deepest thoughts of human nature, in a style that is sublime from its very obviousness and 
Bimplidty. Where is the terror, unless it be terrible to think of " the house appointed for all living ;" 
and what is to provoke the long peals of laughter, where the grotesque is altogether subordinate to 
the solenm and the philosophical t It is the entire absorption of the fellow who " has no feding of 
his business," by him of ** daintier sense," who condders it '* too curiously," that makes this scene so 
impreedve to the reader. 

Of Hamlet's violence at the grave of Ophelia we think with the critic on Sir Heniy Halford's Essay, 
that it was a real aberration, and not a simulated frenzy. His apparently cold expression, " Whi^t, the 
fiur Ophdia ! " appears to us to have been an effort of restraint, which for the moment overmastered 
his reason. In the interval between this " towering pasdon " and the final catastrophe, Hamlet is 
thoroughly himself— meditative to excess with Horatio — most acute, playful, but altogether gentle- 
manly, in the scene with the frivolous courtier. But observe that he forms no plans. He knows the 
danger which surrounds him ; and he still feels with regard to the ufiurper as he always felt : 
* Wo trentlate (torn tbe t^aiit edition of hU £Mfey, 1839. 
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" is 't not perfect conscience, 
To quit him with this ann t " 

Bat hiB will it still eesentially powerlees ; and now he yields to the sense of predestination : " If it be 
now, 't is not to come ; if it be not to come, it will be now ; if it be not now, yet it will come : the 
readiness is alL" The catastrophe is perfectly in accordance with this prostration of Hamlet's mind. 
It is the result of an accident, produced we know not how. Some one has suggested a polite 
ceremonial on the part of Hamlet, by which the foils might be exchanged with perfect consistency. 
We would rather not know how they were exchanged. " The catastrophe," says Johnson, ** is not 
very happily produced ; the exchange of weapons is rather an expedient of necessity than a stroke of 
art A scheme might easily be formed to kill Hamlet with the dagger, and Laertes with the bowl." 
1^0 doubt. A tragedy terminated by chance appears to be a capital thing for the rule-and-line men to 
lay hold of. But they forget the poet's purpose Had Hamlet been otherwise, his will would have 
been the predominant agent in the catastrophe. The empire of chance would have bf>en over-ruled ; 
the guilty would have been punished ; the innocent perhaps would have been spared. Have we lost 
any thing ? Then we should not have had the Hamlet who is " the darling of- every country in which 
the literature of England has been fostered;"* then we should not have had the Hamlet who is 
" a concentration of all the interests that belong to humanity ; in whom there is a more intense 
conception of individual human life than perhaps in any other human composition ; that is, a being 
with springs of thought, and feeling, and action, deeper than we can search ;"t then we should not 
have had the Hamlet, of whom it has been said, " Hamlet is a name ; his speeches and sayings but the 
idle coinage of the poet's brain. What then, are they not real f They are as real as our own thoughts. 
Their reality is in the reader's mind. It is we who are Hamlet." :{: 

• Culeridffe. f Rlackwood Vol. II. t Uailitt. 
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INTEODUCTOEY NOTICE. 



State op the Text, and Chronology, op Cyubeline. 

"The Tragedie of Cymbeline" was first printed in the folio collection of 1623. The play is very 
c?.refully divided into nets and scenes — an arrangement which is sometimes wanting in other plays of 
this edition. Printed as Cymbeline must have been from a manuscript, the text, although sometimes 
difficult, presents few examples of absolute error. Of course some palpable errors do occur, and these 
have been properly corrected by the modern editors ; but they have in this, as in every other instance, 
carried their vocation too far.* We, upon the principle which we have invariubly followed, have 
implicitly adhered to the text, except in those instances of manifest corruption which can be distinctly 
referred to the class of typographical errors. The Cymbeline of the first edition is, in one respect, 
printed with very remarkable care ; it is full of such contractions as the following : — 

•• His daugh'er, and the heJre o/** kingdomc, vrhom.'* 
'• It cannot be Vth'eye: for ape« and monkeys." 
•• Contemne with mowes the other. Nor Vlh* judgement.** 
•♦ To' th' truncke againe, and shut the spring of it." 

We find this principle occasionally followed in some other of the plays ; but in this It is invariably 
regarded. We do not> however, follow these elisions*, which we may believe are not from the hand of 
the author, and which impair the freedom of his versification, without any real advantage to the 
reader. 

• When the original edition of the Pictorial Shakspere was published, about twenty-flre years ago. we designated by the 
tenn ** modern editora" those generally known by the name of " variorum," including principally Johnson, Steevens. and 
Malone. Boswell's edition of Malone'a Shalcspere beari the date of 1821 . When, ihereforc, we now use the term " modern 
editors," we do not mean to indicate those who have been the recent labourers in the same field as ourselves— such as 
Mr. Dyce, Mr. Collier, Mr. SUunton, Mr. Grant White, and the Cambridge editors. We have often, In this new edition, 
substituted some other word for *• modern," but in other esses we leave the term " modem " with the signification which 
w« originally atUched to It. 

N2 179 



Digitized by 



Google 



INTRODUCTORY NOTICE. 

In placing this dmma (it can scarcely bo called tragedy, although we must adhere to the original 
classification) immediately after Romeo and Juliet and Hamlet, we are called upon to state the 
grounds upon which we classify it amongst the comparatively early play.^ Malone has assigned it to 
1609, Chalmers to 1606, and Drake to 1606. The external evidence adduced by Malone for this 
opiuion appeai-8 to ys not only extremely weak, but to be conceived in the very lowest spirit of the 
comprehension of Shakapere. He assumes that it wi\s written after Lear and Macbeth, for the 
following reasons :— The character of Edgar in Lear is formed on that or Leonatus in Sidney's 
* Arcadia.' " Shaksi)eai'e having occasion to tum to that book while he was writing King Lear, the 
name of Leonatus adhered to his memory, and he has made it the name of one of the characters in 
Cymbeline." Having occasion to turn to that book '—a mode of expresMion which might equally 
apply to a tailor having occasion for a piece of buckram. Sidney's * Arcadia' was essentially the hook 
of Shakspere's age— moi-e p-ipular, perhaps, than the ' Fairy Queen,* as profoundly admii-ed by the 
highest order of spirits, as often quoted, as often present to their thoughts. And yet the very highest 
spirit of that age, thoroughly imbued as he must have been with all the poetical literature of his own 
day and his own couutiy (we pass by the question of his further knowledge), is represented only to 
know the great work of his great contemporary as a little boy in a grammar-school knows what is 
called a crib-book. But this is not alL 

The story of Lear, according to Malone, lies near to that of Cymbeline in Holinshed's Chronicle, 
and some account of Duncau and Macbeth is given incidentally in a subsequent page ; and so this very 
hum^tle render, who never looked into a book but when lie wanted to get something out of it, 
composes Lear, Macbeth, and Cymbeline (two of them unquestionably the greatest monuments of 
human genius) at one and the same time, because, forsooth, he happened about the same time to turn 
to Sidney's Arcadia and Holinshed's Chronicle. But this sort of reasoning does not even stop here. 
Cymbeline is not only produced after Lear and Macbeth for these causes, but about the same period as 
the Roman plays. In this play mention is matle of Cesar's ambition and Cleopatra sailing on the 
Cydnus ; ergOf says Malone, " I think it probable that about this time Shakspere perused the lives of 
Csesar, Brutus, and Mark Antony." Perused the lives ! But we really have not patience to waste 
another word upon this insolence, so degrading (for it is nothing ]em) to the country and the age 
which produced it Qeoi^ge Chalmers fixes the date in 1606, because he conceives that Cloten's speech, 
in the second act, — " a Jack-a-napcs must take me up for swearing,"— alludes to the statute of 1606, 
for restraining the use of profane exjiressions on the stage. There is nothing to which we object in 
this ingenious suggestion, but it is not conclusive as to the date of Cymbeline : nor indeed can any 
such isolated pnssage be conclusive; for we know from the quartos that passing allusions were 
constantly inserted after the first production of Shakspere's plays. Drake assigns no reason for the 
date which he gives of 1605. 

In the Introductory Notice to Richard IL we have given an extract from " a book of plays and 
notes thereof, for common policy, '* kept by Dr. Symon Forman, in 1610 and 1611. These notes, 
which were discovered and first printed by Mr Collier, contain not only an account of some play of 
Richard IL, at which the writer was present, but distinctly give the plots of Shakspere's Winter's 
Tale, Macbeth, and Cymbeline. We shall take the liberty of reprinting from Mr. Collier's * New 
Particulara ' Formau's account of the plot of Cymbeline : — 

" Remember, also, the story of Cymbeline, King of England, in Lucius' time : how Lucius came ft-om Oetavlus C«rsar 
Cot tribute, and, being denied, after sent Lucius with a great army of soldiers, who lauded at Milford Haven, and after 
were vanquished by Cymbeline, and Lucius taken prisoner, and all by means of three outlaws, of the which two of them 
were the sons of Cymbeline, stolen from him when they were but two years old, by an old man whom Cymbeline bad 
banished ; and he kept them as his own sons twenty years with bim in a cave. And how one of them slew Cloten, that 
was the Queen's son, going to Milford Haven to seek the love of Imogen the King's daughter, whom he had banished also 
for loving his daughter. 

" And how the Italian that came from her love conveyed himself into a chest, and said it was a chest of plate sent from 
her love and others to be presented to the King. And in the deepest of the night, she being asleep, he opened the chest 
dnd came forth of it, and viewed her in .her bed, and the marks of her body, and took away her bracelet, and alter accused 
her of adultery to her love, &c. And, in the end, how he came with the Romans into England, and was taken prisoner, 
and after revealed to Imogen, who had turned herself into man's apparel, and fled to meet her love at Milford Haven ; and 
chanced to fall on the cave in the woodtt where her two brothers were : and how by eating a sleeping drcm they thought 
she had been dead, and laid her in the woods, and the body of Cloten by her, in her love's apparel that he left behind him, 
and how she was found by Lucius, frc." 

"This," Mr. Collier adds, "is curious; principally because it gives the impression of the plot upon 
the mind of the spectator, at abotU tJie time vhen the play vas first produced.*' We can scarcely yield 
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oup implicit assent to this. Forman's note-book is evidence that the play existed in 1610 or 1611 ; 
bat it is not evidence that it was first pro<luoed in 1610 or 1611. Mr. Collier, in his * Annals of the 
Stage/ giTcs us the following entry from the books of Sir Henry Herbert, Master of the Revels : — 
" On Wednesday night the first of January, 1633, Cymbeline was acted at Court by the King's playei-s. 
Well liked by the King." Here is a proof that for more than twenty years ofier Forman saw it 
Cymbeline was still acted, and still popular. By parity of reasoning it might hate been acted, and 
might have been popular, htfort Forman saw it. 

In the absence, then, of all specific information as to the chronology of Cymbeline, we must 
be guided by what is after all the safest guide in such cases— internal evidence. 

Coleridge, in the classification of 1819, places Cymbeline, as he supposes it to have been ori- 
ginally produced, in the fit^ epockf to which he assigns Pericles: ''In the same e|>och I place 
The Winter's Tale and Cymbeline, differing from the Pericles by the entire rifaccimerUo of it^ 
when Shakspere*s celebrity as poet, and his interest no less than his influence as manager, enabled 
him to bring forward the laid-by labours of his youth." Tieck, whilst he considers it ''the last 
work of the great poet, which may have been written about 1614 or 1615," adds, "it is also not 
impossible that this varied-woven romantic history bad inspired the poet in his youth to attempt it 
for the stage." Tieck assigns no reason for believing that the play as we have received it is of so late 
a date as 1614 or 1615. We presume to think that he is wrong.* But, on the other hand, there can 
be no doubt that, as it stands, it is fuller of elliptical construction, proceeding from the over-teeming 
Ihonght, than any of the early plays. Malono has observed, and we think very justly (for in matters 
in which he was not tainted by the influences of his age his opinions are to be respected), that its 
versification resembles that of The Winter's Tale and The Tempest To whatever age these romantic 
dramas shall be ultimately assigned we have no doubt that on every account — from the natiu^ of the 
(able, as well as the cast of thought, and the construction of the language— Cymbeline will go with 
them. But, however this may be, we heartily join in the belief, so distinctly expressed by two snch 
mantor-minds as Colendge and Tieck, that the sketch of Cymbeline belongs to the youthful Shak8})ei*e 
We have fancied that it is almost possible to trace in some instances the dove-tailiug of the origiual 
with the improved drama. The principal incidents of the story of Imogen are in Boccaccio. Of 
course, with reference to the knowledge of Shakspere, we do not hold with Steevens that fchcy, " in 
their origimd Italian, to him at least, were inaccessible." Such a fable was exactly one which would 
have been seised upon by him who, from the very earliest period of his career, saw, in those reflections 
of life which the Italian novelists present, the materials of bringing out the manifold aspects of 
human nature in the most striking forms of truth and beauty. As far as the main action of the 
drama was concerned, therefore, we hold that it was as accessible to the Shakspere of five^md-twenty 
as it was to the Shakspere of five-and-forty ; and that he had not to wait for the publication in 1603 
of a story-book in which the tales which were the common property of Europe were remodelled with 
English scenes and characters, to have produced Cymbeline. All the historical accesssories too of the 
story were familiar to him in his early career. He threw the scene with marvellous judgment into the 
dim period of British history, when thei-e was enough of fact to give precision to his paintiug, and 
enough of fable to cast over it that twilight hue which all young poets love, because it is of the very 
truth of poetry. Assuming, then, that Cymbeline might have been sketched at an early periH, and 
comparing it more especially with Pericled, which assui-edly has not been re-written, we venture to 
expre-<38 a belief that the scenes have, in some parts, been gp^-eatly elaborated ; and that this 
elaboration has had the effect of thrusting forward such a quantity of incidents into the fifth act as 
to have rendered it absolutely necei<8ary to report to pantomimic action or dumb show, an example of 
which occurs in no other of Shukspere's works. This might have been remedied by omitting the 
"apparition" in the fifth act, which either belongs not to Shakspere at all, or belongs to the 
period when he had not clearly seen his way to shake off" the trammels of the old stage. But would 
an audience familiar with that scene have pai-ted from, it ? We believe not. The fifth act, as we think, 
presents to us very strikingly the differences between the young and the mature Shakspere, always 
bearing in mind that the skill of snch a master of his art has rendered it very difficult to corgecture 
ft hat were the differences between his sketch and his finished pictura The soliloquy of Posthumus in 
that act, in its fullness of thought, belongs to the finished performance,— the minute stage directions 
which follow to the unfinished. Nothing can bo more certain thiui that the dialogue between 
Ponthumns and the gaoler is of the period of deep philosophical speculation ; while the tablet left 
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by Jupiter has a wondrous resemblance to the odd thmgs of the early stage.* We throw out these 
observations rather as hints for the student of Shakspere, than as opinions in which we expect our 
rea^lers will agree. The greater part of the play is certsiiuly such bs no one but Shakspere could 
have written, and not only so, but Shakspere in the full possession and habitual exercise of his 
powers. The mountain scenes with Imogen and her brothers are perhaps unequalled, even in the 
whole compass of the Shaksperiau drama. They are of the very highest order of poetical beauty, — 
not such an outpouring of beauty as in the Romeo and Juliet and The Midsummer Night's Dream, 
where the master of harmonious verse revels in all the gi'aces of his art— but of beauty entirely 
subservient to the peculiarities of the characters, the progress of the action, the scenery, ay, and 
the very period of the drama, whatever Dr. Johnson may say of " incongruity." There is nothing 
to UB more striking than the contrast which is presented between the free natural lyrics sung by the 
brothers over the grave of Fidele, and the elegant poem which some have thought so much more 
beautiful. The one is perfectly ia keeping with all that precedes and all that follows ; the other is 
entirely out of harmony with its associations. '* To fair Fidele s gi-assy tomb " is the dirge of Collins 
over Fidele ; " Fear no more the heat o' the sun '* is Fidele's proper funeral song by her bold brotkets. 
It is this marvellous power of going out of himself that renders it so difficult to say that Shakspere in 
at any time inferior to himself. If it vieve not for this exercise of power, even in the smallest 
characters, we might think that Clolen was of the immature Shakspere. But then he has made Cloten 
his own, by one or two magic touches, so as to leave no doubt that, if he was at first a somewhat 
hasty sketch, he is now a finished portrait. "The snatches in his voice and burst of speaking" 
Mentify him as the " very Cloten " that none other but Shakspere could have painted. 



Supi'osED Source of the Plot. 

" Mr. Pope," says Steevens, * supposed the story of this play to have been boiTowed from a novel of 
Bnccace; but he was mistaken, as an imitation of it is found in an old 8toi*y-book entitled 'Westward 
for Smelts.* " This is unquestionably one of ftteevens's random assertions. Maloue has printed the 
tale, and has expressed his opinion, in opposition to that of Steevens, that the general scheme of 
Oymbeline is founded on Boccaccio's novel (9th story of the second day of the Decameron). Mrs. 
Lennox has given, in her 'Shakspeare Illustrated,' a paruphi-ose of Boccaccio's story; which she bis 
mixed up with more irreverent impertinence towards Shakspere than can be perhaps found elsewhere 
in the English language, except in Dr. Johnson's judgment upon this play, which e^nnds very like 
** prisoner at the bar." It might have been supposed that the odour of Mrs. Lennox's criticisms upon 
Shakspere had been dissipated long before the close of the last century ; but, nevertheless, Mr. Dunlop, 
in his 'History of Fiction,' published in 1816, makes the opinions of Mrs. Lennox his own : "The 
incidents of the novel have been very closely adhered to by Shakespeare, but, as has been remarked by 
an acute and elegant critic (Mrs. Lennox), the scenes and characters have been most injudiciously 

• Schlegel hat a remarkable theory with reference to the apparition-scene, which we present to our readers. It is not 
objected that " the aged parents and brother* of Posthumus speak the language of a more simple olden time," but that 
they do nut speak the language of poetry, such as Shakspere would have chosen '* to express a feeble sound of wailing." 
What Schlegel says of the speech of Jupiter has great truth. Nothing, fur example, can be in a higher strain than — 

'* Poor shadows of ElyNium, hence ; and rest 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers." 

** Pope, as is well known, was strongly disposed to declare whole scenes for interpolations of the players ; but bis 
opinions were not much listened to. However, Steevens still accedes to the opinion of Pope, respecting the apparition of 
the ghosts and of Jupiter in Cymbellne, while Posthumus is sleeping in the dungeon. But Posthumus finds, on waking, 
a tablet on his breast, with a prophecy un which the dHouemtnl of the piece depends. Is it to be imagined that Shakspere 
would require of his spectators the belief in a wonder without a visible cause? Is Posthumus to dream this tablet with 
the prophecy t But these gentlemen do not descend to this objection. The verses which the apparitions deliver do not 
appear to them good enough to be Shakspere's. I imagine I can discover why the poet has not given them more of the 
splendour of diction. They are the aged parents and brothers of Posthumus, who, from concern for his fiate, return irom 
the world below: they ought, consequently, to speak the language of a more simple olden time, and their voices ought 
also to appear as a feeble sound of wailing, when contrasted with the thundering oracular language of Jupiter. For this 
reason Shakspere chose a syllabic measure, which was very common before his time, but which was then getting out of 
fashion, though it still continued to be frequently used, especially in translations of classical poets. In some such manner 
might the shades express themselves in the then existing translations of Homer and Virgil. The speech of Jupiter is on 
the other hand majestic, and in form and style bears a complete resemblaisce to the sonnets of Shakspere."— Xfc/ur*« on 
Dramatic LHfralure, vol. ii. 

18:: 



Digitized by 



Google 



CYMBELINE. 

altered, and the mannera of a tradesman's wife, and two intoxicated Italian merchants, have been 
bestowed on a great princess, a British Lero, and a noble Roman." Mr. Dunlop, however, has given a 
neat abridgment of the tale ; and in this matter it will be sufficient to refer the general reader to his 
work, and the Italian student to Boccaccio. 

Shnkspere found his historical materials in Holinshed ; and he has adhered to them as far as is 
consistent with the progress of a romantic story. The foUuwiug extnicts include all in Holinshed that 
bears upon the plot of this di*ama. 

" After the death of Cassibellane, Theomautius ot Lensutius, the youngest ton of Lud, was made king bf ^Htafn in the 
year of the world 3921, after the building of Rome 706, and before the coming of Christ 4<^. ••*•••••* 
Theomautius ruled the Zand in good quiet, and paid the tribute to tbe Romans which Cassibellane had granted, and finally 
departed this life after he had reigned twenty-two years, and was buried at London. 

" Kymbeline or Cimbeline, the son of Theomautius, was of the Brltaiiis made king, after the decease of his father, in 
the year of the world 3044, after the building of Rome 738, and before the birth of our Saviour 83. This man (as some 
write) was brought up at Rome, and there made knight by Augustus Cssar, tuider whom he served in the wars, and Was 
in such favi.ur with him, that he was at liberty to pay his tribute or not. ••••••• Touching tbe con- 
tinuance of the years of Kymbeline's reign some writers do vary, but the best approved affirm that he reigned thirty-five 
years and then died, and was buried at London, leaving behind him two sons, Guiderius and Arviragus. But here is to 
be noted that, although our histories do afilrm that as well this Kymbeline, as aUo his father Theomautius, lived in quiet 
with the Romans, and continually to them paid the tributes which the Britains bad covenanted with Julius Caesar to pay, 
yet we find In the Roman writers, that after Julius Caesar's death, when Augustus had taken upon him the rule.of thtt 
•npire, the Britains refused to pay that tribute : whereat, as Cornelius Tacitus reporteth, Augustus (being otherwise 
oeeupied) was contented to wink ; howbeit, through earnest calling upon to recover his right by such u were desirous to 
see the uttermost of the British kingdom; at length, to wit, in the tenth year after the death of Julius Csesar, which was 
about the thirteenth year of the said Theomautius, Augustus made provision to pass with an army over into Britain, and 
was come forward upon his Journey into Gallia Celtica, or, as we may say, into these hither parts of Prance. 

** But here receiving advertisements that the Pannonians. which inhabited the country now called Hungary, and the 
Dalmatians, whom now we call Slavons, had rebelled, he thought It best first to subdue those rebels near home, rather 
than to seek new countries, and leave such In hazard whereof he had present po^session, and so, turning his power 
against the Pannonians and Dalmatians, he left off for a time the wars of Britain, whereby the land remained without 
fear of any invasion to be made by the Romans till the year after the building of the city of Rome 725, and about the 
nineteenth year of king Theomautius' reign, that Augustus with an army departed otace again from Rome to pass over 
into Britain, there to make war. But after his coming into Gallia, when the Britains seht to him certain ambassadors to 
treat with him of peace, he staid their to settle the state of things among the Galles, for that they uere not in very good 
order. And having finished there, he went into Spain, and so his Journey into Britain was put off till the next year, ths^- 
In, the 726th after the building of Rome, which fell before the birth of our Saviotur 25, about which time Augustus 
ef^soons meant the third time to have made a voyage into Britain, because they could not agree upon covenants. But as 
the Pannonians and Dalmatians had aforetime staid him, when (as before is said) he meant to have gone against the 
Britains; so even now the Salasstians (a people inhabiting about Italy and Switzerland), the Cantabrians and Asturians, 
by such rebellious stirs as they raised, withdrew him Trom his puiix)sed Journey. But whether this controversy, which 
appeareth to fall forth betwixt the Britains and Augustus, was occasioned by Kymbeline, or some other prince of the 
Britains, I have not to avouch : for that by our writers it is reported that Kymbeline. being brought up in Rome, and 
knighted in the court of Augustus, ever showed himself a friend to the Romans, and chiefly was loth to break with them, 
because the youth of the Britain nation should not be deprived of the benefit to be trained and brought up among the 
Romans, whereby they might learn both to behave themselves like civil men, and to attain to the knowledge of feau df 
war. But whether for this respect, or fbr that it pleased the Almighty God so to dispose the minds of men at that present, 
not only the Britains, but in manner all other nations, were contented to be obedient to the Roman empire. That this was 
true in the Britains, it is evident enough in Strabo's words, which are In effect as folloWeth :~' At this present (saith he) 
certain princes of Britain, procuring by ambassadors and dutiful demeanors the amity of the emperor Augu;»tus, have 
offered in the capitol unto the gods presents or gifts, and have ordained the whole ile in a manner to be appertinent, proper, 
and familiar to the Romans. They are burdened with sore ciutoms which they pay for wars, either to be sent forth into 
Gallia, or brought iVom thence, which are commonly ivory vessels, shears, onches or earrings, and other conceits made of 
amber and glasses, and surh like manner of merchandise : so that now there is no need of any army or garrison of men of 
war to keep the ile, for there needeth not past one legion of footmen, or some wing of horsemen, to gather up and receive 
tbe tribute; for the charges are rated according to the quantity of the tributes : for otherwise it should be needAil to atutte 
the customs, if the trilmtes were also raised ; and if any violence should be used, it were dangerous least they might be 
provoked to rebellion.* Thus far Strabo." 




[Coin of Cunobelinos.] 
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COSTUICB. 



For the dress of our ancient British ancestors of the time of Cymbeline or Canobelin we have no 
pictorial authority, and the notices of ancient British costume which we find scattere*! amongst the 
classical historians are exceedingly scanty and indefinite. Tlmt .the chiefs and the superior classes 
amongst them, however, were clothed compUtdy abd with barbaric splendour, there exists at present 
little doubt ; and the naked savages with painted skins whose imaginary effigies adorned the ' Pictorial 
Histories * of our childhood, are now considered to convey a better idea of the more remote and 
barbarous tribes of the Maseatse than of the inhabitants of Cantium or Kent, {** Uie most civilized of 
all the Britons " as early as the time of Csesar,) and even to represent those only when, in accordance 
with a Celtic custom, they had thrown off their garments of skin or dyed cloths to rush upon an 
invading enemy. 

That all the Britons stained themselves with woad, which gave a blueish cast to the skin and made 
them look dreadful in battle, is distinctly stated by Cssar : but he also assures us expressly that the 
inhabitants of the southern coasts differed but little in their manners from the Gauls, an assertion 
which is confirmed by the testimony of Strabo, Tacitus, and Pomponius Mela, the latter of whom says 
" the Britons fought armed after the Qaulish manner." 

The following description therefore of the Gauls by Diodoms Siculus becomes an authority for the 
arms and dress of the Britons, particularly as in many parts it corresponds with such evidence as 
exists in other cotemporaneons writers respecting the dress of the Britons themselves. 

" The Gauls wear bracelets about their wiists and arms, and massy chains of pure and beaten 
gold about their necks, and weighty rings upon their fingers,* and corslets of gold upon their 
breast8.t For stature they are tall, of a pale complexion, and red-haired, not only naturally, but 
they endeavour all they can to make it redder by art.t They often wa^h their hair in a water 
boiled with lime, and turn it backwards from the forehead to the crown of the head, and thence to 

their very necks, that their faces may be fully seen Some of them shave their 

beards, others let them grow a little. Persons of quality shave their chins close, but their mous- 
taches they let fall so low that they ev^i cover their mouths.§ . . . Their garments are very 
strange, for they wear party-coloured tunics (fiowered with various colours in divisions) and hose 
which they call Bracse.il They likewise wear chequered sagas (cloaks). Those they wear * in 
winter are thick, those in summer more slender. Upon their heads they wear helmets of brass 
with large appenlClAges made for ostentation's sake to be admired by the beholders. .... They 
have trumpets after the barbarian manner, which in sounding make a horrid noise. • • « . For 
swords they use a broad weapon called Spatha, which they hang across their right thigh by iron 
or brazen chains. Some gird themselves with belts of gold or silver." 




K>auHsh Captive wearing the Torque. J 

* Pliny sayi the Britons and Gauls «rore a ring on the middle finger. 

t A British corslet of gold found at Mold, in Flintshire, U now in the British Museum. 

I Straho saTS the Britons are taller than the Gauls ; their hair not so yellow, and their bodies looser built. 

I Caesar tells as the Britons were long-haired, and shaved all the body except the head and the upper lip. 

I Martial has a line " Like the old brachae of a needy Briton."— £pi^. ix. 21. They appear on the legs of the GaOiish 
figures in many Roman sculptures to have been a sort of loose pantaloon, terminating at the ankle, where they were met 
by a high shoe or brogue. There can be little doubt that the Highland tmis is amodificatlon of this ancient tronser. if not 
the identical weed itself. 
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In elucidation of the particular ezpreesion made nae of by Diodorus In deecribing the variegatetl 
tiasuea of the Qaula, and which has been translated " flowered with Tarious colours in divisions," 
we have the account of Pliny, who, after telling us that both the Gauls and Britons excelled in the 
art of making and dyeing doth, and enumerating seveml herbs used for dyeing purple, scarlet, and 
other colours, says that they spun their fine wool, so dyed, into yam, which was woven chequer- 
wise so as to form small squares, some of one colour and some of another. Sometimes it was woven 
in stripes instead of chrquers; and we cannot hesitate in believing that the tartan of the High- 
landers (to this day called ** the garb of old Gaul ") and the checked petticoats and aprons of the 
modem Welsh pesRantry are the lineal descendants of this ancient and picturesque manufacture. 
With respect to their ornaments of gold, we may add, in addition to the classical authorities, the 
testimony of the Welsh bards. In the Welsh Triads, Cadwaladyr, son of Cadwallon ab Cadwan, 
the last who bore the title of King of Britain, is styled one of the three princes who wore the golden 
bands, being emblems of supreme authority, and which, according to Turner, were worn round the 
neck, arms, and knees. 

Of the golden neck-chains, or torques (torch or dorch in Welsh), there are several existing spe- 
cimens. One has been found of silver, and several of brass. The bronze sword and small battle- 
axe, or celt, as it is called, of the ancient Britons, are to be found in many collections ; and at 





[Spear-Head and Celt.] 

Goodrich Court are two very Utfge round bronse shields of the earlier period, and an oblong one 
of the Roman-British era. There is a smaller round shield also in the British Museum. 



In the British Mtneum. 



[Britiih Shields.] 



In the Meyrlck Collection. 
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The Druids were divided into three dames. Tlie sacerdotal order wore white, the bards blue, 
and the third order, the Ovates or Obydds, who professed letters, medicine, and astronomy, wore 
gieen. 

Dion Cassius describes the dress of a British queen in the person of the famous Bonduca or 
Bortdicea. He tells us that she wore a torque of gold, a tunic of several colours all in folds, and 
over it a robe of coarse stuff. Her light hair fell down her shoulders far below the waist. 

The costume and arms of the Romans will be noticed at considerable length in the Parte appro- 
priated to the Tragedies of Coriolanua and Julius Csesar. 



(Conflict bct%^c(:n Rmiian» and Barbarians. From liie Arch of Trajan.] 



SCEJCERY. 

••TUE people of Britain," sayn Strabo^"ai*e generally ignorant of the art of cultivating gardens" 
By " the garden behind Cymbeline's palace " we should perhaps, therefore, in the spirit of minute 
autiquarianism, understand "a grore." But it is by uo means clear that the Romans had not 
introduced their arts to an extent that mi^ht have made Cymbeline's palace bear some of the 
characteristics of a Roman villa. A highy-civilized people very (inickly impart the external forms 
of their civilization to those whom they have colonised. We do not therefore object, even in a 
prosaic view of the matter, that the garden, as our nrtint has represented it, has more of ornament 
than belongs to the Druidical grove. The houses of the inhabitiuits in general might retain iu 
a great degree their primitive rudeness. When Julius Cicaar invaded Britain, the people of the 
southern coasts had alreiidy learned to build houses a little more substantial and convenient than 
those of the inland inhabitants. "The country," he remarks, "abounds in houses, which very 
much resemble those of Gaul." Now those of Gaul are thus described by Strabo : — ^"^ Tlicy 
build their houses of wood, in the form of a circle, with lofty tnpering roofs." — Lib. v. The 
foundations of some of the most substantial of these circular houses were of stone, of which there 
are still some remains in Cornwall, Anglesey, and other places. Strabo says, " The forests of the 
Brito'is are their cities ; for, when they have enclosed a very large circuit with felUd trees, they build 
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within it liouBes for themselve? aud hovels for their cattle." — Lib. iv. But Cymbeliue was one of the 
mont wealthy and powerful of the iincieut British kings. His capital was Camulodunum, supposed to 
be Maldon or Colchester. It was the first Roman colony in this island, and a place of great 
magnificence. We have not therefoi-e to assume that oraament would be misplaced in it. Though 
the walls of Imogen's chamber^ still subjecting the poetical to the exact, might by some be considered 
as proper to be of rude stone or wood, it may very fairly be supposed that it was decorated with the 
rich hangings and the other tasteful appendages described by lachimo * — the presents of the Roman 
emperors, with whom Cymbeline and his ancestors had been in amity, or procured from the Qreek 
and Phoonician merchants, who were constantly in commercial intercourse with Britain. (See, for 
fuller information on this subject, ' The Costume of the Original Inhabitants of the British Isles,' 
by S. R. Meyrick, LL.D., and Chas. Hamilton Smith, Esq.; fol. Lond. 1821.) But* after all, a play 
such as Cymbeline, is not to be viewed through the medium only of the literal and the probable. 
In its poetical aspect it essentially disregards the few facts respecting the condition of the Britons 
delivered down by the classic historians. Shakspere in this followed tlie practice of every writer of 
the romantic school. The costume (including scenery) had better want conformity with Strabo, than 
be out of harmony with Shakspere. 

• The *" andiron*" and '^chimneffphce'* belonj? to the tge of Elixabeth. But ShakHpere, when he cnmniiti what ##■ 
call anachronisms, uses what is familiar to rendvr iiilelligible what would otherwise be cbscure and remote. 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— Britain. The Garden behind 
Cymbeline'* Palace, 

Enter Two (Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Tou do not meet a man bat frowns : 

our bloods * 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers 
Still seem as does the king* 

2 Gent. But what's the matter ? 

* The passage in the original edition (folio of 1623) stands 
thus :— 

" You do not meet a man but Arowns. 
Our bloods nd^ore obey the heavens 
Then our courtiers : 
Still seem, as do 's the king's." 
In seTeral editions eourtlen is sometimes printed as the 
genitive case; sometimes is cut off fVom the verb teem by 
a semicolon, and the king'e is retained as the genitive case. 
This we have yentured to alter to king, as Tynrhitt 
suggested. As we have punctuated the passage, we think 
it presents no difficulty. Blood is used by Shakspere for 
natural disposition, as in All's Well that Ends Well-^ 
** Now his important blood will nought deny 
That she'll demand." 
The meaning of the passajre then is— You do not meet a 
man but (towns : our bloods do not more obey the heavens 
than our courtiers still seem as the king seems. As is 
afterwards expressed — 

•* they wear their faces to the l)ent 

Of the king's looks." 



1 GefU, His daughter, and the heir of his 

kingdom, whom 
He purposed to his wife's sole son, (a widow. 
That late he married,) hath referr'd herself 
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman: She's 

wedded ; 
Her husband banish'd ; she imprison'd : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch'd at very heart. 

2 Gent, None but the king ? 

1 Gent. He that hath lost her, too : so is the 
queen, 
That most desir'd the match : But not a courtier. 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 
^ Gent. And why so P 

1 Gent. He that hath miss'd tlie princess is a 
thing 
Too bad for bad report : and he that hath he?, 
(I mean, that married her,— alack, good man ! — 
And therefore banish'd,) is a creature such 
As to seek through the regions of the earth 
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For one lib like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think 
So fair an outward, and such stuff within, 
Endows a man but he. 

2 Gent. You speak him far.* 

1 Gent. I do extend^ him. sir, within himself; 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 

His measure duly. 

2 Gent. What 's his name, and birth ? 
I Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : His 

father 
Was caird Sicilius, who did join his honour, 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelan ; 
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He serv'd with glory and admired success : 
So gain'd the sur-addition, Leonatus : 
And had, besides this gentleman in question, 
Two other sons, who, in the wars o* the time, 
Died with their swords in hand; for which, their 

father 
(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deoeas'd 
As he was bom. Tlie king, he t^es the babe 
To his protection; calls him Posthumus Leo- 
natus * ; 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts to lum ^ all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as *t was ministered. 
And in's spring became a harvest : * Liv'd in court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais*d, most lov'd : 
A sample to the youngest ; to th' more mature 
A glass that feated ' them ; and to the graver, 

* You carry your praiw/ar. 

t Extend it here uned In the same 8en»e as In the fifth 
Scene of thia Act : " Hit banishment, and the approbation 
of those that weep thit lamentable divorce are wonderfully 
to eHend him." The Gentleman says — I do extend him — 
npnredate hit jrood qualities— bur only within tlie real 
limits of what ihey are : instead of unfolding his measure 
duly, I crush him tof^ether— compress hit excellence. 
Malone thinks that the term extend is originally legal. 
An extent, according to Blackstone, Is an order to the 
sheriflT to appraise lands or goods to their full extended 
value. It is a well-known term In old Scotch law, meaning 
nearly the same as a census or valuation. 

•> So the folio. The variorum editors rejectea the second 
name, reading — 

*'To his protection; calls him Posthumus." 
To make a line often syllables— as if dramatic rhythm had 
no Irregulailties— they have destroyed the sense. The name 
of Potthumiu Leonatus was given to connect the cMid with 
the memory of his father, and to mark the circumstance of 
his being born after his father's death. 

d Pm/s to him is the original reading, which has been 
so-netimes corrupted into pm/a Aim to. 

• We arrange these two lines, as In the folio. Some 
modem editors read — 

" As we do air, fast as 'twas minister'd, and 
In his spring became a harvest." 
f Feated. Johnson says, "a glass that formed them." 
Rut feat is used by Shakspere for nice, exact, with pr<i 
priety— as in The Tempest— 

•' And look how well my garments sit upon me 
A. uch fcater than before ; " 
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A child that guided dotards : to his mistress — 
For whom he now is banish'd,— her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem'd him and his virtue ; 
By her election may be truly read 
What kind of man he is. 

2 Gent^ I honour him 

Even out of your report. But, 'pray you, tell nic, 
Is she sole child to the king P 

1 Gent, His only child. 

He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 
r the swathing clothes the other, from their 

nursery 
Were stolen; and to this hour no guess in 

knowledge 
Winch way they went. 

3 Gent. llow long is this ago ? 

1 Gent. Some twenty years. 

2 Gent. That a king's children should be so 

conve/d ! 
So slackly guarded ! And the search so slow, 
That could not trace them ! 

1 Genf, Howsoc'er 't is strange, 
Or that the n^ligence may well be laugh'd at. 
Yet is it true, sir. 

2 Gent, I do well believe you. 

1 Gent, We must forbear : Here comes the 
gentleman, • 
The queen, and princess.* [Erettnt* 

SCENE IL— The same. 
Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen. 

Qtieen, No, be assur'd, you shall not find me, 
daughter. 
After the slander of most step-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you : you are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthiimus, 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and 't were good. 
You lean'd unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. 

Queen. You know the peril : — 

I '11 fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the king 

and, consequently, the glass which feaU the mature «ho 
look upon Posthumus. is *' the mark and glaits. copy and 
book," which renders their appearance and deportment as 
proper as his own. 

• Tl>e most important person (with reference to this con- 
versitlon) who was coming is Posthumus — "the gentle- 
man." The e<iitors, however, quietly drop him, readinir — 
" We must fbrl^ear: here comes the queen, and princess.** 
What can Justify such capricious alt( rations of the textt 
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Hath charg'd you should not speak together. 

[ExU Queen. 
Tmo. dissembling courtesy ! How fine this 

tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! — My dearest 

husband, 
I sometliing fear my father's wrath ; but nothing 
(Always reserv'd my holy duty,) what 
His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 
And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live, 
But that there is this jewel in the world, 
That I may see again. 

Fojfi. My queen ! my mistress ! 
0, lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man ! I will remain 
The loyalist husband that did e*er plij^ht troth. 
My residence in Rome, at one Philario's ; 
Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes 1*11 drink the words you send. 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen. 

QuefH, Be brief, I pray you : 

If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure : Yet I '11 move him 

{^Aside. 
To walk this way : I never do him wrong. 
But he does buy my injuries to be friends ; * 
Pays dear for my offences, [Exit, 

Post. Should we be taking leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live. 
The loathness to depart would grow : Adieu ! 

Imo Nay, stay a little : 
"Were you but riding forth to air yourself. 
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ; 
This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. 

PoiL How! how! another? — 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have. 
And sear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death ! — Remain thou here 

[^Putting on the ring. 
While sense can keep it on! And sweetest, 

fairest, 
As I my poor self did exchange for you. 
To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles 
I still win of you : For my sake wear this ; 

• This sentence is obsciire; but the meaning of the 
crafty Queen appears to be, that the kindness of her I 
h dband, even when she is doing him vrrong, purchases , 
injuries as if they were benefits. 
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It is a manacle of love ; I '11 place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

[Putling a bracelet on her arm, 
Imo. O, the gods ! 

When shall we see again P 

Enter Cymbeline and Lords. 

Post. Alack, the king ! 

C^m. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from 
my sight ! 
If aft^r this command thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : Away ! 
Thou art poison to my blood. 

Post, The gods protect you ! 

And bless the good remainders of the court ! 
I am gone. [Krit. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 

More sharp than this is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing, 

That should'st repair my youth ; thou heapcst 
A year's age on me ! 

Imo. I beseech you, sir. 

Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare* 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Gym, Past grace ? obedience ? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair; that way, 
past grace. 

Cym. That might'st have had the sole son of 
my queen ! 

Imo. O bless'd, that I might not ! I chose an 
eagle. 
And did avoid a puttock.** 

Cym. Thou took'st a beggar; would'st have 
made my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Tmo. No ; I rather added 

A lustre to it. 

Cym. thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have lov'd Posthumus : 
You bred him as my playfellow ; and he is 
A man worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym. What ! art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almost, sir: Heaven restore me! — 
'Would I were 
A neat-herd's daughter ! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd's son ! 

Re-enter Queen. 
Cym. Thou foolish thing !— 



* A hiffher feelini?. 

fe Putloik-A kite— a worthless species of hawk. 
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They were again together : you have doue 

[To ihe Queen. 
Not after oar command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. 

Queen. 'Beseech your patience :— -Peace, 

Dear lady daughter, peace. — Sweet sovereign. 
Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some 

comfort 
Out of your best advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged, 
DieofthisfoUy! [Exit. 

Enter PiSANia 

Q^een. Fyc !— you must give way : 

Here is your servant. — How, now, sir? What 
news P 

Pis. My lord your son drew on my master. 

QueeH. Ha ! 

No harm, I trust, is done P 

Pis. There might have been. 

But that my master rather play'd than fought. 
And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very gkd on 't. 

Imo. Your son's my father's friend ; he takes 
his part. 
To draw upon an exile !— O brave sir! 
I would they were in Afrio both together ; 
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
Tjie goer back. — Why came you from your 
master P 

Pis. On his command : He would not suffer 
me 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 
When't pleas'd you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour. 
He will remain so. 

Pis, I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk a while. 

Imo. About some half hour hence, 

I pray you, speak with me : you shall, at least. 
Go see my lord abroad : for this time, leave me. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE 111.— A public Place. 

Enter Cloten and Two Lords. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a 
shirt; the violence of action hath made you 
reek as a sacrifice : Where air comes out, air 
comes in : there 's none abroad so wholesome as 
that yon vent. 
]P2 



Clo. If my shirt were hk>ody, then to shift it. 
Have I hurt him P 

2 Lord. No, faith; not so much as his pa- 
tience. [Aside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body 's a passable car- 
cass if he be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for 
steel if it be not hurt. 

2 Lord. His steel was in debt : it went o' the 
back side the town. [Aside. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

2 Lord. No ; but he fled forward still, toward 
your face. [Aside. 

1. Lord. Stand you ! You have land enough 
of your own: but he added to your having; 
gave you some ground. 

2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans : 
Puppies ! [Aside. 

Clo. I would they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured how 
long a fool you were upon the ground. [Aside. 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and 
refuse me ! 

2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, 
she is damned. [Aside. 

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty 
and her brain go not t(^ther : She 's a good 
sign, but I have seen small reflection of her wit. 

2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the 
reflection should hurt her. [Aside 

Clo. Come, I 'U to my chamber : 'WouW there 
had been some hurt done ! 

2 Lord, I wish not so ; unless it had been the 
fall of an ass, which is no great hurt. [Aside. 

Clo. You'll go with us P 

1 Lord. I 'U attend your lordship. 
Clo. Nay, come, let *s go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord, [Exenni. 



SCENE Vf.-^A Room in Cymbeline'* Palace. 
Enter Imogen and Pisanio. 

Imo. I would thou grew'st unto the shores 
o' the haven. 
And questiou'dst every sail : if he should write. 
And I not have it, 'twere a paper lost. 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee P 

Pis. It was, ' His queen. Ins queen ! ' 

Imo. Then wav*d his handkerchief ? 

Pis. And kiss'd it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than I ! 
And that was all P 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make mc with his eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
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The deoli with glove or hat or handkerchief 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Gould best express how slow his sool sail'd on, 
How swift his ship. 

Imo, Thou shoold'st have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. . 

PU. Madam, so I did. 

Imo, I would have broke mine eye-strings ; ^ 
orack'd them, but 
To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle : 
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The smaUness of a gnat to air ; and then 
Have tum'd mine eye, and wept. — But, good 

Pisanio, 
When shaU we hear from him ? 

Pis. Be assur'd, madam. 

With his next vantage.* ' 

Imo, I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him 

swear 
The shes of Italy should not betray 
Mine inters and his honour \ or have charg'd 

him, 
At the sixth hour of mom, at noon, at midnight, 
To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could 
Give him that parting Idss, which I had set 
Betwixt two charming words, eomes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north. 
Shakes all oqt buds from growing.^ 

&iter a Lady. 

Lcuij^. The queen, madam. 

Desires your highness' company. 

Imo, Those things I bid you do get them de- 
spatoh'd. — 
I will attend the queen. 

Pm. Madam, I shaU. [Exeunt. 

SCENE Y.— Home. An Apartment in Phi- 
lario'f Houie. 

Enter Philabio, Iachdio, and a Frenchman.^ 

laeA. Believe it, sir : I have seen him in Bri- 
tain : he was then of a crescent note ; expected 

» rafiia^»— opportonity. 
• b So ia the 18th Sonnet— 

** Rough wind! do ihake the darling buds of May." 

e In the stage-direction of the original, we hare ** a DutcV 
man and a Spaniard " brought In, as well as s FreDchmao. 
Bot these chancters are mute; and may he therefore omitted 
lier<>, and in the list of persons represented, it was no 
douUt the intention to show that the foolish wager of Posthu- 
mus waii made amidst strangers who had resorted to Rome. 

Tkaokoibs.~Yol. I. 



to prove so worthy as since he hath been allowed 
the name of: but I could then have looked on 
him without the help of admiration ; though the 
catal(^e of his endowments had been tabled 
by his side, and I to peruse him by items. 

PAi. You speak of him when he was less fur* 
nished, than now he is, with that which makes 
him both without and within. 

French. I have seen him in France : we had 
very many there could behold the sun with as 
firm eyes as he. 

lack. This matter of marrying his king*i 
daughter, (wherein he must be weighed rather 
by her value than his own,) words himi I doubt 
not, a great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his banishment-*- 

lach. Ay, and the approbation of those that 
weep this lamentable divorce, under her colours, 
are wonderfully to extend him ; be it but to for- 
tify her judgment, which else an easy battery 
might lay flat, for taking a beggar without less 
quality.* But how comes it he is to sojourn 
with you ? How creeps acquaintance P 

Phi. His father and I were soldiers together ; 
to whom I have been often bound for no less 
than my life :— ^ 

Enter PosTHUMUS. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so enter- 
tained amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of 
your knowing, to a stranger of his quality. — 1 
beseech you all, be better known to this gentle- 
man, whom I commend to you as a noble friend 
of mine : How worthy he is T will leave to ap- 
pear hereafter, rather than story him in his own 
hearing. 
French, Sir, we have known together in Or- 



Post, Since when I have been debtor to you 
for courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and 
yet pay stiU. 

French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kmdness : 
I was glad I did atone *^ my countryman and 
you; it had been pity you should have been 
put together with so mortal a purpose as then 
each bore, upon importance' of so slight and 
trivial a nature. 

* Lcn quatUv. So the folio. It has been oorreoted into 
more quality ; out we douBt the propriety of the change. 
Posthnmus is spoken of by all as one of high qualifications— 
and he is presently introduced as '« a stranger of his quality." 
He was bred as Imogen's " playfellow/' and therefore cannot 
be spoken of as a low man—" without mort quality." As 
this pUy was first printed, like many others, after Shak- 
spore's death, it is probable that it contains some typogra- 
phical errors. We do not feel warranted in altering the text, 
or we would read, ** for taking aheggar without kU quality,"— 
A beggar who does not foUow (h^ occupation of a beggar. 

b Atone^io make at oiu. c /mpor<a»ce— import, matiet. 
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Post, By your pardon, sir, I was tben a youDg 
traveller : rather shunned to go even with what 
J heard, than in my every action to be guided 
by others' experiences: but, upon my mended 
judgment, (if I offend not * to say it is mended,) 
my quarrel was not altogether sh'ght. 

French, 'Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitre- 
ment of swords; and by such two that would, 
by all likelihood, have confounded one the 
other, or have fidlen both. 

lack. Can we, with manners, ask what was 
the difference ? 

French, Safely, I think: 'twas a contention 
in public, which may, without contradiction, 
suffer the report. It was much like an argu- 
ment that fell out last night, where each of us 
fell in praise of our country mistresses : This 
gentleman at that time vouching; (and upon 
warrant of bloody affirmation,) his to be more 
fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant-qualified, 
and less attemptible, than any the rarest of our 
ladies in France. 

lack. That lady is not now living; or this 
gentleman's opinion, by this, worn out. 

Post, She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

lack. You must not so far prefer her 'tore 
ours of Italy. 

Pott Being so far provoked as I was in 
France, I would abate her nothing; though I 
profess myself her adorer, not her friend. 

lack. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand- 
in-hand comparison,) had been something too 
fair, and too good, for any lady in Britany. If 
she went before others I have seen, as that dia- 
mond of yours outlustres many I have beheld, 
I could not but believe she excelled many:^ 
but I have not seen the most precious diamond 
that is, nor you the lady. 

Pott, I praised her as 1 rated her : so do I 
my stone. 

lack. What do you esteem it at P 

Post, More than the world enjoys. 

lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is 
dead, or she 's outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, 
or given, if there were wealth enough for the 
purchase, or merit for the gift : the other is not 
a thing for sale, and only the gift of the gods. 

lack. Which the gods have given you P 

Post, Which, by their graces, I wtil keep. 
lack. You may wear her in title yours ; but 



* Not If omitted ifi the orifflnal. 

» The DMMite tUndi in the folio—"! could not hellere 
she excell'd many." The reasoning Is then inconclusive ; 
but the introduction of the word butt by Malone, gets over 
the difficulty. 
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you know strange fowl light upon neighbouring 
ponds. Your ring may be stolen too : so, your 
brace of unprizeable estimations, the one is but 
frail, and the other casual ; a cunning thie( or 
a that-way-accomplished courtier, would hazard 
the winning both of first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accom- 
plished a courtier to convince the honour of 
my mistress ; if^ in the holding or the loss of 
that, you term her fnul. I do nothing doubt 
you have store of thieves ; notwithstanding I 
fear not my ring. 
Pku Let us leave here, gentlemen. 
Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy 
Siguier, I thank him, makes no stranger of me; 
we are familiar at first. 

Tack. With five times so much conversation 
I should get ground of j^our fair mistress : make 
her go back, even to the yielding ; had I admit- 
tance and opportunity to friend. 
Post, No, no. 

lack. I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of 
my estate to your ring; which, in my opinion, 
o'ervalues it something : But I make my wager 
rather against your confidence than her repu- 
tation: and, to bar your offence herein too, I 
durst attempt it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold 
a persuasion ; and I doubt not you sustain what 
you 're worthy of by your attempt. 
lack. What 's that ? 

Post. A repulse : Though your attempt, as 
you call it, deserve more, — a punishment too. 

Pki, Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in 
too suddenly ; let it die as it was bom, and, J 
pray you, be better acquainted. 

lack, 'Would I had put my estate, and my 
neighbour's, on tiie approbation of what I have 
spoke. 
Post, What lady would you choose to assail f 
lack Yours; whom in constancy you think 
stimds so safe. I will lay you ten thousand 
ducats to your ring, that, commend me to the 
court where your lady is, with no more advan- 
tage than the opportuninty of a second confer- 
ence, and I will bring from thence that honour 
of hers which you imagine so reserved. 

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it : 

my ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it. 

lack. You are a Mend,*and therein the wiser. 

If you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, yon 

• A friend. So the original. Warburton suggested afrtUd, 
and the change is made in Theobald's edition. Though we 
have retained the original word, we believe the correctlim to 
be right. lachlmo Uunts Posthumus. ** Yon are nftvU^ 
and therein the wiser." He adda, ** 1 see yoa have ioiM 
religion in you, that you fear," 
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cannot preserve it from tainting : But, I see you | 
have some religion in you, that you fear. 
' Post, This is but a custom in ypur tongue ; 
yon bear a graver purpose, I hope. 

lack. I am the master of my speeches ; and 
would undergo what's spoken, I swear. 

Post. Will you P — ^I shall but lend my diamond 
till your return : — ^Let there be covenants drawn 
between us : My mistress exceeds in goodness 
the hugeness of your unworthy thinking : I dare 
you to this match : here 's my ring. 

Phi, I will have it no lay. 

lack. By the gods it is one :— If I bring you 
no sufficient testimony that I have enjoyed the 
dearest bodily part of your mistress, my ten 
thousand ducats are yours ; so is your diamond 
too. If I come off, and leave her in such 
honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, 
this your jewel, and my gold are yours : — pro- 
vided I have your commendation for my more 
free entertainment. 

Post. I embrace these conditions ; let us have 
articles betwixt us:--only, thus far you shall 
answer. If you make your voyage upon her, 
and give me directly to understand you have 
prevailed, I am no further your enemy: she is 
not worth our debate. If she remain nnse- 
duced, (you not, making it appear otherwise,) 
for your ill opinion, and the assault you have 
made to her chastity, you shall answer me with 
your sword. 

lack. Your hand ; a covenant : We will have 
these things set down by lawful counsel, and 
straight away for Britain; lest the bargain 
should catch cold, and starve. I will fetch my 
gold, and have our two wagers recorded. 

Post. Agreed. 

[Exeunt Posthtjmus and Iachimo. 

French. Will this hold, think youP 

Phi. Siguier Iachimo wiU not from it. Pray, 
let us follow 'em. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI.— Britain. A Room in Cymbe- 
line** Palace. 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Coknelius. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew 's on ground, gather 

those flowers;' 
Make haste : Who has the note of themP 
1 Lady. I, madam. 

Queen. Despatch. [iS!r<?««/ Ladies. 

Now, master doctor, have you brought those 

drugs? 
Cor. Pleaseth your Wghness, ay : here they 

are, madam : [ Presenting a small box. 
- 2 



But I beseech your grace, (without offence — 
My conscience bids me ask,) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous com- 
pounds. 
Which are the movers of a languishing death ; 
But, though slow, deadly P 

Q^een. I wonder, doctor, 

Thou ask'st me such a question : Have I not been 
Thy pupil longP Hast thou not leam'd me how 
To make perfumes ? distil P preserve P yea, so, 
That our great king himself doth woo me oft 
For my confections P Having thus far pro* 

ceeded, 
(Unless thou think'st me deviUsh,) is't not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ?* I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none 

human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

Cor, Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your 

heart:* 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen, 0, content thee. 

Enter Pisanio. 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him 

[Aside, 
Will I first work : he 's for his master, 
And enemy to my son.— How now, Pisanio P 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended j 
Take your own way. 

Cor, I do suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harm. [Aside, 

Queen. Hark thee, a word. — 

[To Pisanio. 

Cor, [Aside."] I do not like her. She doth 
think she has 
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit^ 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn'd nature : Those she has 
Will stupify and dull the sense awhile : 
Which first, perchance, she'll prove on cats and 

dogs; 
Then afterward up higher; but there is 
No danger in what show of death it m'akes^ 
More than the locking up the spirits a time, 
To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd 
With a most false effect ; and I the truer 
So to be false with her. 



• Conclmioni — cx|)erlmentt. 
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Queen, No further service, doctor, 

Until I send for thee. 

Cor, I humbly take my leave. 

[Exit 
Queen, Weeps she still, say'st thouP Dost 

thou think in time 
She will not quench ; and let instructions enter 
Where folly now possesses P Do thou work : 
When thou shalt bring me word she loves my 

son, 
1 '11 tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master : greater ; for 
His fortunes all He speechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp c Ketum he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to shift his being 
Is to exchange bne misery with another ; 
And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him : What shalt thou expect, 
To be depender on a thing that leans, — 
Who cannot be bew \y^}l% nbr has no friends, 

[The Queen drops a box : Pisanio 
takes it up, 
86 mU6h as but to prop him P — ^Thou tak'st up 
Thou know'st not what; but tak6 it for thy la- 
bour : 
It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem'd from death : 1 do not know 
What is more cordial i—Nay, I prithee, take it ; 
It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case staiidB with her; do't, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changest on; but 

think 
Thou hast thy mistress still, — to boot, my son. 
Who shall taJce notice of thee : 1 'U move the 

king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thou 'It desire; and then niy^elf, I chiefly. 
That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 
Think on my words. \Bxit Pisa.]— A sly dnd 

constant knave ; 
Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The handfast^ to her lord. — I have given him thai. 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ; and which she, after, 
]E)x^oept she bend her humour, shall be assured 

Rerenter Pisanio and Ladies. 
To taste of too.^So, so ; — well done, well done : 
Tbfi violets, cowslips, and the primroses. 
Bear to my closet : — Fare thee well, Pisanio; 
Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and ladies. 

• HandfaH, from the Anglo-Saxon handf<ntan, u, pledg«. 
au auurance, wm the betrotbaj or contract of msniage. 
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Pis, And shall do : 

But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 
I '11 choke myself : there 's all I 'U do for you. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE yVL— Another Bom in the Palace. 

Enter Imoobn. 

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 
A foolish suitor to a wedded lady. 
That hath her husband banish'd ;~0, that hus- 
band! 
My supreme crown of grief! and those re- 
peated 
Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stolen. 
As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable 
Is the desire that 's glorious : Blessed be those, 
How mean soe'er, that have their honest wills. 
Which seasons* comfort. — ^Who may this be? 
Fye! 

Enter Pisanio and Iachimo. 

Pie. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

lach. Change you, madam P 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety. 
And greets your highness dearly. 

[Presents a letter. 

Imo, Thanks, good sir : 

You are kindly welcome. 

lach. All of her that is out of door, most rich . 

[Aside, 
If she be fumish'd with a mind so rare, 
Sh^ is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 
Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight ;^ 
Rather, directly fly. 

tmo. [Readi.l ' He if one of the noblest note, to whose 
klndneases I am most Infinitely tied. Reflect upon him 
accordingly, as you value your trusts 

* Lkovatvs.* 

So far T read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 

Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully. 

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 

Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so 

In all that I can do. 



* SetuoKs if ft verb. The mean hftve their hommt, homely 
Willi— (opposed to the desire tliat *8 pforjoau)— snd that cir- 
cumstance gives ft relish to comfort. 

b Tnut, Imogen breaks off in reading the letter of 
Leonatus. That which Is addressed to her in the tendeiw 
ness of aflbotion is not *'Tead aloud." Unraindftil of this, 
the passage has been altered into "Reflect upon him 
accordingly, as you value your trmett Leonatus." The 
signature is separated tnm the word which has been 
changed to tru^stt by the passage which Imogen glances m$ 
in thsnkful silence. 
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laeh. Thanks, fairest lady.— 

What! are men mad P Hath nature given them 

eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the number'd beach P * and can we not 
Partition make with spectacle so precious 
Twixt fair and foul P 

Imo, What makes your admiration P 

lack. It cannot be i* the eye ; for apes and 
monkeys, 
'Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way 

and 
Contemn with mows the other : Nor i' the judg- 
ment; 
For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite : Nor i' the appetite ; 
Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos'd. 
Should make desire vomit emptiness,!^ 
Not so allur'd to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trow P 

laeh. The cloyed will, 

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire. 
That tub both fill'd and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imo, What, dear sir. 

Thus raps * you P Are you well P 

lack, Thimks, madam ; well : — ^*Beseech you, 
sir, desire [To Pisanio. 

My man's abode where I did leave him : he 
Is strange and peevish. 

Pis. I was going, sir. 

To give him welcome. \Exit Pisanio. 

Imo» Ck)ntinues weU xs^^ IprdP His health, 
'beseech you P 

lack. Well, madam. 

Imo, Is he dispos'd to mirth P I hope he is. 

lack. Exceeding pleasant; none a 9tranger 
there 
80 merry and so gamMome : he is call'd 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here 

He did incline to sadness ; and oft-tim^ s 
Not knowing why. 

lack. I never saw lum s&d. 

There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much 
loves 

* The stonet of the beach are each so like the other that 
the epithet twiniCd is appropriate. If numbered be the 
right word it must be taken in the senffe of numtrofUt 
numberoMt. Theobald read ** tk' unnumbered beach." 

b Dr. Johnson has given an explanation of this passage, 
which is an amusing specimen of his Lexiphanic style: 
*• to feel the eonvulsions of eructation without plenitude." 

c Map* you— transports you. We are familtar with the 
participle ni|i<, but this form of the verb is uncommon. 



A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 

The thick sighs from him; whiles the jolly 

Briton 
(Your lord, I mean) laughs from 's free lungs, 

cries, '01 
Can my sides hold, to think that m%n, — ^who 

knows. 
By history, report, or his own proof. 
What woman is, yea, what she cannofc choose 
But must be, — ^will his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage P ' 

Imo. Will my lord say 90 P 

laeh. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by. 
And hear liim mock the Frenchman; But^ 

heavens knpw. 
Some men are much ito blame. 

Imo, Not be, I hope. 

lack. Not he: But yet heaven's boipity to- 
wards him might 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himself, 't is much ; 
In you,— which I account his, beyond all ta- 
lents, — 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
To pity too. 

Imo, What do you pity, sir P 

lacA, Two creatures, heartily. 

Lno. Am I one, sir? 

You look on me. What wreck discern you in me 
Deserves your pity P 

lach. Lamentable ! What ! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, aiyl solace 
I' the dungeon by a snuff P 

Imo, I prfty you, sir. 

Deliver with more openn^s your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me P 

lack. That others do, 

I was about to say, enjoy your ^But 

It is an office of the gods to venge it. 
Not mine to speak on't. 

Imo. You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what conoerns me. Tray 

you, 
(Since doubting things go ill often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do : For certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing. 
The remedy then bom,) discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

lacA, Had I this cheek, 

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch. 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye. 
Fixing it only here : should I (damn'd then) 
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Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol : join gripes with hane . 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour) ; then, by-peeping ^ in an eye. 
Base and uulustrous as the smoky light 
That *s fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit. 
That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo. My lord, I fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

lack. And himself. Not I, 

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but 't is your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

lack. O dearest soul ! your cause doth strike 
my heart 
With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten'd to an empery. 
Would make the greatest king double! To be 

partnered 
With tomboys,** hir'd with that self-exhibition 
Which your own coffers yield 1 with diseased 

ventures. 
That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boil*d 

stuff. 
As well might poison pdison ! Be reveng'd : 
Or she that bore you was no queen, and you 
Eecoil from your great stock. 

Imo, Revenged ! 

How should I be reveng'd P If this be true, 
(As I have such a heart that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true. 
How shall I be reveng*d P 

lack. Should he make me 

Live like Diana's priest,^ betwixt cold sheets, 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps. 
In your despite, upon your purse ? Eevenge it. 
I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue fast to your affection. 
Still close, as sure. 

Imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo, Away! — ^I do condemn mine ears that 
have 
So long attended thee. — ^If thou wert honourable, 

* Bjf-p«eplnff—BO the original. Johnson changed it to 
" lU peeping ;" bat it appears to ua that "^feeping" la 
clandestinely peeping. 

b Verstegan thus defines a tomboff : ** Tumbe^ to dance. 
Tumb^dy danced. Hereof we yet call a wench that skippeth 
or leapeth like a boy, a tomboy.** 

e Diana's priest. In Pericles we have the expression, 
used by Diana, of ** wuHtUn priesU.** 
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Thou would'sc have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end tiiou seek'st; as base, as 

strange. 
Thou wrongest a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour; and 
Solicit* st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike.— What, ho ! Pisanio I— 
The king my father shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault ; if he shall think it fit, 
A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expou."d 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all.— What ho, Pisanio I 

lack. happy Leonatus I I may say : 
The credit that thy lady hath of thee 
Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect good- 
ness 
Her assur*d credit ! — Blessed live you long ! 
A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
Country call*d his 1 and you his mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit! Give me your 

pardon. 
I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord 
That which he is, new o'er : And he is one 
The truest manner'd ; such a holy witch. 
That he enchants societies unto Mm : 
Half all men's hearts are his. 
Imo. Ton make amends. 

lack. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended 

god: 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off. 
More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry. 
Most mighty princess, that I have adventured 
To try your taking, a fabe report which hath 
Honoured with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare. 
Which, you know, cannot err : The love I bear 

him 
Made me to fan you thiA ; but the gods made 

you, 
Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon. 
Imo. All 's well, sir : Take my power i'lhe court 

for yours. 
lack. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request^ 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends. 
Are partners in the business. 
Imo. Pray, what is 't P 

lack. Some dozen Bx)maus of us, and your 

lord, 
(The best feather of our wing,) have mingled 

sums, 
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To buy a present for the emperor ; 

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done 

In France: 'Tis plate, of rare device; and 

jewels, 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange, 
To have them in safe stowage. May it please 

you 
To take them in protection P 

Imo, Willingly; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

Inch, Thej are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To send them to you, only fortius night. 
I must aboard to-moirow. 



lato. 0, no, no. 

lack. Yes, I beseech; or I shall short my 
word. 
By length'ning.my return. From Gallia 
I crossed the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains ; 

But not away to-morrow ! 

lack, 0, 1 must, madam : 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do 't to-night : 
I have outstood my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo, I will write. 

Send your trunk' to me ; it shall safe be kept. 
And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 



[Thli diAmond wu my mother** : take it, lieart,J 
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Scene IV.—" / would \ave hrciee mine eye^ 

8tring$^ dee. 
In Arthur Qolding's^Tranalation of Ovid's Meta- 
morphoses (1567) there is a description which 
might hare suggested to Shakf^pere this beautiful 
passage: 

** She lifting up her watery eyes beheld her honband stand 
Upon the hatchet, making signs by becking with his hand : 
And she made signs to him again. And after that the land 
Was fiar removed from the ship, and that the sight began 
To be unable to discern the face of any man, 
As long as ere she could she look*d upon the rowing keeL 
And when rtie could no longer time for distance ken it wee] 
She looked still upon the sails that flashed with the wind 
Upon the mast. Aad wben she could the sails no longer 

find. 
She gat her to her empty bed with tad and sorry heait." 

• Scene VI.—" WkUjsa yet the dew*s «n grtnmd, 
gather thoie Jlaweri" 

The Queen, distilling herbs for wicked purposes, 
is a striking contract to the benevolent Friar in 
Romeo and Juliet. Shakspere has beautifully 
indicated the philosophy of the use or abuse by 
man of Nc^ure's prod^cijionsy in the Friar's soli- 
loquy : — 

** For nought so TUe that on the earth doth live. 
But to the earth some special good doth give; 
Kor aught so good, but, strain 'd fh>m that fair use. 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse." 

' • Scene VX " Tour higkness 

SJuUl from this practice hut vMke hard your hearL" 

Dr. Johnson, in that spirit of kindness which 
essentially belonged to his nature, remarks upon 
this passage : — " The thought would probably have 
been more amplified had our author lived to be 
•hocked with such experiments as have been pub- 
lished in later times by a race of men who have 
practised tortures without pity, and related them 
without shame, and are yet sufiered to erect their 
heads among human beings." We are by no means 
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sUre, however, that Shakspere meant to apply a 
sweeping denunciation to such experiments upon 
the power of particular medicines. There can be no 
doubt that, the medical art being wholly tentative, 
it becomeB in some cases a positive duty of a sden- 
tifio experimenter to inflict pain upon an inferior 
animal for the ultimate purpose of assuaging pain 
or curing disease. It is the useless repetition of 
such experiments which makes hard the heart It 
is the exhibition of such experiments in the lecture 
room which is "noisome and infectious." The 
Queen was unauthorised by her position to 

** Try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging." 

* Scene VII.—" Or, like the Parthtan, I shall 
fiy^ng fight:' 

Every one will remember the noble passage in 
' Paradise Regained,' book iii.: — 

" He saw them in their forms of battle rang'd, 
How quick they wheel'd, and flying behind them shot 
Sharp sleet of arrowy show'rs against the face 
Of their pursuers, and overcame by flight." 

The editors of Milton refer to parallel passages in 
Vii^l and Horace as amongst the images with 
which our great epic poet was familiar. The com- 
mentators of Shakspere suffer his line to pass with- 
out a single observation. In the same scene we 
have the followiug most characteristic expression 
in the mouth of a Roman : — 

" As common as the stairs 
Tliat mount the Capitol." 

Upon this Steevens remarks, " Shakspere has be- 
stowed some ornament on the proverbial phrase^ 
' as common as the highway.'" Shakspere's phrase 
proves, amidst a thousand similar proofe, his per- 
fect familiarity with all the knowledge that was 
necessary to make his characters speak appropriately 
with reference to their social position. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. — Court before CymbelineV Palace. 
Enter Cloten and Two Lorcb. 

Go. Was there ever man had such luck! 
when I kissed the jack, upon an up-cast to be 
hit away!* I had a hundred pound on 't : And 
then a whoreson jackanapes must take me up 
for swearing; as if I borrowed mine oaths of 
him, and might not spend them at mj pleasure. 

1 Lord. What got he by that P You have 
broke his pate with your bowl. 

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that 
broke it, it would have nm all out. [Aside. 

Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, 
it is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths : 
HaP 



a This if asnally pointed, " when I kiis'd the Jack upon 
an upcast to be hit away.** But the jack was kut'd by 
Cloten's howl, and the up-east of another bowler hit it 
awatf. The same technical expressions of kUt and cast are 
used by Rowley, in " A Woman never Tex'd : •'— " This city 
howltr has kitt'd the mistress at the first cast:* 



2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor [Jnde.] crop the 
ears of them. 

Clo. Whoreson dog!— I give him satisfac- 
tion ? 'Would he had been one of my rank ! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [Jside, 

Clo. I am not vexed more at any thing in 
the earth, — A pox on't ! I had rather not be so 
noble as I am. They dare not fight with me, 
because of the queen my mother: every jack- 
slave hath his belly full of fighting, and I must 
go up and down like a cock that no body can 
match. 

2 Lord. Yon are cock and capon too ; and 
you crow, cock, with your comb on. lAside. 

Clo. Sayest thou P 

2 Lord. It is not fit your lordship should 
undertake every companion* that you give of- 
fence to. 

* Companion is used here, and in other pusagvs of 
Shakspere in the same sense as fetlow is at present. Sir 
Hugh Evans denounces the host of the Garter at a 
*' scurvv. cogging companion." 
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Go. No, I know ibai: but it b fit I should 
commit offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 
Clo. Why, so I say. 

1 Lord, Did you hear of a stranger that 's 
come to coort to-nigbt P 

Clo. A stranger ! and 1 not know on 't ! 

2 Lord. He 's a strange fellow himself, and 
knows it not. \_A8ide, 

1 Lord. There *s an Italian come ; and, *t is 
thought, one of Leonatus' friends. 

Clo, Leonatus! a banished rascal; and he's 
another, whatsoever ho l)e. Who told you of 
this stranger ? 

1 Lord. One of your lordship's pages. 

Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him P Is 
there no derogation in'tf 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 
Clo. Not easily, I'thinL 

2 Lord, You are ^ fool granted ; therefore 
your issues, being foolish, do not derate. 

[Aside, 
Clo, Come, I'll gp see this Italiat: What I 
have lost to-day at 'bowls I '11 win to-night of 
hiin. Come, go. 
2 Lord, I 'U attend your lordship. 

[Exeunt Cloten and first Lord. 
That such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart. 
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess. 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur*st ! 
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govem'd ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer. 
More hateful than the foul expubion b 
Of thy dear husband. From that horrid act 
Of the divorce he 'd make, the heavens hold firm 
The walb of thy dear honour ;* keep unshak'd 
That temple, thy fair mind; that thou may'st 

stand. 
To enjoy thy banbh'd lord, and this great land ! 

[Exit. 

» This paisage It usually printed thu« :— 
" A wooer, 
More hateAil than the foul expulsion is 
or thy dear husband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he 'd make I The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear horourl ** 
The reading of the original it— 

*' A wooer 
More hatefbl than the foul expulsion is 
Of thy dear hatband. Then that horrid act 
Of the divorce heePd make the heavens hold firm 
The walls of Uiy dear honour." 
It appears to us that, amidst such manifest incorrectness of 
tvpography, a clearer sense is attained by the change of 
Then to From, than by altering the construction of the 
sentence. The Lord implores thnt the honour of Imogen 
may be held firm, to resist the horrid act of the divorce 
fironi her l.usband which Cloten would make, 
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SCENE IL— -i Bed-Chambir; in one part of 
it a Trunk, 

Imogen reading in her bed ; a Lady attending, 
Imo. Who's there P my woman Helen? 
Lady. Please you, madam. 

Imo, What hour is it P 

Jjodg^ Almost midnight, madam. 

Imo, I have read three hours then: mine 
eyes are weak : 
Fold down the leaf where I have left : To bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 
And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock, 
I prithee, call me. Sleep hath seiz'd me wholly. 

[.EnVLady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me, beseech ye ! 

[Sleeps. Iachimo, /rom the trunk, 
lack. The crickets sing, and man's o'er-la- 
bour'd sense 
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus 
Did softly press the rushes,' ere he waken'd 
The chastity he wounded — Cytherea, 
flow bravely thou becom'st thy bed! fresh 

lily! 
And whiter than the sheets! That I might 

toucb ! 
But kiss ; one kiss I — Rubies unparagon'd. 
How dearly they do *t — 'T is her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o' the 

taper 
Bows toward her; and would under-peep hei 

lids. 
To see tlie enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows, white and azure, lac'd 
With blue of heaven's own tinct * — ^But my de* 
sign 

* This celebrated passage has produced some difference of 
opinion amongst the commentators. First, Capell says, of 
the TTord window*, " the poet's meaning is tkuUtr*." Han- 
mer changed the word to " etirtains.** The window it the 
aperture through which light and air are admitted to a room 
— sometimes closed, at other times opened. It is the wind, 
door. We have the word in Romeo and Juliet, similarly 
applied^ 

** Thy eye^s window* hi\ 

Like desth, when he shuU up the day of life." 
Capell then goes on to say, that the "white and asure** 
refer to the white skin, generally, laced with blue veins. 
Secondly, Malone thhiks that the epithets apply to the 
"enclosed lights"— the eyes. Lastly, Waxhurton decides 
that the ejt-lid* were intended. We are disposed to agree 
with him. The tye4id of an extremely fair young woman 
is often of a tint that may hn properly called " white and 
axure ; " which I* produced by the net-work of exceedinR*/ 
fine Teins that runs through and colours that beantLml 
structure. Shakspere has described this peculiarity in Mi 
Tenus and Adonis — 

" Her two bine windows fdntly she upheaTeth." 
And in The Winter's Tale, we have— 

•' FioUt* mm, 
But sweeter than the lid* of Juno's ejres.** 
But in the text berore us, the eye-lids are not only of a '* tvhtte 
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To note the chamber. I will write all down: 
Such and such pictures -.—There the window: 

Such 
The adornment of her bed :— The arras, figures,* 
Why, such, and such :— And the contents o' the 

story. 
Ah, bnt some natural notes about her body 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory. 
sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her sense but as a monument. 
Thus in a chapel lying ! — Gome off, come off; 

[TMn^ off her bratelet. 
As slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard I 
'Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly. 
As strongly as the conscience does within. 
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
r the bottom of a cowslip. Here 's a voucher. 
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have picked the look, and 

ta'en 
The treasure of her honour. No more. — To 

what end ? 
Why should I write this down, that 's riveted, 
Screw'd to my memory P She hath been reading 

late 
The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf's turned down 
Where Philomel gave up ; — I have enough : 
To the trunk again, and^hut the spring of it. 
Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that 

dawning 
May bare the raven's eye ! ^ I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, heU is here. 

\Clock strikes. 
One, two, three, — Time, time ! 

{_Gocs into the trunk. The scene closes, 

and asure " hue, bat they are alto " lac'd with blue of hea- 
▼en'f own tinct " — marked with the deeper blue of the larger 
▼eins. The description is here as accurate as it Is beautinil. 
It cannot apply with such propriety to the eve, which cer- 
tainly is not Itu^d with blue ; nor to the skin generally, 
whicn would not be beautiful as *' white and uure." It it, 
to our mindt, one of the many examples of Shakspere's ex- 
treme accuracy of observation, and of his transcendant 
power of making the exact and the poetical blend with, and 
support, each other. 

a M. Mason would read ** the arras-flgures : ** but lachimo 
subnequently describes, not only the figures of the arras, but 
Its particular quality— 

" Tapestry of silk and silver; the story 
Proud Cleopatra," &c 

^ The original reads, " may fteore the raven's eye." 
Theobald corrected it to hart, we are not quite sure of the 
propriety of the correction, though we are unwilling to dis- 
turb the received text. To barg the raven's eye, is to open 
the raven's eye— the eye of one of the earliest-waking and 
the quickest-seeing of birds. The predatory habits of the 
raven require that he should be up before the shepherd is 
about with his flocks ; and his piercing eye at once leads him 
where the feeble lamb lies in some hollow a readv victim, or 



where the leveret has crept abroad in the grey of the i 
ing from the safe form of its mother. The dauning may 
bart that eye ; or the dawming may btar, may sustain, may 
be distinct enough to endure— the proof of that acute vision. 



SCENE \\L— Without the Palace, under Imo- 
gen'« Apartment, 

EtUer Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord, Your lordship is the most patient man 
in loss, the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient after the 
noble temper of your lordship. You are most 
hot and furious when yon win. 

Clo, Winning will put any man into courage. 
If I could get this fooUsh Imogen, I should have 
gold enough. It 's almost morning, is 't not P 

1 Lord, Day, my lord. 

Clo, I would this music would come: I am 
advised to give her music o' mornings ; they say 
it will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 
Gome on ; tune. If you can penetrate her with 
your fingering, so; we '11 try with tongue too : if 
none will do, let her remain ; but I '11 never give 
o'er. First, a very excellent good conceited 
thing; after, a wonderful sweet air, with ad- 
mirable rich words to it, — and then let her con- 
sider. 

BONO. 
Hark ! hark I the lark at heaven's gate sings,* 

And Phoebus 'gins arise. 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On chalic'd ilowers that lies !« 
And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their golden eyes; ^ 
With everything that pretty is e— My lady sweet, arise : 
Arise, arise. 

So, get you gone. If this penetrate, I will con- 
sider your music the better : if it do not, it is a 
voice *^ in her ears, which horse-hairs and calves'- 
guts,* nor the voice of unpaved eunuch to boot, 
can never amend. [Exeunt Musicians. 

* This apparently false concord is in truth a touch of our 
antique idiom, which adds to the beautv of this exquisite 
song. (See Illustration of Romeo and Juliet, Act ii., 
Illust. 6.) 

b In one of Browne's Pastorals is a passage which illus- 
trates this :— 

" The day is waxen old. 
And 'gins to shut up with the marigold,** 

e Hanmer changed this to bin — a pretty word. But U 
occurs in the folio. We print thn line* as they are printed 
in that edition ; by which, in all probability, a different timg 
of the air was indicated — a more rapid movement. 

4 Volet. So the old copies. It has been changed to 
vict. 

• Caive^-gutt. So the old copy. Rowe changed this to 
caU*-gut$t and he has been since followed. The word cats'- 
gut — or catgut— is essentially modem. We believe that 
theie is not an example of it in any old author. In Bacon's 
NatunJ History we have a passage in whichp«<— a musical 
string made of an animal substance — is thus spoken of— 
" A viol should have a lay of wire-strings below, close to the 
belly, and the strings of gutt mounted upon a bridge." 
Why not, then, eoirex'-guts, as well as eato'-gutst We know 
not how the name eatgui arose, for eait have as little to do 
with the production of such strings as mice have. At anv 
rate, if the text of Shakspere is an authority that suoh 
strings were made from ealve$, we are not called upon to 
deetrov tho record by insisting that they ought to have been 
made from cat$, 
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Enter Cyhbeline and Queen. 

2 Lord. Here comes the b*Dg. 

C/o. I am glad I was up so late ; for that's 
the reason I was up so early. He camiot 
choose but take this service I have done, fa- 
therly. Good morrow to your majesty, and to 
my gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our stem 
daughter? 
Will she not forth? 

Clo, I have assailed her with musics, but she 
vouchsafes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too pew ; 
She hath not yet forgot him : some mpre time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 
And then she 's yours. 

Q»0m. You are most bound to the king, 

Who lets go by no vantages that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits ; and, befriended 
With aptness of the season, make denials 
Increase your services : * so seem, as if 
You were inspired to do those duties which 
You tender to her, that you in all obey her,^ 
Save when command to your dismission tends. 
And therein you ig:e senseless. 

Clo. Senseless ? not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Me89, So like yon, sir, ambassadors from 
Home; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow. 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now ; 
But that's no fault of his : We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender; 
And towards himself, his goodness forespent onus. 
We must extend our notice. Our dear son. 
When you have given good morning to your 

mistress. 
Attend the queen and us ; we shall have n^d 
To employ you towards this Bx)man. — CoTie, our 
queen. 
[Exeunt Gym., Queen, Lords, and Mess. 
Clo. If she be up, I'll speak with her ; if not. 



* Thif is ordinarily printed, 

*' And be friended 
With aptness of the season : make denials 
Increase your senrices.** 
We follow a suggestion of Monck Mason, 
b This passage is generally pointed thus— 
*' So seem, as if 
You were inspir'd to do those duties which 
You tender to her: that you in all obey her,** &c. 
The meaning of the passage la clearly — < ' so seem, that you in 
all obey her, as if you were inspir'd," &c. The cutting off 
of the last member of the sentence is destructive to tlie sense. 
Yim art tenttltu has the meaning of h9 you tetueUM*. 
204 



Let her lie still and dream. — By your leave, 

ho !— [Knoeii. 

1 know her women are about her. What 
If I do line one of their hands ? 'T is gold 
Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and 

makes 
Diana's rangers false* themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand o- the stealer; and 'tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the 

thief; 
Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : 

What 
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me ; for 
I yet not understand the case myself. 
By your leave. [Knoeh, 

Enter a Lady. 

Zady. Who 's there that knocks ? 

Clo, A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son. 

Lady. That's more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can justly boast of: What's your lordship's 
pleasure? 

Clo. Your lady's person : Is she ready ? 

Lady. Ay, 

To keep her chamber. 

do. there is gold for you ; sell me your good 
report. 

Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of 
you 
What I shall think is good ?— The princess— 

Enter Imogen. 

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest : sister, your sweet 
hand. 

Imo. Qood-morrowy sir: You lay out too much 
pains 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks. 
And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, I swear I love you. 

Imo. Ifyou but said so 'twere as deep with me: 
If you swear still, your reoompence is still 
That I regard it not. 

Clo. This is no answer. 

Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being 
silent, 
I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : i' faith, 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kindness ; one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

* False is here used as a rerb. See Note in The Comedy 
of Errors, Act xi., 8c. xi. 
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Clo. To leave you ia your madness, 'twere 
my sin: 
I will not. 

Imo. Foob are not mad folks. 

Clo. Do yon call me fool ? 

Imo, As I am mad, I do : 
If you '11 be patient, I 'U no mo^ be mad ; 
That cures us both. I am much sony, sir. 
You put me to forget a lady's manners. 
By being so verbal ;• and learn now, for all. 
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce. 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 
And am so near the lack of charity, 
(To accuse myself,) I hate you ; which I had rather 
You felt, than mak^ 't my boast. 

Clo, You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One bred of alms, and foster *d with cold dishes. 
With scraps o' the cdurt,) it is no contract, none : 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
(Yet who than he more mean P) To knit their souls 
(On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in self>figur'd knot. 
Yet you are curb'd froni that enlargement by 
The consequenoe o' the crown ; and must not soil 
The precious ndte of it with a base slave, 
A hilding for a livery, a squire's doth, 
A pantler, not so eminent. 

Imo, Profane fellow ! 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough. 
Even to the point of envy, if 't were made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl'd 
The under-hangman of his kbgdom ; and hated 
For being pref^rr'd so well. 

Clo, The south-fog rot him ! 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance than 
come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment. 
That ever hath but dipp'd his body, is dearer. 
In my respect, than all the hairs above thee. 
Were they all made such men.— How now, 
PisanioP 

Enter Pisanio. 
Clo. His garment P Now, tiie devil — 
Iwu>. To Dorothy my woman hie thee pre- 
sently : — 
do. His garment ? 



• So verbal. Johnson defines this, " to verbou^ so fhll of 
talk." But neither Cloten nor Imocen have need many 
words. Imogen has heen parrying her strange admirer: 
bot she now reeolves to Mpwk plidnly— to be ver6itA— and 
tbot to forget a lady's mjnners. 



Imo. I am sprighted with a fool : . 

Frighted, and anger'd worse : — Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 
Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master's : 'shrew 

me. 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. 1 do think 
I saw 't this morning : confident I am 
Last night 't was on mine arm ; I kiss'd it : 
I hope ft be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Pw. 'Twill not be lost. 

Imo. I hope so : go and search. [Exit Pis. 

Clo. You have abus'd me : — 

His meanest garment P 

Imo. Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you will make 't an action call witness to't. 

Clo. I will inform your father. 

Imo. Your mother too : 

She 's my good lady ;• and will conceive, I hope. 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir. 
To the worst of discontent. [Exit. 

Clo. I'llbereveng'd:-- 

His meanest garment P— Well. [Exit. 

SCENE rV.p-Tlome. An Apartment in 
Philario'* House. 

Enter PosTHTJMtJS and Philakio. 

Post. Fear it not; sir ; I would I were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him ? 

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the present winter's state, and wish 
That warmer days would come : In these sear'd 

hopes,** 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company. 
Overpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Cains Lucius 
Will do his commission thoroughly : And, I think 
He '11 grant the tribute, send the arrearages. 
Or look upon our Eomans, whose remembrance 
Is yet (resh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe, 

(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,) 

m She** wtf good ladg. This phrase is used ironically. To 
*< stand my good lord, ii — to l>e my good friend. 

b Stared £tpe$. This was ordinarily printed feared kopet 
•« reading silently adopted by the commentators in the 
Tariomm editions, but expUined by Eeeles, bi hit edition of 
this drama (1801 ), as " hopes blended with fears." We have 
ventured to change the text to itav'd hopes. ** In the present 
wintei'M state** the hopes of Posthamns are tear*d; but they 
stiU exist, and in cherishing ihem.wiikef'd as they are, he 
barely gratifies his Mend's love. Mr. Dyce says that the 
alteration of ftaf^d to ttar'd Is marked in Tyrwhitt's copy 
of the second folio in the British Museum. We had nol 
seen that copy when we made the change. 
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That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In onr not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order'dt than when Julius Caesar 
Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline 
(Now mingled* with their courages) will make 

known 
To their approvers, they are people such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo. 

. Phi, See ! lachimo ! 

Fo^t. The swiftest harts have posted you by 
land : 
And winds of all the comers kiss*d your sails, 
To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi, Welcome, sir. 

Po9t I hope the briefness of your answer made 
The speediness of your return. 

lach. Your lady 

Is one of the fairest that I have look'd upon. 

Pott, And therewithal the best: or let her 
beauty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts. 
And be fabe with them. 

Tach, Here are letters for you. 

Post, Their tenour good, I trust. 

lach, *T is very like. 

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain courts 
When you were there P ^ 

lach. He was expected then, 

But not approach'd. 

Post, All is well yet. 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont P or is 't not 
Too dull for your good wearing P 

lach. If I have lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 
I 'U make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

Post. The stone 's too hard to come by. 

lach. Not a whit, 



* Mingled. The fbUo is distinctly printed wlngled—the 
compound word, wUh a hyphen. It was nltered l>y Rowe to 
mingM, and Malone justities it, because in the folio wind 
has oeen printed for mind. This reason in not very strong, 
for those who have watched the progress of printers' errors 
know that an uncommon word is not ordinarily substituted 
for a common one. We would restore trittg-led to the text, 
because the phrase conveys one of those bold images which 
are thoroughly Shaksperian ; but we feel that the speaker 
is deliberately reasoning, and does Dot use the language of 
pissiOD, under which state Shakspere fir the most part 
throws out such figurative expressions. The simple word 
mingled is most in harmony with the entire speech. Tieck, 
however, adopts wing-led in liis admirable translation. 

^ This speech, in the original, lielong^ to Posthumua. 
But he is intent upon his letters. 

20« 



Your lady being so easy. 

Post, Make not, sir, 

Tour loss your sport : I hope you know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

lach. Good sir, we must^ 

If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant 
We were to question further : but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour, 
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post, If you can make 't aj^Mtreot 

That you have tasted her in bed, my hand, 
And ring, is yours : If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour gains, or loses. 
Your sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves both 
To who shall find them. 

lach. Sir, my circumstances 

Being so near the truth as I will make them. 
Must first induce you to believe : whose strength 
I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not. 
You '11 give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not 

Post, Proceed. 

lach. First, her bed-chamber, 

(Where, I confess, I slept not ; but profess, 
Had that was well worth watching,) it was hang'd 
With tapestry of silk and silver j the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 
And Cydnus swell'd above the banks, or for 
The press of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 
In workmanship, and value ; which I wonder'd, 
Ck)uld be so rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on *t was — 

Post. This is true ; 

And this you might have heard of here, by me, 
Or by some other. 

lach. More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post, So they must, 

Or do your honour injury. 

lach. The chimney 

Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaste Dian, bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves : the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb ; outwent her. 
Motion and breath left out. 

Post, This is a thing 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 
Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

lach. The roof o* the chamber 

With golden cherubins is fretted:' Her andirons 
(I had forgot them,) were two winking Cupids 
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Of silYer, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands.^ 

Post Thia is her honour !*— 

Let it be granted yon have seen all this, (and praise 
Be given to yonr remembrance,) the description 
Of what is in her chamber nothing saves 
The wager yon have laid. 

laeA, Then, if yon can, 

[Pulling out the bracelet' 
Be pale : I beg but leave to air this jewel : * See '— 
And now 't is up agam : It must be married 
To that your diamond; 1*11 keep them. 

Pott, Jove! 

Once more let me behold it : is it that 
Which I left with her P 

Tach, Sir, (I thank her,) that : 

She stripp'd it from her arm ; I see her yet ; 
Her pretty action did outsell her gift. 
And yet enrich'd it too : She gave it me, and said 
She priz'd it once. 

Post. May be she pluck'd it off, 

To send it me. 

laeh. She writes so to you P doth she ? 

Post, O, no, no, no; 'tis true. Here, take this 

too ; [Gives the ring. 

It is a basilisk'unto mine eye. 

Kills me to look on *t : — Let there be no honour 

Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance ; 

love. 
Where there 's another man : The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be to where they are 

made. 
Than they are to their virtues ; which is 

nothing : — 
0, above measure false ! 

Phi, Have patience, sir. 

And take your ring agam ; 'tis not yet won : 
It may be probable she lost it; or. 
Who knows if one of her women, being cor- 
rupted. 
Hath stolen it from her P 

Posi, Very true; 

And so I hope he came by't: — Back my 

ring ;— 
Render to me some corporal sign about her. 
More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 

laeh. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 



• lacbhno has Just wdd— 

«• I now 
Profess myself tlie winner of her honour." 

* Johnson Interprets this reading, " if you can forbear to 
flush your cheek with rage." Boswell says, "If you -can 
restrain yourself within bounds. To pale is commonly 
used for to confine or surround." lachlmo has produced 
no effect upon Post humus up to this moment; but he now 
■ays, if you can, be pale : I wiU see what this jewel will do 
to make you change countenance. 



Post, Har£ you, he swears; by Jupiter he 
swears. 
'T is true ;— nay, keep the ring^'t is true, I am 

sure 
She would not lose it : her attendants are 
All sworn, and honourable :--Thcy induc*d to 

steal it ! 
And by a stranger I— No, he hath enjoy*d her : 
The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this, — she hath bought the name of whore 

thus dearly. 
There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you . 

Phi, Sir, be patient ! 

This is not strong enough to be believ'd 
Of one persuaded well of — 

Post, Never talk on 't; 

She hath been oolted by him. 

lach, ^ If you seek 

For farther satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging : By my life, 
I kiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her P 

Post, Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold. 
Were there no more but it. 

Tach, Will you hear more f 

Post, Spare your arithmetic : never count the 
turns; 
Once, and a million ! 

Tach, I '11 be sworn, — 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done 't, you lie ; 
And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 

lach, I '11 deny nothing. 

Post, 0, that I had her here, to tear her limb- 
meal! 
I will go there, and do H ; i' the court ; before 
Her father : — ^I '11 do something— [Exit. 

Phi, Quite besides 

The government of patience !— Ton have won : 
Let 's foDow him, and pervert' the present wrath 
He hath against himself. 

lach. With all my heart. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE v.— TAtf same. Another Room in the 
same. 
Enter Posthttmus. 
Post, Is there no way for men to be, but 
women 

• P^Tff*— for avert. 
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Mast be half-workers P We are all bastards ; 
Ajid that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When 1 was stamp'd; some coiner with his 

tools 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother seem'd 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
llie nonpareil of this.— O vengeance, ven- 
geance ! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrained, 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on *t 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn; that I 

thought her 
As chaste as unsunn'd snow : — 0, all the 

devils ! — 
This yellow lachimo, in an hour, — was *t not P — 
Or less,— at first : Perchance he spoke not ; but. 
Like a full-acom*d boar, a German one, 
Cry'd, oh 1 and mounted : found no opposition 
But what he look'd for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could 1 find out 



The woman's part in me ! For there *8 no motion 
TLat tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman's part : Be it lying, note it. 
The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; 
Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, 

hers; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 
Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 
AJl faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell 

knows. 
Why, hers, in part or all ; but rather, all : 
For ev'n to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 
One vice but of a minute old, for one 
Not half so old as that. I 'U write against them. 
Detest them, curse them : — ^Yet 'tis greater skiL 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 
The very devils cannot plague them better.* 

* This is the same ideft that is more piously expressed by 
Sir Thomas More—" God could not lightly do a man more 
Tengeance th4n ia this #orld to grant him his own foolish 
wishes. " 



[Sleep hath seia'd me wholly.] 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT II. 



* ScEUE II. — ** Our Tai'quin thu$ 

Did softly preu the riuJies" 
Thx whole of tliiB scene in its delicacy and 
beauty has some resemblance to the night scene in 
Shakspere's Tarquin and Lucr<M;e. Indeed Sh:\k- 
spere, in one or two expressions, seems to have 
bad his own poem distinctly present to his mind. 
For example : 

•• By the light he spies 
Lucretia's glove, wherein her needle sti* Xs; 
He takes it from the ruthet where it lies." 

Again ; lachimo says of Imogen — 

*' O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her sense but as a monument. 
Thus in a chapel lying I ' 

Lucretia is in the same way described as a mo- 
numental figure reposing upon a pillow : 

" Where, like a yirtuous monument she lies." 

The best illustration of this beautiful image is 
presented by Chantrey's exquisite monument of 
the Sleeping Children. 

« ScBiCB TU.— " Hark, harh, the lark." 
Steevens asserts, without offering the slightest 
evidence in support of his assertion, that George 

Ttuoedies.— YoL. L" ? 



Peele was the author of this song. The mode, 
however, in which Cloten speaks of it, " A won- 
derful sweet air, with admirable sweet words to it," 
is not exactly in Shakspere's manner ; and yet, if 
it had been the work of any other poet, the com- 
pliment from the mouth of such a character as 
Cloten would have been rather equivocaL In our 
poet's 29 th Sonnet we have these lines : — 
" Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings h^mns at heaven't gate." 

But in Lyly's Alexander and Campaspe, which 
was first printed in 1584, we have the image even 
more closely resembling; the words of the song. 
Our I'eaders will not object to see Lyly's poem 
entire. 

*< What bird so sings, yet so does wailt 

O 'tis the ravish 'd nightingale. 

Jug, Jug, jug, Jug, teureu she cries, 

And still her woes at midnight rise. 

Brave prick song I who is 't now we hear? 

None but the lark so shrill and clear; 

Now at heaven't gatet she claps her wings. 

The morn not waking till she sings. 

Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat 

Poor robin red* breast tunes his note ; 

Hark, how the Jolly cuckoos sing. 

Cuckoo to welcome in the spring. 

Cuokoo to welcome In the •priiig.'' 
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" ScRNB IV. — " TKe roof o* the chamber 

With golden cherubifu it fretted" 

SteevenB calls this "a tawdry image." Douce 
justly says, ** The poet has, in this instance, given 
a faithful description of the mode in which the 
rooms in great houses were sometimes ornamented." 

< Scene IV. — " ffer andiroM 

(I hadfurgot therrC) were two winking Cvt^idt" &c. 
We have no doubt that in this description Shak- 



spere literally describes some work of art which h«i 
had seen. At Knowle, one of the most Interesting 
of ancient mansions, their are *' andirons," of which 
the '* two winking Cupids of silver^ are not, indeed, 
" each on one foot standing/' but in an attitude 
sufficiently graceful to show us that such furniture 
was executed not only of costly materials, but with 
a skill such as the Florentine artists applied to the 
ornamental appendages of the palaces of the 
great. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I.— Britain. A Room of Slate xn 
Cymbeline** Palace, 

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords, 
at one door; and at another, Caius Lucius 
and Attendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Casar 

with usP 
Luc, When JuRus Caesar (whose reinera- 
bi'ance yet 
Lives in men's eyes; and will to ears and 

tongues 
Be theme and hearing ever) was in this Britain, 
And conquered it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 
(Famous in Csesar's praises, no whit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him. 
And his succession, granted Rome a tribute. 
Yearly three thousand pounds; which by thee 

lately 
Is left untender'd. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel. 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo. Tliere be many Csesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britiiin is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noses. 

Queen, That opportunity. 

Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have apjain. — ^Remember, sir, my liege, 
P 2 



The kings your ancestor; together with 
The natural bravery of yoar isle, which stands 
As Neptune*s park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks * nnscaleable, and roaring waters ; 
With sands that will not bear your enemies' 

boats. 
But suck them up to the top^mast. A kind of 

conquest 
Caesar made here ; but made not here his brag 
Of camCf and saw, and overcame : with shame 
(The first that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his ship- 
ping 
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas. 
Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd 
As easily 'gainst our rooks : For joy whereof, 
The fam'd Cassibelan, who was once at point 
(O, giglot * fortune !) to master Caesar's sword* 
Made Lud*s town with rejoicing fires bright,' 
And Britons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there's no more tribute to ba 
paid : Our kingdom is stronger than it was at 
that time; and, as I said, there is no more such 
Caesars : other of them may have crooked noses ; 
but to owe such straight arms, none. 

• Rocks. The original reads oaks. We have no doubt of 
the propriety of the correction, which li Hanmer's. 

b Oiglot. The term may be explained by its application 
to Joan of Arc, in the PIrst Part of Henry VI.— 
" Young Talbot was not bom 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench." 
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(^m. Son, let jour mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe 
as hard as Cassibelan : I do not say T am one ; 
but 1 have a hand. — Why tribute ? why should 
we pay tribute? If Csesar can hide the sun 
from us with a blanket, or put the moon in his 
pocket, we will pay him tribute for light; else, 
sir, no more tribute, pray you now. 

Cym, You must know. 
Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free: Csesar's 

ambition,* 
(Which swelled so much that it did almost stretch 
The sides o' the world,) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Csesar, 
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, wliich 
Ordain'd our laws; (whose use the sword of 

Ccesar 
Hath too much mangled; whose repair and 

franchise 
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed, 
Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius 

made our laws,^ 
Who was the first of Britain which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himself a king.' 

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus CsBsar 
(CfiBsar that hath more kings his servants than 
Thyself domestic officers) thine enemy : 
Receive it from me, then : — War, and confusion. 
In Csesar's name pronounce I 'gainst thee : look 



* SteeTcns would leare out from %u In this line. 8« 
unnecessary words, which only derange the metre. We 
must again, and again, beg the reader to bear in mind 
that this mode of corrupting the text is totally at variance 
with the practice of all the great dramatists of Shakspere's 
age ; it sacrifices force and variety, to produce feebleness 
and monotony. 

*» We have another example of a similar corruption, 
adopted from Hanmer by Steevens, who walks amidst 
the luxurious growth of Shakspere's versification like a 
gardener who has predetermined to hare no shoot above 
ten inches long in his whole parterre. This line, in all the 
modem editions (except Malone's of 1821), stands thus — 

' *• Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius." 

His reasons for this merciless lopping are as follows :— 

" The old copy, in contempt of metre, and regardless of 
the preceding words— 

Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our laws ;— 

most absurdly adds, 

made our lawB.*^ 
Is it not evident that the oratorical conitmction of the 
sentence requires this repetition, after the long parenthesis 
which occurs after the first mention of MulmutiUsf The 
skill of Shakspcro is shown in repeating the idea, without 
repeating precisely the same words ; of which skill there 
are two other signal examples, in Love's Labour's Lost, 
and in Troilus and Cressida. (See Illn^tiationi of Love's 
Labour 's Lost Act iv.) 
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For fury not to be resisted : — ^Thus defied, 
I thank thee for myself. 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Thy Cecsar knighted me ; ' my youth 1 spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather'd honour ; 
Which he to seek of me again, perforce. 
Behoves me keep at utterance.* I am perfect '^ 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent 
Which not to read would show the Britons cold : 
So Cassar shall not find them. 

Luc. Let proof speak. 

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make 
pastime with us a day, or two, or longer: If 
you seek us afterwards in other terms, you shall 
find us in our salt-water girdle : if you beat us 
out of it, it is yours ; if you fall in the adven- 
:ture, our crows shall fare tiie better for you; 
and there 'a an end. 

Luc. So, sir. 

Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and he 
mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. {Exeunt, 

SCENE VL.—Anolher Room in (he Palace. 
Enter Pisanio, reading a Letter. 

Pis. How ! of adultery ? Wherefore wiite 

you not 
What monster 's her accuser ? * — ^Leonatus ! 
0, master ! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into thy ear ! What false Italian 
(As poisonous tongued as handed) hath prc- 

vail'd 
On thy too ready hearing ?— Disloyal P No : 
She 's punish'd for her truth ; and undergoes. 
More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue. — 0, my master ! 
ITiy mind to her is now as low as were 
Thy fortunes. — Howl that I should murther 

her? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command F — ^I, her?— her 

blood? 
If it be so to do good service, never 
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 
That I should seem to lack humanity 
So much as this fact comes to P — Do 't : The 

letter 



* Utterance. To flght at utterance Is to flght wfthoot 
quarter- to the death; the French— Com6a< a outrance. 
*» Ptfr/ee^— assured. So in The Winter's Tale— 

" Thou art perfect then, our ship hath touch'd upon 
The deterts of Bohemia." 

c The original has, what montten ker aceueet Tha 
modern correction, which is Rowe's, appears to be Justitiv«i 
by the subsequent passage, vkat false Italian t 
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That I have sent her, by her own command 
Shall give thee opportunity :*— damn'd paper ! 
Black as the ink that 's on thee I Senseless bauble, 
Alt thou a fcodary^ for this act, and look'st 
So virgin-like without ? Lo, here she comes. 

£ttier Imogen. 

£ am ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo, How now, Pisanio P 

Pis, Madam, here is a letter firom my lord. 

Imo, Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leo- 
natus? 
O, leam'd indeed were that astronomer 
That knew the stars as I his characters ; 
He'd lay the future open. — ^You good gods, 
Let what is here contained relish of love. 
Of my lord's health, of his content, — ^yet not, 
That we two are asunder, let that grieve him, — 
Some griefs are med'dnable; that is one of 

them, 
Fbr it doth physic love ;— of his content. 
All but in that! — Good wax, thy leave: — 
Bless'd be 

^ The original stage direction at the commencement of this 
scene is—" Enter Puanio reading of a letter." The modern 
editors, when they come to the passage beginning do'l. insert 
another stage direction — reading. Upon this Malone raises 
up the following curious theory:— "Our poet ftrom negli- 
gence sometimes makes words change their form under the 
eye of the speaker, who in different parts of the same play 
recites them dilTerently, though he has a paper or letter in 
hit hzni, md aetuaUp reads from U. • • • • • The 
word* here read by Pisanio nrom his mastp^'s letter (which 
is afterwards given at length, and in pri,*e) are not found 
there, though the eubetattee of them is contained in it. This 
is one of many proofs that Shakspere had no view to the 
publication of his pieces. There was little danger that such 
an inaccuracy should be detected by the ear of the spectator, 
though it could hardly escape an attentive reader.^ Now, 
we would ask, what can be more natural— what can be 
more truly in Shakspere's own manner, which is a reflection 
of nature^than that a person having been deeply moved 
by a letter which he has been readmg, should comment 
upon the substance of it withoui repeating the exact words f 
xne very commencement of Pisanio's soliloquy— " How I 
of adultery r "—Is an example of this. The word adultery is 
not mentioned in the letter upon which he comments. 
Malone refers to a similar negligence in the last scene of 
All's Well that Ends Well, where Helena thus addresses 
Bertram — 

" There is your ring, 
And, look you, here's your letter: This it says, 
When from my filler you can get this rir^" fto. 

Malone adds, " she reads the words (h>m Bertram's letter." 
He has no right to assume this, nor doea ho even give a 
stage direction to that eflfect in liis edition; but, because the 
letter which Helena reads in Act iii. contains these words 
— " when thou eanst get the ring tfpon my ^Ni^er,"— Shakspere 
has been guilty of negligence, oversight, inattention, &o. &c., 
in not giving the exact words of the letter, when she off'ers 
it to Bertram. Really, a critic, putting on a pair of spec- 
tacles, to compare the recollections of deep feeling with the 
document which has stirred that feeling, as he would com- 
pare the copy of an aflSdavit with the original, is a ludicrous 
exhibition. 

b Feodarn—tevkdary, Hanroer says, *' A feodarv Is one 
who holds his estate under the tenure of suit and service 
to a superior lord." Malone says, "The feodary was the 
eschrator's associate, and hence Shakspere, with his usual 
licence, uses the word for a confederate or associate in gene- 
ral." We beg to refer our readers to the Illustrations of 
Henry IV., Part i.. Act i., in which we endeavour to show 
that the feudal vaeeal and the companion- were each meant 
by the same win&—fere^feud ar f - f eodary. 



You bees that make these locks of counsel! 

Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike ; 
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 
You clasp young Cupid's tables.*— Good news, 

gods ! [Baads, 

* Justice, and your father's wrath, should he take me in 
his dominion, could not be so cruel to me, an you, O the 
dearest of creatures, would even renew me with your eyes.^ 
Take notice that I am in Cambria, at Milford-Haven : What 
your own love will out of this advise you. follow. So, he 
wishes you all happiness, that remains loyal to his vow, and 
your, increasing in love, 

* LXOVATUS POSTHUMVS.' 

0, for a horse with wings !— Hearst thou, Pi- 
sanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven : B^, and teU me 
How far 't is thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? — ^Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who longest, like me, to see thy lord; who 

longest,— 
0, let me 'bate, — but not like me:— 'yet 

long'st, — 
But in a fainter kind : — 0, not like me ; 
For mine's beyond beyond,*) say, and speak thick, 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing. 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all. 
How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence- 
going 

a This address to the bees contains one of Shakspere's 
legal allusions. The forfeiter* (in the first folio forfeytoure) 
bad sealed to dangerous bonds; and in that age the seal 
was as binding as the signature, and rather more so. 

b This sentence is verv difficult; but it does not appear to 
us to be mended by the departure from the original reading, 
which we ordinarily find— " Justice, and your flsther's wrath, 
should he take me in his dominion, could not be so cruel to 
me, as vou. O the dearest of creatures, would not even renew 
me with vour eyes." Malone inserted not ; and explains the 
reading thus — Justice, Arc, could not be so cruel to me, bui 
that you would be able to renew me, 8ec. This may be the 
meaning: but it is scarcely borne out by the construction of 
Malone's improved sentence. In the original it stands thus 
— "Justice, and your father's wrath, (should he take me in 
his dominion,) could not be so cruel to me, as you : (oh the 
dearest of creatures) would even renew me with your eyes.' 
It is here evident that the printer has mistaken the sense in 
his " could not be so cruel to me, as you : " and when printers 
have a crotchet as to the meaning of a sentence, they seldom 
scruple to deviate i^om the copy before them. The so re> 
quired therefore Arom them its parallel conjunction eu. But 
if we alter a single letter we have a clear meaning, without 
any forced construction. An is ofVen used familiarly for if by 
Shakspere and the other old dramatists, as it was in discourse 
and correspondence. We have the word repeatedly in Mea> 
sure for Measure: — for example, "An he should, it were an 
alms to hang him." Let us therefore read the sentence with 
the substitution of an for <m—" Justice, and your father's 
wrath, should he take me in his dominion, could not be so 
cruel to me, an you, (O the dearest of creatures,) would even 
renew me with your eyes." Even is here used in the old 
sense of equally, even-so, and is opposed to ** so cruet.'* 

Beyond beyond. The second beyond is used as a sub- 
stantive, which gives us the meaning of further than beyond. 
The Scotch have a saying—" at the 1>ack of beyont." 
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And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get 

hence: 
Why should excuse be born or e'er begot ? 
We 11 talk of that hereafter. Prithee, speak. 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and hour P 

Pis, One score *twixt sun and sun. 

Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow ; I have heard of riding 

wagers. 
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 
That run i' the clock's behalf: — ^But this is 

foolery : 
Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She'll home to her father: and provide me, 

presently, 
A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's housewife.'* 
Fis. Madam, you 're best consider. 

Imo, I see before me, man : nor here, nor here. 
Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look through.* Away, I prithee ; 
Do as I bid thee : There 's no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. [EceunL 

SCENE irr.—Wales. A mountaiticui (huntry, 
with a Cave, 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel, A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
Whose roof's as low as ours! Stoop,^ boys: 

This gate 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens; and 

bows you 
To a morning's holy office : The gates of mo- 

narchs 
Are arch'd so high that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbands on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven. 
We house i'the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gut, Hail, heaven I 

Jrv, Hail, heaven ! 

Bel, Now for our mountain sport : Up to yon 
hUl, 



• Monck Mason hat, we thinic, giren ns the true Interpret- 
ation of this passafce. / $ee before me, man, is, I see clearly 
that my course is for Milford. Nor here, nor here, nor what 
eiMKet— neither this way, nor that way, nor the way behind 
me,^but have a fog in them. 

»> Stoop. The original reads tleep^B. manifest error. 
Rowe corrected it to see; Malone would read iweei. The 
correction of stoop, by Hanmer. is certainly conceived in a 
p3etical spirit. It accords with— 

•' Tliia irate 
Instructs you how to adore the hf avens ; and bow$ vti 
To a morning's holy office." 
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Your legs are young; I 11 tread these flats. 

Consider, 
When you above perceive me like a crow. 
That it is place which lessens and sets off; 
And you may then revolve what tales I have 

told you 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
This service is not service, so being done, 
But being so allow'd : To apprehend thus. 
Draws us a profit from all things we see : 
And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded beetle* in a safer hold 
Than is the full-vring'd eagle. 0, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a bribe;* 

* These lines are ordinarily printed, as in the folio— 
«• O, this lift 
Is nohler than attending for a ctieck ; 
Richer than doing nothing for a babe." 
Conjecture has here exhau«>ted itself, and has fallen bacic 
upon the authority of the original text. We shall endeavour 
to explain the whole passage, and to justify our adoption of 
Hanroer's alteration of babe to bribe, by referring to the 
source of the ideas thus briefly expressed, which we think 
Shakspere had in his mind. We believe that source to have 
been Spen&er's ' Mother Hubbard's Tale.' Belariui bega 
his boys to 

" revolve what tales I have told you 
Of courts, of princes;" 
and he then goes on to say that their own life 

*' Is nobler than attending for a check." 
Spenser describes, in one of the finest didactic passsges of 
our language, the condition of the man ** whom wicked fate 
hath brought to court: " 

** Full little knowest thou, that hast not tried, 

VTh&t hell it is in suing long to bide : 

To lose good days that might be better spent; 

To waste long nights in pensive discontent ; 

To speed to-day, to be put back to-morrow ; 

To feed on hope, to pLne with fear and sorrow ; 

To have thy Prince's grace, yet want her Peers'; 

To have thy asking, yet wait many years ; 

To fret thy soul with cro: ses and with cares ; 

To eat thy heart through comfortless despairs : 

To fawn, to crouch, to wait, to ride, to run, 

To spend, to give, to want, to be undone. 

Unhappy wight, bom to disastrous end, 

That doth his life in so long tendance spend ! " 
Here we have the precise meaning of attending furnished ns 
by tendance ; and, we think, the meaning of cheek, which has 
been controverted, is supplied us by to be put back tomorrow. 
The whole passage is. indeed, a descriptioa of the alternare 
progreat and cheek, which the "miserable man" of Spen&er 
receives. Compared with such a life of humiliation, Mie 
wild mountain life is nobler. We have next the life de- 
scribed in a line, than which the mountain life is richer. 
According to the original text it is, "than doing nothing fur 
a babe.** If we take it in the common sense of babe, (in 
which sense it occurs again in the same scene — "I stole 
these babet") it Ls impossible to extract a meaning fhnn it. 
Warburton reads, therefore, banble. Steevens bable, which 
be says was the ancient spelling of bauble. Capell afRrms 
that babe and bable are synonymous. Johnson would read 
brabe, fh>m brabium, a badge of honour. Looking at tlie 
usual course of typographical errors, we should say, it is the 
easiest thing possible for babe to be printed for bribe, even if 
the word were bribe in the manuscript. But, putting aside 
these considerationa, and rejecting altogether the nonsense 
of Geoi^e Chalmers, that the word was babee (the Scotch 
bawbee), what is the meaning of doinjf nothing for a babe, 
bable, or bauble t Is it, that the courtier is idle, that he may 
receive some outward mark of honour — ^a title, as Capell says ; 
We think not. Spenser has told us distinctly what it is to 
do nothing for a bribe— to give nothing in return for a bribe; 
and we believe Shakspere had this in view. His mountain 
life is certainly richer than riches so corruptly derived. 

But there is a more recent conjecture as to the word of the 
original text. The Corrector of Mr. Collier's folio haa bvbf 
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.Prouder, than rusUmg in unpaid-for silk : 
Such gains the cap of him that makes him fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncrossed :* ho life to ours. 
OmL Out of your proof yon speak : we, poor 

unfledg'd, 
Have never wing'd from Tiew o' the nest ; nor 

know not 
What air 's from home. Haply, this life is best, 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you. 
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding 
With your stiff age : but unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 
A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

Arv, What should we speak of, 

When we are old as you ? when we shall hear 
The run and wind beat dark December, how. 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away P We have seen nothing : 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ; 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our valour is to chase what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird, 
And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you speak ! 

Did you but know the city's usuries. 
And felt them knowingly : the art o' the court. 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whose top to climb 
Is certain falling, or so slippery that 
The fear's as bad as falling: the toil of the 

war, 
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
r the name of fame and honour : which dies i' the 

search } 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times. 
Doth ill deserve by doing well : what 's worse. 



«rhich Mr. Collier interprets to mean a blow. Shakspere 
Ukes bob in two ienBes. He has "beaten, bobbed^ and 
thumped " (Richard JII. Act v. Sc. ii.), where bob has the 
meaning of a blow. But he also has, " You shall not bob 
us out or our melody " (Troilus and Cressida, Act iii. Sc. i.). 
Maasinger has one of his characters describing a king 
whispering, the obJe<^ of which was, he savs, " to glre me 
the bob (Blaid of Honour). The word in these cases seemx 
to mean to get rid of^to put aside. In this sense bob may 
be used in the passage before us. But, nevertheles, bribe 
wilt not be hastily rejected. 

a As we have bad the nobler and the richer life, we have 
now the prouder. The mountain life is compared with that 
or 

** Rustling in unpaid-for silk." 

The illustratitre lines which are added, we take it, mean that 
•tiich a one as docs rustle lii un]iaid-for silk receives the 
courtesy {pain* the cap) of him that makes him fine, yet he, 
the wearer of lilk, keeps his, the creditor's, book uncrots'd. 
T«i cross the book is, even now, a common expression for 
obliterating the entry of a debt. It belongs to the rude age 
of credit. The original reading is, 

" Such gain the cap of him that makes him One ; " 

but the second him is generally altered to them. We have 
adopted the slighter alteration of yains. 



Must conrt'sy at the censure:— O, boys, this 

story 
The world may read in me : My body *s mark'd 
With Roman swords ; and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme my name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a tree 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one 

night, 
A storm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangmgs, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Out, Uncertain favour ! 

£eL My fault being nothing (as I have told 

you oft) 
But that two villains, whose false oaths prevailed 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline 
I was confederate with the Romans : so, 
Follow'd my banishment ; and, this twenty years. 
This rock and these demesnes have been my 

world : 
Where I have liv*d at honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — But, up to the 

mountains ; 
This is not hunters' language : — ^He that strikes 
The venison first shall be the lord o' the feast ; 
To him the other two shall minister ; 
And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I '11 meet you in the 

valleys. [E:i:eient Gui. and Abv. 

How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little they are sons to the 

king; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think they are mine : and, though train'd 

up thus meanly 
F the cave, wherein they bow,* their thoughts 

do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts then^ 
In simple and low things, to prince it much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,-^ 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britaio, whom 
ITie king his father called Guiderius, — Jovo ! 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have donCj, his spirits fly 

out 
Into my story : say, — *Thus mine enemy M ; 
And thus I set my foot on his neck * — ^ven then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and put« himself in 

pvosjtoro 

' Ttie old reading is, tehereon the ftoir#— clearly a rpisprln*. 
It was corrected by Warburton, with this explanation: " Iq 
this very cave, which is so low that they must berid or bon 
on entering it, yet are their thoughta so exalted," iScc. 
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Thai acta mj words. The younger brother, 

Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus,) in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rous*d! — 
Cymbeline ! heaven, and my conscience, knows 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon. 
At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft'st me of my lands. Euriphile, 
Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their 

mother. 
And every day do honour to her grave : 
Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd. 
They take for natural father. The game is up. 

[Exit. 

SCENE TV.—Near Milford-Haven. 
Enter PiSAMio and Imogen. 

Imo, Thou told'st me, when we came firom 

horse, the place 
Was near at hand : — Ne'er long'd my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — ^Fisanio ! Man ! 
Where is Posthumus P* What is in thy mind 
That makes thee stare thus P Wherefore breaks 

that sigh 
From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus. 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself 
Into a 'haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What *s the matter? 
Why tendei^st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender ? If it be summer news,* 
Smile to 't before : if winterly, thou need'st 
But keep that countenance stiU.— My husband's 

hand! 
That dmg-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied him. 
And he 's at some hard point. — Speak, man ; thy 

tongue 
May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 



• Potlhumtu. "Shakspere's apparent Ignorance of quan- 
tity is not the least among many proofs of his want of learn- 
ing." So decides Steevens, but he adds, with great candour. 
*• It may be said that quantity in the a«e of our author did 
not appear to have been much regarded.** Ritson blunders 
upon the truth—" Shak^pere's ignorance of the quantity of 
Posthumus is the rather remarkable as he gives it rightly 
both when the name first occurs and in another place — 

* To hit protection ; calls him Posthumus * — 

* Struck the main-top 1 — 0, Posthumus ! alas ! ' " 

Both these critics knew perfectly well that all the poets of 
Shakspere's age were in the habit of changing the accentua- 
tion of proper names, to suit their versification ; and that 
learning or no learning had nothing to do with the matter. 

b Swmvur-ntW9, Our poet has the same idea in his 98th 
Sonnet-^ 

** Yet not the lays of birds, nor the sweet nmell 
Of dlflbrent flowers in odour and in hue. 
Could make ma any ntmm$r'$ tUxry tell." 
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Pis. Please you read ; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a tiling 
The most disdained of fortune. 

IwM. [Reodt.'\ • Thy mistress, Pisanfo. hath played the 
strumpet in my bed : the testimonies whereof He bleeding in 
me. I Bp;ak not out of weak surmises ; but ttvm pnot at 
strong as my grief, and as certain as I expect my revenge. 
That part, thou, Pisanio, must act for me. if thy ftith be not 
tainted with the breach of hers. Let thine own^ands take 
away her life: I shall give thee opportunity at Milford- 
Haven : she hath my letter for the purpose : Where, if thou 
fear to strike, and to make me certain it is done, thou art the 
pandar to her dishonour, and equally to me disloj'aL' 

PU, What shall I need to draw my sword? 

the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, 'tis slan- 
der, — 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose 

tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
AU comers of the world,— kings, queens, and 

states. 
Maids, matrons,— nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. — ^What cheer^ 

madam P 
Imo. False to bis bed! What is it to be 

false P 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him P 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock P if sleep charge 

nature. 
To break it with a fearful dream of him. 
And cry nyself awake P that 's false to his bed P 
Is it? 
Pis. Alas, good lady ! 
Imo. I false P Thy conscience witness: — 

lachimo, 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency , 
ITiou then look'dst like a villain j now, me- 

thinks. 
Thy favour 's good enough.— Some jay of Italy, 
Whose mother was her painting,* hath betray'd 

him : 



s Some jay of Italy, frc. The Italian putUt has a double 
meaning. The jay of Italy is the " Roman courtesan. " as 
well as the painted bird. Th's is one of the many proofi of 
Shakspere's acquaintance with the Italian. But how shall 
we explain the original reading, " whoso mother was her 
painting f " Johnson says, " the creature not of luture but of 
painting. In this sense painting may be not improperly 
termed her mother." Steevens, in illtutration of this, gives 
a quotation flrom an old comedy : — " A parcel of conceited 
feather-caps. who«e fathers were their garmenu/* The 
reading of the oritrinal, on the authoritv or the Corrector of 
the foho of 1632, has been changed by Mr. Collier to 
*• Some jay of Italy, 
Who tmothen her with paiitting^ hath betray'd him." 
U r. Collier, in hit admiration of the correction, hazards the 
assertion, that "genuine passion avoids figures of speech*** 
Ceruinly Shakspere is not an example of this proposition. 
Although the original passage may be obscure, it contains 
a strong poetical image. The correction Is prosaic enough 
to suit any Shakspere made Easy. 
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Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 
And, for I am richer than to hang bj the 

walls, 
I most be ripp'd :• — to pieces with me ! — 0, 
Men's TOWS are women's traitors'. AH good 

seeming. 
By Ihy revolt, husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villainy ; not bom where *t grows. 
But worn, a bait for ladies. 
P». Good madam, hear me. 

Imo, True honest men being heard, like false 
^neas. 
Were, in his time, thought -false : and Sinon's 

weeping 
Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
from most true wretchedness : So, thou. Post- 
humus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and pcrjur'd, 
From thy great fail. — Gome, fellow, be thou 

honest : 
Do thou thy master's bidding : When thou se^'st 

him 
A little witness my obedience : Look ! 
I draw the sword myself: take it; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart : 
Fear not ; 't is empty of all things but grief : 
Thy master is not there ; who was, indsed. 
The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 
Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause, 
But now thou seem'st a coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

• Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must die ; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master's : Against self- 
slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my 

heart; 
Something's afore 't;* — Soft, soft; we'll no 

defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — What is here ; 
The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 
All tum'd to heresy ? Away, away. 
Corrupters of my faith I you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers: Though those that are 

bctray'd 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 
And thou, Posthumus, that didst set up 
My disobedience 'gainst the kmg my father, 

• Afar9*i. The original read* o/oo/— evidently an error. 



And make me put into contempt the -suit 
Of princely fellows, shalt heres^Fter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself. 
To think when thou shalt be disedg*d by her 
That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang'd by me. — Prithee, despatch : 
The lamb entreats the butcher: Where's thy 

knife? 
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding. 
When I desire it too. 

Pis. gracious lady. 

Since I reoeiv'd command to do this business, 
I have not slept one wink. 

Imo, Do 't, and to bed then. 

Pis. I *11 wake mine eye-balls blind first.* 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence P this place P 
Mine action, and thine own P oar horses' labour P 
The time inviting thee P the perturb'd couTt, 
For my being absent ; whcreunto 1 never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone so far 
To be unbent wlien thou has ta'en thy stand. 
The elected deer before thee P 

Pis, But to win time 

To lose so bad employment : in the which 
I have considered of a course. Good lady, 
Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 

I have heard I am a strumpet ; and mine ear. 
Therein fabe struck, can take no greater wound. 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis, Then, madam, 

I thought you would not back again. 

Imo, Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis, Not so, neither : 

But if I were as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be 
Bui that my master is abus'd : 
Some villain, ay, and singular in his art. 
Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo, Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis, No, on my life. 

I '11 give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for *t is commanded 
I should do so : You shall be miss'd at court. 
And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow. 

What shall I do the while P Where bide P How 
liveP 



* In the original tlie line stands, "111 wake mine eyt- 
balls first." Hanroer and Johnson suggested the insertion 
of blind. 
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Or in mj life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to m j husband ? 

Pis. If you 'U back to the court,— 

Imo. T^o court, no father ; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing : 
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As f eJEurfiil as a siege. 

Pis, If not at court, 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 

Imo, Where then ? 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night. 
Are they not but in Britain? V the world's volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 
In a great pool, a swan's nest. PriUiee, think 
There 's livers out of Britain. 

Pis, I am most glad 

You think of other place. The ambassador, 
Lucius the Eoman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is— and but disguise 
That which, to appear itself, must not yet be. 
But by self-dauger ; — ^you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least, 
ITiat, though his actions were not .visible, yet 
Beport should render him hourly to your ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo, 0, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on 't, 
I would adventure. 

Pis, Well then, here 's the point : 

You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience j f^r, and niceness, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly. 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
]^^eady in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel ; nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek. 
Exposing it (but, 0, the harder heart I 
Alack no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan : and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo, Nay, be brief : 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis, Pirst, make yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
('T is in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them: Would you, in their serving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy, (which you *11 make him 
know, 

2U 



If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless 
With joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable. 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means 

abroad,* 
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Imo. lliou art all the comfort 

The gods will diet me witL Prithee, away : 
There 's more to be consider'd ; but we '11 even 
AU that good time will give us : This attempt 
I 'm soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I prithee. 

Pis, Well, madam, we must take a short fare- 
well; 
Lest, being miss'd, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress, 
Here is a box : I had it from the queen ; 
What *s in 't is precious ; if you are sick at sea, 
Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper. — ^To some shade. 
And fit you to your manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best ! 

Imo, Amen : I thank thee. 

[Exevni, 

SCENE v.— ^ Room in Cymbeline'* Palace. 

Enter Cymbelinb, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, 
and Lords. 

Cym, Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 
And am right sorry that I must report ye 
My master^s enemy. 

Cym, Our' subjects, sir. 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 

Lnc, So, sir, I desire of you 

A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven. — 
Madam, all joy befal your grace, and you ! 

Cym, My lords, you are appointed for that 
office; 
The due of honour in no point omit. 
So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly : but from this time 
forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well. 

* Malone interprets this, " As for your subsistence abroad, 
you mty rely on me." Surely abroad is not here used in the 
sense of being in foreign parts, it is the old adverb oh 
brede. The means of Imogen are far ofT— not at hand — all 
abroad — as we still say. But Pisanio tells her, failing her 
own means, " you have mei rich." 
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CifM. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my 
lords, 
TiU he have crossed the Seyem. — Happiness ! 

\Exeunt Ltjcius and Lords. 

Queen, He goes hence frowning: but it 
honours us 
That we have given him cause. 

Clo. 'T is all the better; 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Ctfm, Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he 

moves 
His war for Britain. 

QiMtfu. *T is not sleepy business ; 

But must be look'd to speedily, and strongly. 

Cs/m, Our expectation that it would be thus 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle qneen, 
Where is our daughter F She hath not appeared 
Before the Roman, nor to ns hath tendered 
The duty of the day : She looks ns like 
A thing more made of malice than of duty : 
We have noted it. — Call her before us ; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

{Exit an Attendant. 

Queen, Royal sir. 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 
T is time must do. 'Beseech your majesty, 
Forbear sharp speeches to her : She 's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes. 
And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cifm. Where is she, sir ? How 

Can her contempt be answered P 

Jlten. Please you, sir. 

Her chambers are all lock'd; and there's no 

answer 
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make. 

Queen, My lord, when last I went to visit her. 
She pray'd me to excuse her keeping close ; 
Whereto constrain'd by her infirmity. 
She should that duty leave un|>aid to you, 
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 
She wish'd me to make known ; but our great 

court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her door 's lock*d ? 

Not seen of late ? Grant, heavens, that which I 

fear 
Prove false ! [Exit. 

Queen, Son, I say, follow the king. 



Clo. That man of hers, Pbanio, her old servant, 
I have not seen these two days. 

Queen, Go, look after. — 

\_Exit Clotew. 
Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthumus ! — 
He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her. 
Where is she gone P Haply, despair hath seiz'd 

her; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she 's flown 
To her desir'4 Posthumus : Gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either : She being down^ 
I have the phicing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 
How now, my son ? 

Clo, 'T is certain she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen, All the better : May 

This night forestall bim of the coming day ! 

[Esit Queen. 

Clo, I love, and hate her : for she 's fair and 
royal; 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman ;• from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded* 
Outsells them all : I love her therefore. But, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment, 
That what's else rare is chok'd; and, in that 

point, 
I will condttde to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 

Enter Pisanio. 
Shall— Who is hereP What! are you packing, 

sirrah? 
Come hither : Ah, you precious pander ! Villain, 
Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pi>. O, good my lord ! 

Clo, Where is thy lady P or, by Jupiter 
I will not ask again. Close villain, 
I '11 have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus P 
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

Pis, Alas, my lord. 

How can she be with him P When was she miss'dP 
He is in Rome. 



• There Is a somewhat similar form of expression In All 's 
Well that Ends WeU, Act n., Sc. in.— •* To any count; lo 
nil counts ; lo what is man." 
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Clo. Where is she, sir P Come Dearer ; 

No farther halting : satisfy me home 
What is become of her ? 

Pm. 0, my all- worthy lord ! 

Clo, All-worthy vilhun ! 

Disoover where thy mistress is, at once, 
M the next word, — No more of worthy lord, — 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

PU. Then, sir, 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. [PreseniiHg a letter- 

Clo, Let 's see 't : — I will pursae her 

Even to Augustus* throne. 

Pis, Or this, or perish.* 

She 's iax enough ; and what he learns by this, 
May prove his travel, not her danger. [Aside. 

Clo, Humph ! 

Pis, I'll write to my lord she*s dead. 
Imogen, 
Safe may'st thou wander, safe return agfdn ! 

[Aside. 

Clo, Sirrah, is this letter true P 

Pis, Sir, as I think. 

Clo, It is Postbumus' hand; I know't. — 
Sirrah, if thou would'st not be a villain, but do 
me true service, undergo those employments 
wherein I should have cause to use thee, with a 
serious industry, — that is, what villainy soe'er 
I bid thee do, to perform it directly and truly,— 
I would tiunk thee an honest man ; thou should'st 
neither want my means for thy relief nor my 
voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me P For since patiently 
and constantly thou hast stuck to the bare foi> 
tune of that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not 
in the course of gratitude but be a diligent fol- 
lower of mine. Wilt thou serve me P 

Pis, Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand, here's my purse. 
Hast any of thy late master's garments in thy 
possession P 

Pis, I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same 
suit he wore when he took leave of my lady and 
mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that 
suit hither : let it be thy first service ; go. 

Pis, I shall, my lord. [Exit. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven r—I forgot 
to ask him one thing ; I 'U remember 't anon : — 
Even there, thou villain, Posthumus, will I kill 



^ Pisaolo, in gtvinir GoteD a letter which U to mislead 
him. mean* to say, I must either adopt this stratagem or 
perish by his fury. 
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thee. — ^I would these garments were come. She 
said upon a time (the bitterness of it I now belch 
from my heart), that she held the very garment 
of Posthumus in more respect than my noble 
and natural person, together with the adornment 
of my qualities. With that suit upon my back 
will I ravish her: First kill him, and in her 
eyes ; there shall she see my valour, which will 
then be a torment to her contempt. He on the 
ground, my speech of insultment ended on his 
dead body,— and when my lust hath dined 
(which, as I say, to vex her I will execute in 
the clothes that she so praised), to the court 1 11 
knock her back, foot her home again. She hath 
despised me rejoicingly, and I 'lll)e merry in my 
revenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, with the clothes. 

Be those the garments P 

Pis. Ay, my noble lord. 

Clo. How long is *t since she went to Milford- 
Haven ? 

Pis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that 
is the second thing that I have commanded thee ; 
the third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute 
to my design. Be but duteous, and true prefer- 
ment shall tender itself to thee. — My revenge 
is now at»Milford : 'Would I had wings to fol- 
low it ! — Come, and be true. [Exit, 

Pis, Thou bidd'st me to ray loss : for, tnie to 
thee 
Were to prove false, which I will never be 
To him that is most true. To Milford go, 
And find not her whom thou pursu'st. Flow, 

flow. 
You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fool's speed 
Be cross'd with slowness : labour be his meed ! 

[Exit, 



SCENE YL— Be/ore the Cave of Belarius. 

Enter Imogen, in hojfs clothes, 

Imo. I see a man's life is a tedious cme : 
I have tir'd myself ; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick, 
But that my resolution helps me. — ^Milford, 
When from the mountain-top Pisanio show*d 

thee. 
Thou wast within a ken : Jove ! I think 
Foundations fly the wretched : such, I mean. 
Where they should be reliev'd. Two b^gars 

told me 
I could not miss my way : Will poor folks lie. 
That have afflictions on them ; knowing 't is 
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A punishment, or trial P Yes ; no wonder. 
When rich ones scarce tell tme : To lapse in 

fulness 
Is sorer than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Is worse in kings than beggars. — ^My dear lord ! 
Thou art one o' the fabe ones. Now I think on 

thee 
My hunger's gone ; hut even before I was 
At point to sink for food. — ^But what is this ? 
Here is a path to it : 'T is some savage hold : 
I were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine, 
Ere clean it overthrow nature makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever 
Of hardness is mother. — Ho ! who 's here ? 
If any thing that 's civil, speak ;— if savage — 
Take, or lend.*— Ho! — No answer? then I'll enter. 
Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on't. 
Such a foe, good heavens ! [Shegoet into the cave. 

Enter Bblabius, GriDEKius, and Arviragus. 
Bel, You, Polydore, have prov'd best wood- 
man, and 
Are master of the feast : Cadwal, and I, 
Will pky the cook, and servtat ; 't is our match ; 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die. 
But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs 
WHi make what 's homely savoury : Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when resty* sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. — ^Now, peace be here. 
Poor house that keep'st thyself I 

Qui. I am throughly weary. 

Arv, I am weak with toO, yet strong in ap- 
petite. 
Qui, There is cold meat i' the cave; we'll 
browze on that 
Whilst what we have kiU'd be cook'd. 
Bel, Stay ; come not in : 

\Loohing in, 

• It U scarcely necessavy to afllx a very precise meaninf to 
vords which are meant to be spoken under great trepidation. 
The poor wanderer entering the cave, which she fears is 
'* some savage hold," exhorts the inhuMtant to rpeak ifeivfl 
—if belonging to civilised life. This is clear. But we doubt 
whether ihe goes on to ask the savage to lake a reward for 
bi« food or to knd it; for, in that casr, she would address 
ideas to the savage which do not belong to his condition. 
Yet thk is the general interpretation of the passage. The 
teAy or lend more belong to the civilised being that may 
dwell in the cave, than to the savage one. We have, therefore, 
ventured to point the passage as if the expression, ifsavaffi, 
were merely the parentlietical whisper of her own fears — 
••If anvthing that's civil, speak j take or lend." The if 
tnvape Is interposed, when no answer is returned to iptak. 
Johnson suggested a transposition of the sentence^ 

«' if any thing that's civil, take or letl4, 
If savage speak." 

* Jtethf, So the original (restle). Sfeerens, by one of 
his dashing eorrections,*changed the word to reHirg. Rett^, 
reatijf, raistp, is rancid— a provincial expression, generally 
applied to bacon spoiled by long keeping; which the Lon- 
doners have changed into nutp. lUattjf and ru»ty are most 
probably the same words, meaning, spoiled for want of use. 



But that it eats onr victuals I should think 

Here were a fairy. 

Qui, What 's the matter, sir P 

Bel, By Jupiter, an angel ! or, if not. 

An earthly paragon ! — Behold divineness 

No elder than a boy ! 

Enter Imooew. 

Imo, Gk)od masters, harm me not : 
Before I entered here I call'd ; and thought 
To have begg'd^ or bought what I have took : 

Good troth, 
I have stolen nought ; nor wonld not, though I 

had found 
Gold strewed i' the floor. Here 's money for my 

meat: 
I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gui, Money, youth P 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt ! 
As 't is no better reokon'd, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Imo, I see you are angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound? 

Imo* To Milford-Haven. 

Bel, What is your name ? 

Imo, Fidele, sir : I have a kinsman who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford ; 
To whom being going, almost spent with hunger, 
I am fallen in this offence. 

Bel, Prithee, fair youth, 

'I'hink us no churls ; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encountered ! 
'Tis almost night : you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it. 
Boys bid him welcome. 

OuL ' Were you a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard but be your groom. — In ho- 
nesty, 
I bid for you as I do buy. 

Aro» I '11 make 't my comfort, 

He is d man ; I *11 love him as my brother : — 
And such a welcome as I 'd give to him 
After long absence, such is yours :* — ^Most wel- 
come I 
Be Sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends. 

Imo. 'Mongst friends ! 

If brothers ?— Would it had been so, that they 
Had been my father's sons, then had my prize 
Been less ; and so more ecpial ballasting 
To thee, Posthumus. \Aniie. 

• Sneh i$ pouri. 80 the folio. Some modem editlona 
read, such at yours, thereby spoiling the sense. 
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Bel, He wrings at some distress. 

GuL 'Would I could free 't ! 

Arv. Or I ; whatever it be, 

What pain it cost» what danger ! Cbds ! 

Bel. Hark, boys. {Whvtpertn^. 

Imo, Ghreat men. 
That had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themsdves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal'd them (lay- 
ing by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes),* 
Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 
I 'd change my sex to be companion with them, 
Since Leouatus false. 

Bel, It shall be so. 

Boys, we'll go dress our hunt. — Fair youth, 

come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting; when we Imve 

supp*d. 
We '11 mannerly demand thee of thy story. 
So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Qui, Pray, draw near. 

Arv, The night to the owl, and mom to the 
lark, less welcome. 

* DigeHng muUitudu. In the Second Part of Henry iV. 
weluYe— 

'< The stOl discordant, wavering multitude; 
and the word digning is most probably lued here in the 
•Aiue tTnie. 



Imo, Thanks, sir. 
Arv, 



I pray, draw near. lExeunt' 



SCENE VII.— Rome. 
Euter Two Senators and Tribunes. 

1 SeK, This is the tenor of the emperor's writ : 
That since the common men are now in action 
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians, 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen-off firitons, that we do incite 
The gentry to this business. He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes* 
For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission. Long live Caesai- 1 
2VL Is Lucius general of the forces P 

2 Sen. Ay. 
Tri, Remaining now in Gallia P 

1 Sen, With those legions 

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyaut : The words of your com- 
mission 
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tn, We will dischaige our duty. 

[Exeuni. 



[Well, madam., we mutt Uke a short farewell.] 
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* Sc«aB L — " The fam*d Casaibelan, who vas once 
at point 
(Of giglot fortwie J) to matter Catar's tword, 
Madt Lad^s town vrith rejoicing firet bright,** 

Malonb has the following observation upon 
this passage : *' Shakspere has here transferred to 
Cassibelan an adventure which happened to his 
brother Nennius. 'The same historie (says Ho- 
linshed) also maketh mention of Nennius, brother 
to Cassibelane, who in fight happened to get 
Gesar^s sword fastened i^ his shield, by a blow 
which Caesar struck at him."* Halone has hei*e 
fallen into an error, from a too literal acceptance 
of Shakspere's words. To be once at point to 
matter Ccuat't noord, is to be once nearly vanquish- 
ing Csesar. We can put our finger upon the 
passage in Holinshed's Chronicle which Shakspere 
had in view : *' Our histories far differ from this 
(CsBsai's account), afiOrming that Ceesar, coming 
the second time, was by the Britains with valiancy 
and martial prowess beaten and repelled, as he 
was at the first, and specially by means that Cassi- 
belane had pight in the Thames great piles of 
trees, piked with iron, through' which his ships, 
being entered the river, were perished and lost. 
And after his coming a land he was vanquished in 
battle, and constrained to flee into Qallia with 
those ships that remained. For joy of this second 
victory (saith Qalfrid) Cassibelane made a great 
feast at London, and there did sacrifice to the 
gods." The victory and the rejoicing are exactly 
in the same juxta-position as in Shakspere. 

The XimT town of the old chroniclers is London. 
They considered that London was the town of 
Lud ; and, in a similar manner, that Lud-gate was 
the gate of Lud. The tradition that Lud rebuilt 
the ancient Troinovant is given in Spenser: 
[Faiiy Queen, canto x. book ii.] 

*' He liad two aont, whose eldest, called Lud, 
Left of his life most ftmous memory, 
And endlesi monuments of hit great good. 
The ruin'd walls he did re-edify 
Of Troinovant, 'gainst foroe ot enemy. 
And ballt that gate, which of his name is hight." 



But Verstegan, in his very amusing ' Restitution 
of Decayed Intelligence concerning Britain,' ob- 
jects to the connexion both of Lud's town and 
Lud-gate with King Lud : — 

"As touching the name of our most ancient, 
chief, and famous city, it could never of Lud s- 
town take the name of London, because it had 
never anciently the name of Lud's-town, neither 
could it, for that town is not a British, but a 
Saxon word ; but if it took any appellation after 
King Lud, it must then have been called Caer-Lud, 
and not Lud's-town; but, considering of how 
little credit the relations of Geffery of Monmouth 
are, who from Lud doth derive it, it may rather 
be thought that he hath imagined this name to 
have come from King Lud, because of some 
nearness of sound, for our Saxon ancestors, having 
divers ages before Qeffeiy was bom called it by 
the name of London, he, not knowing from whence 
it came, might straight imagine it to have come 
from Lud, and therefore ought to be Caer-Lud, or 
Lud's town, as after him others called it ; and some 
also of the name of London, in British soimdmade 
it L'hundain, both appellations, as I am persuaded, 
being of the Britains first taken up and used after 
the Saxons had given it the name of London. 

" But here I cannot a little marvel how Tacitus 
(or any such ancient writers) should call it by the 
name of Londiuum (that having been, as it should 
seem, the Latin name thereof since it hath been 
called London), which appellation he could never 
have from the ancient Britains, seeing they never 
so called it. Julius Csesar seemed not to know of 
the name of Londinum, but nameth the city of 
the Trinobants ; and a marvel it is, that, between 
the time of Csesar and Tacitus, it should come to 
get the new name of Londinum, no man can tell 
how. To deliver my conjecture how this may 
chance to have happenecl, I am loth, for that it 
may peradventure be of some disallowed, and so, 
omitting it, I will leave the reader to note that the 
reign of King Lud, from whom some will needs 
derive the name of London, was before Julius 
Csesar came into Britain, and not after, for Csssar 
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first entered Britain in the time of Caasibelan, 
who was brother unto Lud, and ancceeded next 
after him ; and in all likelihood, if Lud had given 
it after himself the new name of Caer-Lud, or, as 
some more fondly have supposed, of LudVtown, 
Julius CsBsar, who came thither so soon after his 
death, could not hare been so utterly ignorant of 
the new naming of that city, but have known it 
as well as such writers as came after him. 

** Evident it is, that our Saxon ancestors called 
it Lunden, (in pronunciation sounded London) 
sometimes adding thereunto the ordinary termina- 
tion which they gave to all well-fenced cities, or 
rather such as had forts or castles annexed unto 
them, by calling it Lundenbirig, and Lunden- 
ceaster, that is, after our latter pronunciation, 
Londonbury or London-chester^ This name of 
Lunden. since varied into London, they gave it 
in regard and memory of the ancient famous 
metropolitan city of Lunden, in Sconeland or 
Sconia, sometime of greatest traffic of all the east 
parts of Germany. 

** And I find in Crautzius that Eric, the foutih 
of that name, King of Denmark, went in person 
to Rome to solicit Pope Paschal the Second (hat 
Denmark might be no longer under the ecclesias- 
tical jurisdiction of the bishop of Hambrough, 
but that the Archbishop of Lunden should be the 
chief Prelate of Denmark, Sweden, and Norway, 
the which in fine was granted. As for the name 
of Ludgate, which some will needs have so to 
have been called of King Lud, and accordingly 
infer the name of the city, I answer, that it oould 
never of Lud be called Ludgate, because gate is 
no British word, and, had it taken name of Lud, 
it must have been Ludporth, and not Ludgate. 
But how Cometh it that all the gates of London, 
yea, and all the streets and lanes of the city, 
having E^^lish names, Ludgate only must remain 
British, or the one half of it, to wit, Lud, — gate, 
as before hath been said, being English? This 
surely can have proceeded of no other cause than 
of the lack of heed that men have taken unto 
our ancient language ; and Qeffery of Monmouth, 
or some other as unsure in his reports as he, by 
hearing only of the name of Ludgate, might easily 
fall into a dream or imagination that it must needs 
hare had that name of King Lud. There is no 
doubt but that our Saxon ancestors (as I have 
said), changing all the names of the other gates 
about London, did also change this, and called 
It Ludgate, otherwise also written Leodgeat ; Lud 
and Leod is all one, and, in our ancient language, 
folk or people, and so is Ludgate as much to say 
as Porta populi. the gate or passage of the people. 
And if a man do observe it, he shall find that, of 
all the gates of the city, the greatest passage of the 
people is through this gate ; and yet must it needs 
have been much more in time past before Newgate 
was builded, which, as Mr. John Stow saith, was 
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first bnflded about tbe reign of King Henry the 
Second. And therefore the name of Leod-gate. was 
aptly given in respect of the great concourse of 
people through it." 

* Scene I. — ** Mulmutint made our laws** &c. 

According to Holinshed, Mulmutius, the first 
King of Britain who was crowned with a golden 
crown, " made many good laws, which were long 
after used, called Mulmutius* laws, turned out of 
the British speech into Latin, by Gildas Priscus, 
and long time after translated out of Latin into 
English, by Alfred, King of England, and mingled 
in his statutes." 

» Scene I.—" Thy Ccuar Icnighted mc" 

Shakspere still follows Holinshed literally: — 
"This man was brought up at Rome, and there 
was made hnighi by Augustus Csesar." Douoe 
objects to the word leniglU as a downright ana- 
chronism ; as well as to another similar passage, 
where Cymbeline addresses Belarius and his 

sons : — 

•• Bow )oar knce«: 

Arise ray knight* o' the battle." 
Both Holinshed and Shakspere, in applying a term 
of the feudal ages to convey the notion of a Roman 
dignity, did precisely what they were called upon 
to do. They used a word which conveyed a dis- 
tinct image much more clearly than any phrase of 
stricter propriety. They translated ideas as well 
as words. 

* Scene It.—" A franklin* t houBewtfe,** 
The franklin, in the days of ShalLspere, had 
become a less important personage than he was 
in those of Chaucer : — 

*' A Frankelein was in this compagnle; 

White WM his herd as is the dajresie. 

Of his complexion he was sauguin. 

Wei loved he by the morwe a sop in win. 

To liven in delit was ever his wone, 

For he was Epicures owen sone. 

That held opinion, that plein delit 

Was veraily feliclte parfite. 

An honsholder, and that a grete was he; 

8eint Julian he was in his contree. 

Hit brede, his ale, was alway after on } 

A better envyued man was no wher non. 

Withouten bake mete never wa* his hous, 

or fish and flesh, and that so plenteous. 

It snewed in his hous of mete and drinke, 

Of alle deintees that men coud of thinkt. 

After the sondry se&nns of the yere, 

So clianged he his mete and his soupere. 

Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in roewe, 

And many a breme, and many a luce In atewt. 

Wo was his coke, but if his sauce were 

Foinant and sharpe, and redy all his gen. 

Hill table dormant in his halle alway 

Stode redy covered all the longe day. 
At sessions ther was he lord and sire. 

Ful often time he was knight of the shire. 

An anelace and a gipciere all of silk, 

Heng at bis girdel, white as morwe milk. 

A shereve hadde he ben, and a countour. 

Was no wher swiche a worthy vavasour." 

Prologue toikt Canttrhttrg Talet, S33. 
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But, a century and a hall later than Chaucer, he 
wad titill a dignified member of the landed aristo- 
craoy. ''England is so thick spread and filled 
with rich and landed men, that there is scarce a 
small vdlage in which you may nut find a kuigLt, 
an enquire, or some substantial householder, com- 
monly called afrankUyne ; all men of considerable 
Aitated." This is the description of Sir John For- 
tescue, in the reign of Henry VI. The franklin 
in the time of Shakspere had, for the most part, 
gone upward into the squire, or downward into the 
yeuuan ; and the name had probably beoome syno- 
nymous with the small freeholder and cultivator. 
" A franklin's housewife " would wear " no costlier 
suit** than Imogen desired for concealment. La- 
timer has described the farmer of the early part of 
the sixteenth century : — " My &ttber was a yeoman, 
and had no lauds of his own, only he had a farm 
of three or four pound by year, at the uttermost, 
and hereupon he tilled so much as kept half a 
dozen men. He had walk for an hundi'ed sheep, 
and my mother milked thirty kine." 

» SoENK III.—" The tharded beeUe," 

There is a oontrorersy about the meaning of 
the word 8h(ird as applied to a beetle. In Hamlet, 
the priest says of Ophelia — 

** ShardSf flints, and pebbles should be thrown on her." 
A shard here is a thing divided ; and it is used for 
something worthless, — ^fragments. Mr. Toilet says 
that thard signifies dung ; and that " the shard- 
bom beetle " in Macbeth is the beetle bom in 
dung. This' is certainly only a secondary meaning 
of tkard. We cannot doubt that Shakspere, in the 
passage before us, uses the epithet dkarded as 
applied to the flight of the beetle. The tharded 



hettle,—ihe beetle whose scaly wing-cases are not 
formed for a flight far above the earth, — is con- 
trasted with tlie fuU-wing'd eagle. The shards 
support the insect when he rises from the ground ; 
but they do not enable him to cleave the air with a 
bird-like wing. The shard-borne beetle of Macbeth 
is therefore, the beetle supported on its shards. 

« ScENK lV,—**And, for I am richer than to be 
han^d by the vails, 
I must be ripp*d.** 

Steevens has an Interesting note upon this 
passage : — 

" To ' hang by the walls' does not mean, ifi be 
converted into hangings for a room, but to be hung 
up, as useless, among the neglected contents of a 
wardrobe. So, in Measure for Measure : — 

* That have, like unscour'd armour, hui^ bjf ike wtUi* 
** When a boy, at an ancient mansion-house in Suf- 
folk I saw one of these repositories, which (thanks 
to a succession of old maids I) had been preserved 
with superstitious reverence for almost a century 
and a half. 

" Clothes were not formerly, as at present^ made 
of slight materials ; were not kept in drawers, or 
given away as soon as lapse of time or change of 
fashion had impaired their value. On the contrary, 
they were hung upon wooden pegs in a room appro- 
priated to the sole purpose of receiving them ; and, 
though such cast-off things as were composed of 
ridi substances were occasionally ripped for do- 
mestic uses (viz. mantles for infants, ve^ts for chil- 
dren, and counterpanes for beds), articles ol inferior 
quality were suffered to hang by the walls till age 
and moths had destroyed what pride would not 
permit to be worn by servants or poor relatione " 



TKAGEDiEfi.— Vol. I. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I.— The Forest, near the Cave. 

Enter Clotbn. 
do. I am near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit 
his garments serve me! Why should his mis- 
tress, who was made by him that made the 
tailor, not be fit too ? the rather (saving rever- 
ence of the word) for 't is said, a woman's fit- 
ness comes by fits. Therein I must play the 
workman. I dare speak it to myself, (for it is 
not vain-glory for a man and his glass to confer 
in his own chamber,) I mean, the lines of my 
body are as well drawn as his ; no less young, 
more strong, not beneath him in fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the time, above 
him in birth, alike conversant in general ser- 
vices, and more remarkable in single opposi- 
tions : yet this imperseverant * thmg loves him 
in my despite. What mortality is!- Posthu- 
mus, thy head, which now is growing upon 
thy shoulders, shall within this hour be off; 

» Impenev^ant. Mr. Dyee chknget this to impereetiftrani, 
wiihout the power of perceiving. The <m it a prefix to jm-' 
99vtra9t; tu the tame way at <«passloned. 
22C 



thy mistress enforced; thy garments cut to 
pieces before thy face:* and all this done, 
spurn her home to her father : who miy, haply, 
be a little angry for my so rough usage: but 
my mother, having power of his testiness, shall 
turn all into my commendations. My horse ia 
tied up safe: Out, sword, and to a sore pui^ 
pose ! Fortune, put them into my hand ! This 
is the very description of their meeting-plaoe ; 
and the fellow dares not deceive me. [Exit, 

SCENE U.— Before the Cave. 

Enter, from the Cave, Belarius, Guiderius, 
Akvibagus, and Imogen. 

Bel, You are not well : {To Imogen.] remain 
here in the cave ; 
We '11 come to you after hunting. 
Arv. ' Brother, stay here : 

{To Imogen. 
Are we not brothers P 

* Some would read, befort htr face^ — Imogen's face; but 
Cloten, in his brutal way, thinks it a satisfaction that, after 
he has cut off his rival's head, the face will stili be present 
at the destruction of the garmenu 
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Imo. So man and man should be ; 

But day and clay differs in dignity, 
Whose dost is both alike. I am very sick. 
Qui. Go you to hunting: 1*11 abide with 

him. 
Imo. So sick I am not ; — ^yet I am not well : 
Bat not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick : So please you, leave 

me; 
Stick to your journal course : the breach of cus- 
tom 
Is breach of all. I am ill; but your being by 

me 
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 
To one not sociable : I am not very sick. 
Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me 

here: 
J '11 rob none but myself; and let me die. 
Stealing so poorly. 

OmL I love'thee ; I have spoke it : 

How much the quantity, the weight as much. 
As I do love my father. 

BeL What? how P how? 

Art). If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say. 
Love's reason's without reason; the bier at 

door, 
And a demand who is 't shall die, I 'd say, • 
* My father, not this youth.' 
Bel. O noble strain ! 

[Aside, 

worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 
Cowards feither cowards, and base things sire 

base: 
Nature hath meal and bran, contempt and 

graces 
I'm not their father ; yet who this should be 
Doth miracle itself, loVd before me. — 
'Tis the ninth hour of the mom. 
Arv. Brother, farewell. 

Imo. I wish ye sport. 

Arv. You health. — So please you, sir. 

Imo. \_A8ide.'] These are kind creatures. 

Gods, what lies I have heard ! 
Oor courtiers say all ^s savage, but at court : 
Experience, O, thou disprov'st report \ 
The imperious seas breed monsters; for the 

dish. 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 

1 am sick still ; heart-sick : — ^Pisanio, 
I '11 now taste of thy drug. 

Gui. I could not stir him : 

He said he was gentle, but lu^ortunate ; 
Dbhonesily afiicted, but yet honest. 

Q2 



Arv. Thus did ho answer me : yet said, here- 
after 
I might know more. 

Bel. To the field, to the field :— 

We '11 leave you for this time ; go in and rest. 

Arv. We '11 not be long away. 

Bel. Pray, be npt sick,. 

For you must be our housewife. 

Imo. Well, or ill, 

I am bound to you. 

Bel. And shalt be ever. 

[Exit Imogen. 
This youth, howe'er distress'd he appears, hath 

had 
Good ancestors.^ 

Arv. How angel-like he sings ! 

Gui. But his neat codcery!' He cut our 
roots in characters ; 
And sauc'd cur broths, as Juno had been sick 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he ydces 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 
The smile mocking the sigh, that it wonld fly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at. 

Gui. I do note 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 
Mingle their spurs ^ together. 

Arv. Grow, patience ! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root with the increasing vine !^ 



* The iMSsage stands thiia in the original — 
" This youth, howe'er distrest, appears he hath bad 
Good ancestors." 
In some modem editions we find thefbUowIng punctuation, 
without any commant— 

" This youth, howe'er distreet, appears, be hath had 
Good ancestors." 
To ns this is unintelligible ; and we therefore venture upon 
the transposition in our text ; assuming, that the printer, 
having left out the ht in his first proof, Inserted it as a cor- 
rection in the wrong place. This is one of the commonest 
of typographical errors, and the folio edition of Cymbeline, 
being printed from a manuscript after the author's death, 
was open to such mistakes. The wonder is that they are 
not more fkeqnent. 

b Spur$. Pope calls this an old word for the fibres of a 
tree. We cannot find any authority for his assertion. The 
support of a post placed in the ground is still technically 
called a $p%r. 1 he large leading roots of a tree mav, In the 
same way, have been called »p%r$, from their lateral projec- 
tions, which hold the plant firm and upright. Shuspere 
uses the word in this sense in The Tempest— 

" The strong-based promontory 
Have I made shake, and by the »pw» 
Pluck'd up the pine and cedar." 
e Instead of untwine it has been proposed to read entwint. 
Monck Mason says, ** Though Shakspere is frequently inac- 
curate in the use of his prepositions, to untwint with would 
rather exceed his usual licentiousness." This " licentious- 
ness" is a favourite word with the commentators; thev 
having agreed that the only correct standard of the EngUen 
language wan to be found in the formal oonstruetion of the 
eighteeiitlk century. In this ca>e, however, they appear to 
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Act IV] 



CYMBELIXE 



[Scxvsll. 



Bel, It a great momiog. 
Who 'a there? 



Come; awaj.- 



EtUer Clotek. 

do, I caimoi find those runagates : that Yillain 
Hath mock'd me : — I am faint. 

Bel. lliose ninagates ! 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 't is 
Cloten, the son o' the queen. I fear some am- 
bush. 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know *t is he ;— We are held as outlaws :— 
Hence. 

Out, He is but one: You and my brother 
search 
What companies are near : pray you, away ; 
Let me alone with him. 

[Exeunt Belabius and Abtibagus. 

Clo, Soft! What are you 

That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers ? 
I hare heard of such. — What sk?e art thou P 

GuL A thing 

More slavish did I ne'er, than answering 
A slave without a knock. 

Clo. Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thiel 

Qui, To who P to thee ? What art thou ? 
Have not I 
An arm as big as thine P a heart as big P 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger : for I wear 

not 
Hy dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art. 
Why 1 should yield to thee P 

Clo. Thou villain base, 

Know'st me not by my clothes P 

Qui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal. 

Who is thy grandfather ; he made those clothes. 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlet, 

My tailor made them not. 

Qui, Hence, then, and thank 

The man that gave them thee. Thou art some 

fool; 
I &m loath to beat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thie^ 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Qui. What 's thy name P 

Clo, Cloten, thou villain. 

^1. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name, 
I cannot tremble at it ; were 't toad, or adder, 

spider, 
*T would move me sooner. 

have mlitaken th« poet's meaning. The root of the elder Li 
•hort-ltved and perishes, while that of the vine continues to 
flourish and increase :— let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
his root which Is perishing with (in company with) the vine 
which is increasing. 

228 



Clo. To thy further fear, 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I 'm son to the queen. 

Qui. I 'm sorry ftu- 't ; not seeming 

So worthy as thy birtL 

do. ArtnotafeardP 

Qui. lliose that I reverence those I fear ; the 
wise: 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death : 

When I have slain thee with my proper hand, 
I 'U follow those that even now fled hence. 
And on the gates of Lud's town set your heads : 
Yield, rustic mountaineer. {Exeunt^ fighting. 

Enter Belabius and Abtoagus. 

Bel. No company 's abroad. 

Arv. None in the world : You did mistake 
him, sure. 

Bel. I cannot teU : Long is it since I saw him. 
But time hath nothing blurr'd those lines of 

favour 
Which then he wore ; the snatches in his voice. 
And burst of speaking, were as his : I am abso- 
lute 
*T was very Cloten. 

Arv, In this place we left them : 

I wish my brother make good time with him. 
You say he is so fell. 

Bel. Being scarce made up, 

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors, for defect of judgment. 
As oft the cause of fear :* But see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guideeius, mlh Cloteu's head. 

Qui. This Cloten was a fool; an empiy 

purse, — 
There was no money in 't : not Hercules 
Could have knocked out his brains, for he had 

none: 



*■ The word defeeit of the original, was changed by Theo- 
bald to the effect ; and the passage so corrected is thus given 
ill most of the modern editions— 

*' He had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors ; for the effe^ of Judgment 
Is oft the cause of fbar." 

Hanmer reads* 

" For defrci of Judgment 
Is oft the cure of fear; " 

which reading is adopted by Malone. It is evident that the 
passage as it stands in the original is contradictory. But it 
appears to us that the corrections, both of Theobald and 
Hanmer, are somewhat forced ; and we rather adopt the very 
ingenious suggestion of the author of a pamphlet printed at 
Edinburgh, 1814, entitled ' Explanations and Emendations 
of some Passages in the Text of Shakspere, &c In this 
readine of ae for it, Belarius says that Cloten, before he 
arrived to man's estate, had nut apprehension of terrors ois 
account o/" defect of Judgment, which defect is as often the 
cause of fear. The passage as it thus stands appears to us 
one of the many examples of condensed truths which this 
play presents. 
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CYl^IBELINK 



[SCBMB II. 



Yet I not doing tliis, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

BeL What hast thou done ? 

Qui, I am perfect, what : cut off one Cloten's 
head, 
Son to the queen, after his own report ; 
Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore, 
With his own single hand he*d take us in, 
Dis[daoe our heads, where (thank the gods!) 

they grow, 
And set them on Lud's town. 

BeL We are all undone. 

Oui. Why, worthy father, what have we to 
lose. 
But, that he swore to take, our lives ? The law 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 
Play judge and executioner, all himself. 
For • we do fear the law P What company 
DisooYer you abroad ? 

Bel, No single soul 

Can we set eye on, but in all safe reason 
He must have some attendants. Though his 

humour ^ 
Was nothing but mutation, — ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse, — not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have ray*d. 
To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps. 
It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make some stronger head: the which he 



(As it is like him,) might break out, and 

swear 
He'd fetch us in ; yet is *t not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking. 
Or they so suffering : then on good ground we 

fear. 
If we do fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Arv, Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoe'er. 
My brother hath done well. 

BeL I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness 
Bid make my way long forth. 

Qui, With his own sword. 

Which he did wave against my throat, I have 

ta'en 
His head from him : I *11 throw *t into the creek 



• For, In the ienue of because. 

h Hnwtow. In the original kontmr. Theobald made the 
emendation, which is certahiiy called for; and is further 
Joatified bv tlie fact that, in the early editions of Shakspere, 
kumonr and honour are several times misprinted each for 
the other. 



Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea. 

And tell the fishes he 's the queen's son, Cloten : 

That 'sail I reck. [FaiL 

BeL I fear, 't will be reveng'd : 

'Would, Polydore, thou had'st not done 't ! 

though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Jrv. 'Would I had done 't. 

So the revenge alone pursued me ! — ^Polydore, 
I love thee brotherly ; but envy much 
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed : I would, re- 
venges. 
That possible strength might meet, woidd seek 

us through 
And put us to our answer. 

BeL Well, 'tis done:— 

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for 

danger 
Where there's no profit. I prithee, to our 

rock; 
You and Fidele play the cooks : I 'II stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arv, Poor sick Fidele ! 

I '11 willingly to him : To gain his colour, 
I 'd let a parish of such Clotens blood,* 
And praise myself for charity. [Exit, 

BeL thou goddess. 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon'st : 
In these two princely boys ! They are as 

gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his sweet head: and yet a» 

rough. 
Their royal blood enchaf d, as the rud'st wind. 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine 
And make him stoop to the vale. 'T is wonder* 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unleam'd ; honour untaught ; 
Civility not seen from other : valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it 's strange 
What Cloten's being here to us portends. 
Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guidbsius. 

Gui, Where 's my brother P 

I have sent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream. 
In embassy to his mother ; his body's hostage 
For his return. [Solemn mnsie. 

' Steeven^ prints thl»— 

" I'd let a parish of such Clotens' blood." 

Put the meaning it, I would let blood a parish of rach 
Clotens. 

b Wonder. 80 the original. Pope changed It to won^ 
dtrful. 
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CYMBELINE. 



[RrKKB II. 



BeL My ingemoos instrameat ! 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! Bat what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark ! 

Gui. Is he at home? 

BeL He went hence even now. 

Gui, What does he mean P since death of my 
dear'st mother 
It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter P 
Triumphs for nothing; and lamenting toys. 
Is jollity for apes and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwal mad P 

Re-enter Ajlvibaoits, bearing Imogen 09 dead 
in his arms. 
Bel. Look, here he comes. 

And brings the dire occasion in hb arms. 
Of what W3 blame him for ! 

Arv. The bird is dead. 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to 

sixty. 
To have tum'd my leaping time into a crutch. 
Than have seen this. 

Gui, O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not the one-half so 

well. 
As when thou grew'st thyself. 

BeL 0, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish 

crare* 
Might easiliest harbour inP — ^Thou blessed 

thing! 
Jove knows what man tiiou might'st have made; 

but I, 
Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy !^ 
How found you him P 

Arv. Stark,^ as you see : 

l^hus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber. 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at : his right 

cheek 
Beposing on a cushion. 

OuL Where P 

Arv. 0' the floor ; 

His arms thus leagued : I thought he slept ; and 
put 



« Crare. The original reads care : but the image it 
Incomplete unleM yre adopt the correction. Crare is a 
small Teasel; and the word is often used by Holinsbed 
and by Drayton. 

b We print the passage as in tha original, the meaning of 
which is. Jove knows what mu thou might'st have made, 
but I know thou diedst, &c. Malone thinks that the 

{tronoun / was probably substituted by mistske for the 
nteijection, Ahi which is commonly printed ay in the 
oM copies I ay being also as commonly printed 1. 
« 5/ar4r— atUr. 
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My clouted brogues* from off my feet, whose 

rudeness 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Gui. Why, he but sleeps : 

If he be gone, he 'U make his grave a bed ; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 
And worms will not come to thee. ' 

Arv. With fairest flowers. 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele^ 
I 'U sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower that 's like thy face, pale primrose ; 

nor 
The azur*d hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Out-sweeten'd not thy breath: the ruddock 

would,* 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore shaming 
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this ; 
Yea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are 

none, 
To winter-ground thy corse. 

Gui. Prithee, have done ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him. 
And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. — To the grave. 

Arv. Say, where shall 's lay him P 

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv. Be *t so : 

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the 

ground. 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words. 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gui. Cadwal, 
I cannot sing: I'll weep, and word it with 

thee : 
For notes of sortrow, out of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv. We 'U speak it then. 

BeL Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for 
Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys : 
And, though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid for that : Though mean and mighty, 

rotting 
Together, have one dust ; yet reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth make distinction 
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was 

princely; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

• BrojwM— rude shoes. 
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Thersiies' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Arc, If you'll go fetch him, 

We'll say oar. song the whilst. — ^Brother, begin. 

[Exit Belarius. 

^irt. Nay, Gadwal, we most lay his head to 
the east : 
My father hath a reason for't. 

Arv. T is true. 

Ouu Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv, So, — ^Begin. 

80N0. 

Gmi. Fear no more the heat o' the tan, 

Nor the furious winter's rages; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done. 

Home art gone and ta'en thy wages: 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Arv, Fear no more the frown o' the greati 

Thou art past the tyrant's stroke; 
Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Qui. Fear no more the Mght'ning flash ; 
Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Qui. Fear not slander, censure rash ; 
Arv. Thou hast finish'd Joy and moan : 
Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

OuL No exerciser harm thee I 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee 1 
Gni. Ghost unlaid forbear thee 1 
Arv. Nothing 111 come near thee 1 
Both. Quiet consummation have ; 
And renowned be thy grave 1 

Re-enter Belabius^ toith the body ofCunxs. 

GuL We have done our obsequies : * C!ome,lay 

him down. 
Bel, Here's a few flowers; but about midnight^ 
more: 
The herbs that have on them oold dew o'the 

night 
Are strewings fitt'st for graves.— Upon their 

fac^: — 
You were as flowers, now wither'd : even so 
These herb'lets shall, which we upon you strow. — 
Gome on, away : apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them first, has them 

again: 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

[Exeunt Belaritjs, Guidebius, and 
Akvibagub. 
Iwio, [awaking.'] Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; 
Which is the way P 
1 thank you.— By yon bush P— Pray, how far 
thither? 



'Ods pittikins ! — can it be six miles yet P — 

I have gone all night : — ^'Faith, I *11 lie down and 

sleep. 
But, soft ! no bedfellow :— 0, gods and goddesses ! 

[Seeing the bodg. 
These flowers are like the pleasures of the 

world ; 
This bloody man, the care on't. — I hope I 

dream; 
For, 80, I thought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honest creatures : But 't is not so ; 
'T was but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing. 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very , 

eyes 
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good 

faith, 
I tremble still with fear : But if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it ! 
The dream 's here still : even when I wake it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt. 
A headless man ! — The garments of Posthu* 

mus! 
I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 
His foot Mercurial : his Martial thigh ; 
The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face — 
Murther in heaven P — HowP — 'Tis gone. — 

Pisanio, 
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 
Gonspir'd with that irregujous* devil, Gloten, 
Hast here cut off my lord. — ^To write and read 
Be henceforth treacherous ! — ^Damn'd Pisanio 
Hath with his forged letters,^lamn'd Pisanio— 
From this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top ! — 0, Posthumus ! alas. 
Where is thy headP where 's thatP Ah me! 

where 's that P 
Pisanio might have kill'dthee at the heart, 
And left this head on. — ^How should this be P 

Pisanio P 
'T is he, and Gloten : malice and lucre in them 
ELave laid this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, 

pregnant! 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, was pre- 
cious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to the senses P That confirms it 

home: 
This is Pisanio's deed, and Gloten's : O ! — 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood. 
That we the horrider may seem to those 
Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord ! 



* /rr«y«io««— irregular— disorderly, 
found in this passage of Shakspere. 



The word is only 
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CYMBELINE. 



rSCKVK III. 



E^ter Lucius, a Captain, and oiker Officers, and 
a Soothsayer. 

Cap, To them, the legions garrison'd in 
GaUia, 
After your will, have cross'd the sea ; attending 
Yoo here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 
They are here in readiness. 

Luc. • Bat what from Borne ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr'd np the confiners 
And gentlemen of Italy ; roost willing spirits 
That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo. 
Sienna's brother. 

Luc, When expect you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o'the wind. 

Luc. This forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present 

numbers 
Be rouster'd ; bid the captains look to 't. — ^Now, 

sir. 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's 
purpose? 

Sooth. Last night the very gods show'd me a 
vision : 
(I fast, and prayed, for their intelligence,) Thus : — 
I saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle,^ wing'd 
From the spongy south to this part of the west, 
There yanish'd in the suubeams: which por- 
tends, 
(Unless my sins abuse my divination,) 
Success to the Boman host. 

Luc. Dream often so. 

And never false.— Soft, ho ! what trunk is here 
Without his top P The ruin speaks that some- 
time 
It was a worthy building. — How ! a page ! — 
Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather : 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.— 
Let *8 see the boy's face. 

Cap. He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He'll then instruct us of this body. — 
Young one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems 
They crave to be demanded : Who is this 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow? Or who was 

he, 
That, otherwise than noble nature did. 
Hath alter'd that good picture? What's thy 

interest 
In this sad wrack ? How came it ? Who is it ? 
What art thou? 

I mo. I am nothing : or if not, 

Nothing to be were better. ITiis was my master. 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
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That here by mountaineers lies slain : — Alas ! 
There are no more such masters : I may wander 
From east to Occident, cry out for service. 
Try many, all good, serve truly, never 
Find sudi another mast^. 

Lmc. lack, good yoaUi ! 

Thou roov'st no less with thy complaining:, tiian 
Thy master in bleeding; 8aj his name, good 
friend. 

Imo. Bichard dn Champ. If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope 
They'll pardon it. [Andc.'] Say you, sir ? 

Imc. 'Jliy name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir. 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the yery 
same: 
Thy name well fits thy faith; thy faith thy 

name, 
wot take thy chance with me ? I will not saj 
Thou shalt be so well master'd; but, be sure. 
No less beloVd. The Roman emperor's letters, 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee. Go with 
me. 

Imo. I '11 follow, sir. But first, an 't please the 
gods, 
I 'U hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew'd 

his grave. 
And on it said a century of prayers. 
Such as I can, twice o'er, L '11 weep, and sigh ; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you. 
So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee than master thee. — 
My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can. 
And make him with our pikes and partisans 
A grave: Come; arm him.* — Boy, he is pre- 

ferr'd 
By thee to us ; and he shall be interr'd 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful; wipe thine 

eyes: 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. 

[EMunt. 

SCENE III.— ^ Room in Cymbeline'* Palace. 

Enter Cymbeltite, Lords, and Pisakio. 

Cifm. Afrain ; and bring me word how 't is with 
her. 
A fever with the absence of her son ; 

^ Arm ik<m— take him In your 
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CYMBELTNK 



[ScriiB IV. 



A madness, of which her life *8 in danger : — 

Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen, 
The great pwi of my comfort, gone ; my queen 
Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me ; her son gone. 
So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. — ^But for thee, fellow. 
Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from 

thee 
By a sharp torture. 

PU, Sir, my life is yours, 

I humbly set it at your will : But for my mis- 
tress, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 
Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your 

highness. 
Hold me your loyal servant. 

1 Lord. Good my liege. 

The day that she was missing he was here : 
I dare be bound he 's true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 
For Cloten,— 

There wants no diligence in seeking him. 
And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym. The time is troublesome : 

We *11 slip you for a season ; but our jealousy 

[To PiSANlO. 

Does yet depend.* 

1 Lord. So please your majesty. 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 
Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Boman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and 
queen! 
I am amaz*d with matter. 

1 Lord, Good my liege. 

Tour preparation can affront no less 
Than what you hear of: come more, for more 

you *re ready ; 
The want is, but to put those powers in motion 
Tliat long to move. 

Cym, I thank you : Let 's withdraw : 

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances here. — Away. [Exeunt. 

Pis. I heard no letter* from my master since 
T wrote him Imogen was slain : 'T is strange : 
Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings : Neither know I 

* Doe$ yet depend— \% yet depending, as we tay of an 
action at law. 

^ Hanmer reads, I've had nn Utter. Malone ffuggeiit^ 
that by IftUr is not meant an epistle ; but that the phrane is 
equivalent to / heard no tytlable. 



What is betid to Cloten ; but remam 
Perplexed in all. The heavens still must work : 
Wherein I am false I am honest ; not true to be 

true. 
These present wars shall find I love my 

country. 
Even to the note o* the king, or I'll fall in 

them. 
All other doubts by time let them be dear'd : 
Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer'd. 

[Exit. 

SCENE \Y. —Before the Cava. 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Gui. The noise is round about us. 

Bel. Let us fit)m it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to 
lock it 
From action and adventure P 

Gui. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Bomans 
Must or for Britons slay us ; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bel. Sons, 

We 'U higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 
To the king's party there 's no going : newness 
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, not 

muster'd 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv*d ; and so extort from us that 
Which we have done, whose answer would be 

death 
Drawn on with torture. 

Gui. This is, air, a doubt 

In such a time nothing becoming you. 
Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely 

That when they hear the Boman horses neigh, 
Behold their quartered fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy'd importantly as now. 
That they will waste their time upon our note, 
To know from whence we are. 

Bel. 0, I am known 

Of many in the army : many years. 
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore 

him 
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves ; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 
The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis*d, 
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 
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CYMBELINE 



[SCKKB IT 



Gui. Than be so^ 

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 
I and my brother are not known ; yourself 
So ont of thought, and thereto so o'ergrown. 
Cannot be question'd. 

Aro, By this sun that shines, 

I'll thither: What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever look'd on blood. 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and ve- 
nison ? 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham'd 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his bless'd beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 



OuL By heavens, I '11 go : 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 
I 'U take the better care ; but if you will iiot» 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Bomans ! 

Arv. So say I ; Amen. 

Bel. No reason I, since of your lives yon set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with jou» 

boys: 
If in your country wars you cnance to die. 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I '11 lie : 
Lead, lead. — The time seems long : their blood 
thinks scorn, {Atide. 

Till it fiy out and show them princes bom. 

\ExeuiU, 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT IV. 



' Scene IL — "But kia neat cookery" 
Mr& Lbnnox has the following remark upon 
iiiis passage : — ** This princess, forgetting that she 
had put on boy's clothes to be a spy upon the 
actions of her husband, commences cook to two 
young foresters and their father, who live in a cave; 
and we are told how nicely she sauced the broths. 
Certainly this princess had a most economical 
education.** Douce has properly commented upon 
this impertinence: — ''Now what is this but to 
expose her own ignorance of anoient manners? 
If she had missed the advantage of qualifying 
herself as a commentator on Shakspeare's plots by 
a perusal of our old romances, she ought at least 
to have remembered, what eveiy well-informed 
woman of the present age is acquainted with, the 
education of the princesses in Homer's ' Odyssey.' 
It is idle to attempt to judge of ancient simplicity 
by a mere knowledge of modem manners; and 
such fastidious critics had better close the book 
of Shakspeare for ever." ('Illustrations,' vol. ii. 
page 104.) 

* ScBNB II.—" The ruddock would" &o. 
Percy asks, " Is this an allusion to the babes of 
the wood? or was the notion of the redbreast 
covering dead bodies general before the writing of 
that ballad ?" It has been shown that the notion 
has been found in an earlier book of natural his- 
toiy ; and there can be no doubt that it was an 
old popular belief. The redbreast has always been 
a favourite with the poets, and 

*< Robin the mean, that best of all loves men," 
as Browne sings, was naturally employed in the 
last offices of love. Drayton says, directly imi- 
tating Shakspere : — 

*' Covering witb ntou the dead's unclosed eye 
The little redbreast teacheth eharUp.'* 

In the beautiful stanza which Gray has omitted 
from his Elegy the idea if put with his usual ex- 
quisite refinement : — 



" There scatter'd oft, the earliest of the jrear. 
By hands unseen, are ehoireis of videts found ; 
The redbreast loves to build and warble there, 
And little footsteps lightly print the ground." 

• Scene II. — " We have done our obsequies,** 

In the Introductory Notice we have given an 
opinion as to the dramatic value of the dirge of 
CoUins as compared with that of Shakspere. 
Taken apart from the scene, it will always be read 
with pleasure. 



Sung by Guiderius and Arotragm$ over Fidele^ supposed 
to be dead. 

To fair Fidele's grassy tomb, 
Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 

Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove ; 

But shepherd lads assemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No withered witch shall here be seen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew : 

The female fays shall haunt the green, 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew. 

The redbreast oft at evening hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid. 
With hoary moss, and gather'd flowers. 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempests shake the sylvan cell; 

Or midst the chase on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell. 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore ; 

For thee the tear be duly shed : 
BeloVd, till life ooiild charm no more ; 

And mourn'd till pity's self be dead. 

^ SoENS II. — " / sew Jove*s bird, the Roman 

eagle,** 
The annexed beautiful coin of Domitian is the 
best illusti'ation of this passage. 



[Roman Eagle.] 
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[Combat of Posthumus and lachiiiio. Scene II.] 



ACT V. 



SCENE T.— ^ Field between the British and 
Roman Camps. 

Enter Posthxjmus, with a hloodi/ handkerchief. 

Post, Yea, bloody cloth, I *11 keep thee ; for I 
am wished 
Thou should'st be coloured thus. You married 

ones, 
f f each of you should take this course, how many 
Must murther wives much better than themselves. 
For wrying* but a little ! — 0, Pisanio ! 
Every good servant does not all commands ; 
No bond, but to do just ones. — Gods ! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults,! never 
Had bVd to put on*» this : so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance : But, 

alack, 
You snatch some hence for little faults; that's love. 
To have them fall no more : you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse,® 

• Wrjfing. The ate of wrp as a verb is ancommon. We 
have a paasage in Sidney's * Arcadia ' irhicli is at once an 
example and an explanation :— " That from the right line of 
virtue are tpryarf to these croolced shifts." 

b To put on — to instigate. 

« " The laitt deed is certainly not the oldest," says Dr. 
Johnson. That is, perhaps, prosaically true : but as the man 
who goet on in the commistfion of ill is older when he com- 
mits the la<«t ill than when he committed the flrst. we do not 
believe that Shakspere, ai Malone says, "inalrertenU^ con- 
sidered the Utter evil deed as the elder." The confusion, if 
9M 



And make them dread it, to the doers* thrift.* 
But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills. 
And make me blessed to obey ! — I am brought 

hither 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady's kingdom : *Tis enough 
That, Britain, 1 have kilPd thy mistress. Peace ! 
I *11 give no wound to thee. Therefore, good 

heavens, 
Hear patiently my purpose ; I '11 disrobe me 

there be any, in the text may be reconciled by Bacon's 
notion, that what we call the old world is really vhe young 
world ; and so a man's first sin is his youngest sin. 

* The sentiment here is excessively beautiful ; but, from 
the elliptical form of expression which so strikingly prevails 
in this play, is obscure. Posthumus, it appears to us, is com- 
paring his own state with what he supposes is that of Imogen. 
She is snatched "hence, for little faults;" he remains ** to 
second ills with ills." But how is it that such as he *'dnad 
in ' The commentators believe that there is a misprint. 
Theobald would read dreaded ; Johnson deeded. Steevens 
intei prets " to make them dread it is to make them persevere 
in the commission of dreadful action **— dread it being used in 
the same manner as Pope has "to sinner it or saint it." The 
author of the pamphlet we have already quoted, * Explana- 
tions and Emendations,' &c., thinks that the it refers to ven- 
geance^ which occurs four lines above. We cannot feel con- 
fident of this; nor do we think with Monck Mason that 
thrift means something higher than worldly advantages— 
the repentance which Issues Arom the drrad. We cannot 
help believing that some word ought to stanri in the place of 
dread it ; and, as the small oflTender is cut off, in love, " to 
fall no mnre," so the hardened doer is left to thrive in his 
offences, as far as this life is concerned. We are inclined to 
conjecture, although we cannot presume to alter the text, 
that dread it has been misprinted for do each. 

" To necond ills with ills, each elder worse, 
And make them do each to the dtefe thrift. " 
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Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 
As does a Briton peasant : so I'll fight 
Against the part I come with ; so I '11 die 
For thee, Imogen, even for whom my life 
Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown. 
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself I '11 dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits show. 
Gods, pat the strength o' the Leonati in me I 
To shame the guise o' the world, I will begin 
The fashion less without, and more within. 

SCENE IL—TAe same. 

Enler ai one door Lucius, Iachimo, and I he 
Koman army ;^ ar^rf/Atf British army ai another. 
Leonatxjs PosTHxmus following^ like a poor 
soldier. They march over, and go out. Then 
enier again in skirmish, Iachimo and Posthu- 
MUS : he vanquisheth and disarmelh Iachimo, 
and then leaves him,* 

laeh. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady, 
The princess of this country, and the air on 't 
Revengingly enfeebles me. Or, could this carl,** 
A very drudge of nature's, have subdued me. 
In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours, 

borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 
If that thy gentJy, Britain, go before 
This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. 

The battle continues ; the Britons fly ; Cymbe- 
LINB is taken ; then enter, to his rescue, B£- 
LABius, Gqidsrius and Arviuagus. 
Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage 
of the ground ; 

The lane is guarded ; nothing routs us but 

The villajny of our fears. 

Qui. Arv. Stand, stand, and fight ! 

Enter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons.. 
They rescue Cymbeline, and exeunt. Then, 
enter Lucius, Iacuimo, and Imogen. 
Luc, Away, boy, from the troops, and save 
thyself : 

* It will be obserred throughoat this act that the stage- 
directions are extremely full, and that the action of the 
drama at the close of the third scene is entirely what was 
called a dumb show. The drama preceding Shakspere was 
fiiilof such examples. But Shakspere uniformly rejected the 
practice^ except in this instance. We do not believe that 
these directions for the dumb show were interpolated by the 
players, as Ritson thinks ; and in the Introductory Notice we 
naTe eipressed our opinion that this, combined with other 
circurastanoes, proaentf some eTldenoe that Cymbeline was 
a rifaecimmUo of an early play. We would here observe 
that we have followed in these stage-directions the original 
copy. 

b Cor/'Churl. 



For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such 
As war were hood-wink'd. 

lach. *T is their fresh supplies. 

Luc. It is a day tum'd strangely : Or betimes 
liCt 's re-enforce, or fly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE m.— Another Part of the Field. 
Enter Posthumxjs and a British Lord. 

Lord. Cam'st thou from where they made the 

stand? 
Post. I did; 

Though yon, it seems, come from the fliers. 
Lord. I did. 

Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost. 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken. 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a straight lane ; the enemy full-hearted. 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than toob to do't, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some falling 
Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was 

damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd shame. 

Lord. Where was this lane ? 

Post. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd 

with turf; 
Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier,— 
An honest one, 1 warrant ; who deserv'd 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to. 
In doing this for his country, — athwart the lane. 
He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run 
The country base,* than to commit such slaughter; 
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for preservation cas'd, or shame,) 
Made good the passage ; cry'd to those that fled, 
' Our Britain's harts die flying, not our men : 
To darkness fleet, souls that fly backwards ! Stand ; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like beasts, which you shun beastly ; and may 

save. 
But to look back in frown: stand, stand.' — 

These three. 
Three thousand confident, in act as many, 
(For three performers are the file when all 
The rest do nothing,) with this word, 'stand, 

stand,' 
Accommodated by the place, more charming 
With their own nobleness, (which could have 

tum'd 
A distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks. 



* Cottn fry- 6ff«0— the rustic game of prUon bars, or prUon 
ba$9. 
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Part adiaDie, {>art spiiit renew'd; that some, 

tam'd coward 
But by example (O, a sin in war, 
Damn'd in the first beginners !) 'gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began 
A stop i' the chaser, a retire ; anon, 
A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith, they fly 
Chickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles ; 

slaves. 
The strides they victora made: And now our 

cowards 
(J^ike fragments in hard voyages) became 
The life o' the need, having fonnd the backrdoor 

open 
Of the unguarded hearts; Heavens, how they 

wound! 
Some slain before ; some dying ; some their friends 
O'er-bome i' the former wave; ten, chas'd by one. 
Are now each one the slanghter^man of twenty : 
Those that would die or ere resist are grown 
The mortal bugs* o' the field. 

Lard, This was strange chance : 

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys ! 

Post, Nay, do not wonder at it ; You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things yoi^ hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon *t, 
And vent it for a moekery P Here is one : 
* Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane. 
Preserved the Britons, was the Bx)mans* bane.' 
Lord, Nay, be not angry, sir. 
Post, 'Lack, to what end ! 

Who dares not stand his foe, I 'U be his frieod : 
For if he ')! do, as he is made to do, 
J know he % quickjy fiy my frieadsbip too. 
You haye pujt me into ^yme. 

Urd, FafcweH; yon are ajjgry. 

[Exit. 
Post, StJU going ?-^This is a lord ! O noble 

misery ! 
To b€ i the field, and ask what news of me ! 
To day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav'd their carcasses ? took heel to do 't^ 
And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm*d,*» 
Ck)uld not find death where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him where he struck : Being an ngly 

monster, 
'T is strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds. 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i* the war. — ^Well, I will 

find him : 



• Bug*— tenon, 

b Warbuiton remarks that thin alludes to the common 
superstition of charms having power to keep men unhurt in 
battle. Macbeth says, '* 1 bear a cftoraMd life **— Posthumns, 
" I, In mine own woe ckmrm'd,'* 
288 



For being now a favourer to the Briton, 
No more a Briton,* I have resum'd again 
The part I came in : Fight I vrill no more, 
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Boman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take ; For me, my ransom 's death ; 
On either side 1 come to spend my breath ; 
Which neither here 1*11 keep, nor bear again, 
Bnt end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter Two Captains, and Soldiers. 

1 Cap, Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is 

taken: * 

'Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap, There was a fourth man, in a silly habit, 
That gave the aflront** with them. 

1 Cap, Bo 'tis reported: 
But none of them can be found. — Stand ! who 

is there ? 
Post, A Roman ; 
Who had not now been dit>opiug here, if seconds 
Had answer'd him. 

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog ! 
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

What crows have peck'd them here : He brags 

his service 
As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter CrM^iEi;j]rB, B^i^akiijs, Guidbbius, Ak- 
yiBAGUS, P1S4.N10, and Roman Captives. The 
Capt^iijiS present PosTnuMUS to Ctmbisijn£, 
who delivers him over to a Oaoler. 

SCENE IV.— .^ Prison. 
Enter Posthumus, and Two Gaolers. 

1 Gaol, You shall not now be stolen, you 

have locks upon you ; 
So, graze, as you find pasture. 

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. 

[ExewU Qbohn, 
Post, Most welcome, bond^^ ! for thou art 
a way 
I think, to liberty : Jet am I better 
Than one that's aic); 0* tl^e gQi;t: sipce he had 
^ther 



• We follow the original. After the time of Hanmer the 
paMSge was ehanjsed to~ 

" For being now a farojUEcr to the JIomumi, 
No more a Briton.** 

We think the change was uiicalle4 for; because Postbnmns, 
in his heroic conduct, has been reallr "a fkvourer to the 
Briton," but, being about to resume the part he came in. he 
is ifoinortfa£r<ioii,andlieimme41atel7afl«rwardsiun«ndcrs 
himnelf as a Roman. 
*> Affroni — encounter. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act v.] 



CYMBELINE. 



[SCBMB v. 



Groan so in perpetuity, than be cnr*d 

By the sure physician, death, who is the key 

To nnbar these locks. My conscience! thou 

art fetter'd 
More than my shanks and wrists: You good 

gods, give me 
The penitent instmment, to pick that bolt. 
Then, free for ever ! Is 't enough I am sorry ? 
So children temporal fathers do appease ; 
Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent ? 
I cannot do it better than in gyves, 
Desir'd, more than constrained : to satisfy. 
If of my freedom H is the main part, take 
No stricter render of me, than my all. 
I know you are more clement thiui vile men, 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement : that 's not my desire : 
For Imogen's dear life take mine ; and though 
'Tis not so dear, yet 't is a life ; you coin'd it : 
*Tween man and man, they weigh not every 

stamp; 
Though Kght, take pieces for the figure's sake : 
You rather mine, being yours : And so, great 

powers. 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 
And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 
1 'U speak to thee in silence. [He sleeps. 

Solemn Music. Bitter^ tu in an apparition, SiciLiut Leok- 
ATOs, father to VotrnvuvB, an old man, attired like a Ufor- 
rior; leading in hi$ band an ancient matron, his wife, and 
mother to Pobtbunvs, with music before tliem. Then, 
after other music, follow the two young Leonati, brothers 
to PotTHUMiTs, with wounds, as theg died in the wars. 
They circle Posthvmus round, as he lies sleeping. 

Sici. No more, thou thunder-master, show 

Thy spite on mortal flies ; 
With Mars fall out, with Juno chide. 

That thy adolteries 
Rates and revenges. 
Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 

Whose face I never saw t 
I died, whilst in the womb he st«y'd 

Attending Nature's law. 
Whose father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans' fkther art,) 
Thou should'st have been, and shielded him 

From this earth-vexing smart. 

Moth. Ludna lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes ; 
That from me was Posthumus ripp'd, 
Come crying 'mongat his foes, 
A thing of pity ! 

Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry, 
Moulded the stuff so fair. 
That he deserr'd the praise o* the wodd. 
As great Sicilius' heir. 

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could stand up his parallel ; 
Or fruitful object be 



In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity f 

Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock'dif 
To be exil'd, and thrown 
From Leonati' seat, and rasf 

From her his dearest one. 
Sweet Imogen t 

Sici. Why did you sufffer lachiroo, 

Sli}{ht thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 

With needless jealousy; 
And to become the geek and scorn 

O' the other's villany t 

2 Bro. For this, f^om stiller seats we came. 

Our parents and us twain, 
That, striking in our country's caus«, 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 

Witii honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath 

To Cymbeline perform'd : 
Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

Why hast thou thus adjoum'd 
The graces for his merits due ; 

Being all to dolours turn*dt 

Sici. Thy crystal window ope; lookout ; 
No longer exercise. 
Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries. 

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good. 
Take off his miseries. 

Si i. Peep through thy marble mnnsion; help I 
Or we poor ghosts will cry 
To the shining synod of the rest, 
Against thy deity. 

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter ; or we appeal, 

And from thy Justice fly. 

Jupiter descends in thunder and lightning, sitting t^ton an 
eagle: he throws a thunder-bolt. The Ghosts foU on theif 
knees. 

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low, 

Otfend our hearing: bush!— How dare you ghoata 
Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt you know. 

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts? 
Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest 

Upon your never- withering banks of flowers : 
Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No care of yours it is ; you know, 'tis ours. 
Whom best I love 1 cross ; to make my gift. 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content ; 
Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift ) 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent. 
Our Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he married,— Rise, and fj^le !-• 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his aflliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 

Our pleasure his fUU fortune doth confine i 
And so, away : no farther with your din 

Express impatience, lest you stir up mine. — 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. [Jseend*. 

Sici. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us : his ascension is 
More sweet than our bless'd fields : his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak. 
As when his god Is pleas'd. 
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Jll. ThankK. Jupiter! 

Sid. The marble pavement closer), he U enter'd 
His ratliant roof :— Away I and, to be bictt. 
Let us with care perform his great behe&t. [Ghosts tanisk. 

Post. \^JFaHng.'] Sleep, thou hast been a 

grandsire, and begot 
A father to me : and thou hast created 
A mother, and two brothers ; But— O scorn ! — 
Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were bom. 
And so I am awake. Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness' favour dream as I have done ; 
Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I swerve : 
Many dream not to find, neither deserve. 
And yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I, 
That have thb golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? 

rare one ! 
Be not, as is our fangled* world, a ganuent 
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers. 
As good as promise. 

[ReadM.I ^K^hen as a lion's whelp shall, to himself un- 
known, without seeking find, and be embraced by a piece 
of tender air; and when from a s:aiely cedar shall be lopped 
branches, which, being dead many years, shall after revive, 
be Joinfed to the old stock, and freshly grow ; then shall 
Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and 
flourish in peace and plenty. 

'Tis still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not : either both, or nothing : 
Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is. 
The action of my life is like it, which 
I '11 keep, if but for sympathy. 

Enter Gaoler. 

Gaol, Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post. Over-roasted rather : ready long ago. 

Oaol. Hanging is the word, sii*; if you be 
ready for that you are well cooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spec- 
tators the dish pays the shot. 

Qaol. ' A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But 
the comfort is, you shall be called to no more 
payments, fear no more tavern bills; which 
are often the sadness of parting, as the pro- 
curing of mirth; you come in faint for want 
of meat, depart reeling with too much drink; 
sorry that you have paid too much, and sorry 
that you are paid too much; purse and brain 
both empty ; the brain the heavier for being too 
light, the purse too light, being drawn of hea- 
viness : ! of this contradiction you shall now 
be quit. — 0, the charity of a penny cord! it 

• Fangled. Tills word is very rarely >i8ed without the 
epithet new ; yet /angle means an innovation. We have it 
in Anthony Wood—" A hatred to /angles and the French 
fooleries of his time." 
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sums up thousands in a trice : you have no true 
debitor and creditor but it ; of what's past, is, and 
to come, the discharge : — Your neck, sir, is pen, 
book, and counters ; so the acquittance follows. 

Post. I am merrier to die than thou art to live. 

Oaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tooth-ache : But a man that were to sleep your 
sleep, and a hangman to help him to bed, I tliink 
he would change places with his officer ; for, look 
you, sir, you know not which way you shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Oaol. Your death has eyes in's head then; 
I have not seen him so pictured: you must 
either be directed by some that take upon them 
to know ; or take upon yourself that wliich 1 am 
sure you do not know; or jump the after- 
inquiry on your own peril, and how you shall 
speed in your journey's end I think you'll never 
return to tell one. 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want 
eyes to direct them the way I am going, but 
such as wink, and will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a 
man should have the best use of eyes to see the 
way of blindness ! I am sure hanging 's the way 
of winking. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles; bring your 
prisoner to the king. 

Post. Thou bring*8t good news ; — I am called 
to be made free. 

Gaol. I 'U be hanged then. 

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler; 
no bolts for the dead. 

[Exeunt Posthumus and Messenger. 

Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, 
and beget young gibbets, I never saw one so 
prone.* Yet, on my conscience, there are verier 
knaves desire to live, for all he be a Boman: 
and there be some of them too that die against 
their wills : so should I, if I were one. I would 
we were all of one mind, and one mind good; 
0, there were desolation of gaolers and gal- 
lowses ! I speak against my present profit ; but 
my wbh hath a preferment in't. [Exeunt. 

SCENE v.— Cymbeline'* Tent. 

Enter Cymbeline, Belakius, Guiderius, Ar- 
TiRAGUS, PiSANio, Lords, Officers, and At* 
tendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods 
have made 

* Prone — forward. 
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Prcsenrers of my throne. Woe is my heart, 
That the poor soldier that so richly fbnght, 
Whose rags sham'd gilded arms, whose naked 

breast 
Stepped before targes of proof, cannot be foond : 
He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bel. I never saw 

Such noble fory in so poor a thing ; 
Such predons deeds in one that promisM nonght 
But beggary and poor looks. 

• Cym. No tidings of him P 
Fis, He hath been searoh'd among the dead 

and living, . 
But no trace of him. 

Cymi 'To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

[To Belarius, Guideeius, and 
Akyiragus. 
By whom I grant she lives :— T is now the time 
To ask of whence you are : — report it. 

Bel. Sir, 

Pn Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen ; 
Further to boast were neither true nor modest. 
Unless I add we are honest. 

Cym, Bow your knees : 

Arise, my knights o' the battle ; I create you 
Companions to our person, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

Enter Cobnelius and Ladies. 

There 's business in these faces : — Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory P you look like Bomans, 
And not o* the court of Britain. 

Cor, Hail, great king ! 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Gym, Whom worse than a physician 

Would this report become ? But I consider. 
By medicine Itfe may be prolonged, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — How ended she P 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life, 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confessed . 
I will report, so please you : These her women 
Can trip roe, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks, 
Were present when she fimsh'd. 

• Cym, Prithee, say. 
Cori First, she confessed she never lov'd you : 

only 
Affected greatness got by you, not you ; 
Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr'd your person. 

Cym, 8he alone knew this : 

Traoedies.— Vou I. R 



And, but she spoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. You daughCb*, whom she bore in hand 
' to love 
With such integrity, she did confess 
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life. 
But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta'en off by poison. 

Cym- most delicate fiend ! 

Who is 't can read a woman ? — Is there moreP 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess 
she had 
For you a mortal mineral; which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, lingering 
By inches waste you : In which time she purposed. 
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
Overcome you with her show : yes, and in time, 
When she had fitted you with her craft, to work 
Her son into the adoption of the crown : 
But, failing of her end by his strange absence, 
Grew shameless-desperate ; open'd, in despite 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; repented 
The evils she hatch'd were not effected : so. 
Despairing, died. 

Qfm. Heard you all this, her women ? 

Lady. We did, so please your highness. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful ; 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart. 
That thought her like her seeming : it had been 

vicious 
To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughter ' 
That it was folly in me, thou may'st say, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all ! 

Enter LuciTTs, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, and other 
'RjomBiL prisoners, yuarded; Tosthttuvs behind, 
and Imogen. 

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
The Britons have raz*d out, though with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made 

suit 
That their good souls may be appeas'd with 

slaughter 
Of you their captives, which ourself have 

granted: 
So, think of your estate. 

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war : the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us. 
We should not, when the blood was cool, have 

threaten*d 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ransom, let it come : sufficeth 
A Roman with a E^man's heart can suffer : 

241 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act v.] 



CYMBELINE. 



[SCBVB ▼. 



Augustas hves to think on 't : and so mach 

For m J peculiar care. This one thing only 

I will entreat : mj boy, a Briton bom. 

Let him be ransom'd : never master had 

A page 80 kind, so duteons, diligent, 

So tender over his occasions, true, 

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join 

With mj request, which, I'll make bold, your 

highness 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm. 
Though he have serv'd a Roman : save him, sir. 
And spare no blood, beside. 

Cym, I have surely seen him : 

His favour is DEoniliar to me. 
Boy, thou hast look'd thyself into my grace. 
And art mine owit — ^I know not why, nor 

wherefore. 
To say live boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live : 
And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty and thy state, I '11 give it; 
\ea, though thou do demand a prisoner. 
The noblest ta'en. 

Imo. I humbly thank your highness. 

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my hfe, good lad ; 
And yet, I know thou wilt. 

Into. No, no: alack. 

There 's other work in hand ; I see a thing 
Bitter to me as death : your life, good master. 
Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc. The boy disdains me. 

He leaves me, scorns me : briefly die their joys. 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys. 
Why stands he so perplex'd P 

Cym. What would'st thou, boy P 

I love thee more and more ; think more and more 
What 's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st 

onP speak. 
Wilt have him live P Is he thy kin ? thy friend P 

Imo. He is a Roman; no more kin to me 
Than I to your highness; who, being born your 

vassal. 
Am something nearer. 

Cym» Wherefore ey'st him so P 

Imo. I *11 tell you, sir, in private, tf you please 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 

And lend my best attention. What *s thy name P 

Imo. Fidele, sir. 

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ; 

I *11 be thy master : Walk with me ; speak freely. 

[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart. 

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death P 

Arc. One sand another 

Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad 
Who died, and was Fidele : — ^What think you ? 
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Out. 'Wt same dead thing alive. 
Bel. Peace, peace! see further; he eyes us 
not ; forbear ; 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am sure 
He would have spoke to us. 

Gui. But we saw him dead. 

Bel. Be silent ; let *8 see further. 
Pis. It is my mistress. 

[Mide. 
Since she is living, let the time run on 
To good, or bad. 

[Ctmbelinb and Imogen eomeforwarS^ 
Cym. Come, stand thou by our side ; 

Make thy demand aloud. — Sic, [to Iach.] step 

you forth ; 
Give answer to this boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our greatness, isA the grace of it, 
Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 
Winnow the truth from falsehood. — On, speak to 
him. 
Imo. My boon is, that this gentbman may 
render 
Of whom he had this ring. 
Post. What '8 that to him? 

[Aside. 
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say 
How came it yours P 
lack. Thou 'It torture me to leave unspoken 
that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

C^m. Howl meP 

lack. I am glad to be constrain'd to utter that 
Which torments me to conceal. By yillainy 
I got this ring ; 't was Leonatus' jewel : 
Whom thou didst banish ; and (which more, may 

grieve thee 
As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne'er liv*d 
'T wixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more* 
my lord P 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 
Iach. That paragon, thy daughter,— 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my false 

spirits 
Quail to remember, — Give me leave ; I fiunt. 
Cym. lILj daughter ! what of her P Renew thy 
strength : 
I had rather thou should'st live while nature will. 
Than die ere I hear more : strive, man, and speak. 

Iach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the dock 
That struck the hour 1) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The mansion where !) 't was at a feast, (0 'would 
Our viands had been poison'd I or, at least, 
Those which I heaVd to head!) the good Pos- 

thumus, 
(What should I say P he was too good^ to be 
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Where ill men were ; and was the best of all 

Among'st the rar'st of good ones,) sitting sadly. 

Hearing ns praise our loves of Italy 

For beauty that made barren the swell'd boast 

Of hhn that best conld speak ; for feature, laming 

The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva, 

Postures beyond brief nature ;* for condition, 

A shop of sdl the qualities that man 

Loves woman fpr ; besides, that hook of wiving. 

Fairness, which strikes the eye : — 

Cjym, I stand on fire : 

Come to the matter. 

lack. All too soon I shall. 

Unless thou would'st grieve quickly.— This Pos- 

thumus 
(Most like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover) took this hint ; 
And, not dispraising whom we prab'd, (therein 
He was as cakn as virtue,) he began 
^s mistress' picture ; which by his tongue being 

made, 
And then a mind put m% either our brags 
Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his description 
Pkov'd us unspeaking sots. 

Qw. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lack. Your daughter's chastity — there it 
begins. 
He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 
And she alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretch ! 
Made scruple of his praise; and wageFd with 

him 
Pieces of gold, Against this which then he wore 
Upon his honoured finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight, 
No lesser of her honour confident 
Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring; 
And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus' wheel ; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain 
Post I in this design : Well may you, sir, 
Eemember me at court, where I was taught 
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
'Twixt amorous and villainoua. Bemg thus 

quench'd 
Of hope, not longmg, mine Italian brain 
'Qon in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely; for my vantage, excellent ; 
And, to be brief, my practice so prevailed 
That I retum'd with simular proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad. 
By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet, 
(0, cunning, how I got it !) nay, some marks 
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Of secret on her person, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd, 
I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,— 
Methinks, I see him now,— 

Post Ay, so thou dost, 

[^Coming /ontard, 
Italian fiend ! — Ah me, most credulous fool. 
Egregious murderer, thief, «my thing 
That 's due to all the villains past, in being. 
To come !— 0, give me cord, or knife, or poison. 
Some upright justicer I* Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious : it is I 
Hiat all the abhorred things o' the earth amend, 
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus, 
That kill'd thy daughter :— villain-like, I lie ; 
That caus'd a lesser villain than myself, 
A sacrilegious thief, to do 't : — the temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herselt 
Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o' the street to bay me : every vilhdn 
Be call'd Posthumus Leonatus ; and 
Be villainy less than 'twas ! — Imogen! 
My queen, my life, my wife ! Imogen, 
Imogen, Lnogen ! 

Into. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear !— 

Post. Shall's have a play of this? Thou 
scornful page, 
Here lie thy part. [Striking her : the falls. 

Pis, 0, gentlemen, help 

Mine, and your mistress : — 0, my lord Posthu- 
mus! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now :— Help, help !— 
Mine honour*d lady ! 

Oym. Does the world go round? 

Post, How come these staggers on me P 

Pis, Wake, my mistress ! 

Cym, If this be so, the gods do mean to strike 
me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis, How fiires my mistress ? 

Imo, 0, get thee from my sight ; 
Thou gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ! 
Breathe not where princes are ! 

Cym, The tune of Imogen ! 

Pis, Lady, 
The gods tlurow stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A precious thing ; I had it &om the queen, 

Cjym, New matter still P 

Tmo, It poison'd me. 

Cor, . gods !— 

I left out one thing which the queen confess'd. 
Which must approve thee honest : If Pisanio 

* JusHear. This fine old word Is used Mveral timet b 
Lear. It b found In our ancient law-books. 
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[Tave, said she, given his mistress that confection 
Whioh I gave him for cordial, she is serr'd 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym. What 's this, Cornelius ? 

Cor, The queen, sir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta*en^ would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short timcj 
All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions. — Have you ta'en of it P 

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel Mj boys, 

ITiere was our error. 

GuL This is sure, Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady 
from you ? 
Think that you are upon a rock, and now 
Throw me again. [Embracing Aim, 

Post, Hang there like fruit, my soul. 

Till the tree die 1 

Cym, How now, my flesh, my child P 

What, mak*st thou me a dullard in this act P 
Wilt thou not speak to me P 

Itno, Your blessing, sir. 

[Kneeling, 

Bel, Though you did love tiiis youth, I blame 
ye not ; 
You had a motive for it. 

[To QuiDEanis and Aryiragus. 

Cym. My tears, that fall. 

Prove holy water on thee 1 Imogen, 
Thy mother *s dead. 

Jmo. I am sorry for 't, my lord. 

C^m. 0, she was naught ; and long of her it 
was 
That we meet here so strangely : But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pis, ^ My lord. 

Now fear is from me, I 'U speak troth. Lord 

Cloten, 
Upon my lady's missing, came to me 
With his sword drawn ; foam*d at the mouth, 

and swore 
XI I discovered not which way she was gone, 
It wad my instant death : By accident, 
I had a feigned letter of my master's 
Then in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 
Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments. 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he posts 
With onohaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
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My lady's honour : what became of him, 
I further know not. 

Oui, Let me end the story : 

I slew him there. 

Cym, Marry, the gods forefend ! 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : prithee, valiant youth. 
Deny 't again. 

QitL I have spoke it, and I did it. 

Cym. He was a prince. 

Quu A most incivil one : The wrongs, he did 
me ; 

Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the seii; 
If it could so roar to me : I cut off 's head ; 
And am right glad he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cifm. I am sorry for thee. 

By thine own tongue thou art oondemn'd, and 

must 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 

Imo. That headless tnafi 

I thought had been ray lord. 

Cym, Bind the offender^ 

And take him from our presence. 

Bel Stay, sir king : 

This man is better than the man he slew. 
As well descended as thyself ; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for. — ^Let his arms alone ; 

[To the guard. 
They were not bom for bondage. 

Cym, Why, old soldier^ 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 
By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent 
As good as we P 

Arv, In that he spake too far. 

Cym, And thou shalt die for 't. 

Bel We will die all three : 

But I wiU prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him. — ^My sons, I must, 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech. 
Though, haply, well for you. 

Jrv, Your danger 's ours. 

Oui, And oui* good his. 

Bel Have at it then.— 

By leave; — ^Thou hadst, great king, a subject 

who 
Was call'd Belarius. 

Oym. What of him P he is 

A banish'd traitor. 

Bel He it is that hath 

Assum'd this age :* indeed, a banish'd man ; 
I know not how a traitor. 

* Auum'd this aytf— put on these appearances of age. 
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Cjfin, Take liim lience ; 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel, Not too hot: 

Rrst pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 
And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have received it. 

Cjfn, Nursing of my sons P 

Bel, I am too blunt and saucy t Here 's my 
knee ; 
Ere I arise I will prefer my sons ; 
Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir. 
These two young gentlemen, that call me father, 
And think they are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege. 
And blood of your begettmg. 

Cym. How ! my issue P 

Bel, So sure as you your father*s. I, old 
Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd : 
Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punish- 
ment 
Itself, and all my treason; that I suffered 
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes 
(For such and so they are) these twenty years 
Have I train'd up : those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them; my breeding was, sir, as 
Tour lughness knows. Their nurse, EuriphQe, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment : I mov'd her to 't ; 
Having received the pimishment before, 
For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty. 
Excited me to treason : Their dear loss. 
The more of you 't was felt, the more it shap'd 
Unto my end of stealmg them. But, gracious sir. 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Two of the sweet'st companions in the world : 
The benediction of these covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. 

Cym. Thou weep'st, and spcak'st. 

The service, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike than this tiiou tell'st : I lost my children ; 
If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

Bel. Be pleas'd awhile. — 

This gentleman, whom I call Folydore, 
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true GKiiderius : 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arvin^us, 
Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp'd 
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 
I can with ease produce. 

Cjfm, Guiderius had 

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 
It was a mark of wonder. 



Bel. This is he; 

Who hath upon him still that natural sfamp : 
It was wise Nature's end in the donation. 
To be his evidence now. 

Qynu O, what, am I 

A mother to the birth of three P Ne*er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more: — Bless'd pray you be, * 
That, after this strange starting from yo\ir orbs. 
You may reign in them now ! — Imogen, 
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

Imo, No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by ' t. — my gentle bro- 
thers. 
Have we thus met P O never say hereafter 
But I am truest speaker : you call'd me brother. 
When I was but your sbter ; I you brothers, 
When you were so indeed. 

Gffm, Did you e'er meet P 

Jrv. Ay, my good lord. 

Qui, And at first meeting lov'd; 

Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallow'd. 

Cym, rare instinct ! 

When shall I hear all through P This fierce 

abridgment 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in. — Where, how 

liv'd you. 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive P 
How parted with your brothers P how first met 

them P 
Why fled you from the court P and whither P 

These, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, should be de- , 

manded ; 
And all the other by-dependencies. 
From chance to chance; but nor the time, nor^ 

place. 
Will serve our long intergatories. See^ 
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen ; 
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master, hitting 
Each object with a joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let *s quit this ground. 
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. 
Thou art my brother : So we 'U hold thee ever. 

[To Bblaeius. 

Imo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me, 
To see this gracious season. 

Cym. All o'erjoy'd. 

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too. 
For they shall taste our comfort. 

Ijfio. My good master, 

I will yet do you service. 
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Luc. Happy be you ! 

C^m. The forlorn soldier that so nobly fongbt. 
He would have well becom'd this place, and 

grac'd 
The thankings of a kmg. 

Post, I am, sir, 

The soldier that did company these three 
In poor beseeming ; 'twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then followed : — ^That I was he, 
Spef^, lachimo : I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

lack. I am down again : [Kneelinff. 

Bat now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beseech 

you, 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 
And here the bracelet of the truest princess. 
That ever swore her faith. 

Posi, Kneel not to me ; 

The power that I have on you is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you to forgive you : live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cym, ' Nobly doom'd; 

We 'U learn our freeuess of a son-in-law ; 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arv. Tou holp us, sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 
Joy'd are we that you are. 

Posi, Your servant, princes. — Good my lord 
of Bome, 
Call forth your soothsayer: As I slept, me- 

thought. 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back, 
Appear'd to me, with other spritely shows 
Of mine own kindred : when I wak'd, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 
Make no collection* of it ; let him show 
His skill in the construction. 

Lt4c. Philarmonus ! 

Sooth, Here, my good lord. 

Luc, Read, and declare the meanings 

Sootk. IReadM.] When as a lion's whelp shall, to himself 
unknown, without seeking find, and be embraced bj a piece 
of tender air ; and when from a stately cedar shall be lopped 
branches, which, being dead many years, shall after revive, 
be Jointed to the old stock, and f^reshly grow ; then shall 
Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and Aoa- 
rish in peace and plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ; 

* Co//«c«oii— consequence deduced ftrom premises. So in 
Hamlet— 

*♦ Her speech is nothing, 
Yet the unshap^d use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection." 



The fit and apt construction of thy name. 

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much : 

ithe piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 

[To Cymbbldik. 
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which muUer I divine 
Is this most constant wife ; who, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 
Unknovm to you, unsought, were dipp'd about 
With this most tender air. 
Cym. This liath sotne seeming. 

Sooth, The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point 
Thy two sons forth : who, by Belarius stolen, 
For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd. 
To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Ci^m, Well, 

My peace we will begin :~And, Gains Ludw^ 
Although the victor, we submit to Gsosar, 
And to the Boman empire ; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the -which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen : 
Whom heavens, in justice, (both on her, and hers,) 
Have laid most heavy hand.* . 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. - The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplish'd : For the Boman eagle, 
From south to west on vring soaring aloft, 
Lessen'd herself, and in the beams o' the sun 
So vanish'd: which foreshow'd our princely 

eagle, 
The imperial Gsesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Gymbeline, 
Which shines here in the west. 

Gpn, Laud we the gods ; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their 

nostrils 
From our bless'd altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Boman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together: so through Lud's town 

march; 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we'll ratify ; seal it vrith feasts. 
Set on there ; — ^Never was a war did cease. 
Ere bloody hands were washed, with such a 

peace. [Exeunt, 

*■ The particle on is understood. The same form of ex- 
pression occurs in Othello— 

" What conjurations and what mighty magic 
I won his daughter [with]. 
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■ SOKKK 11.— ".Enter ai one door Lucius, lackimo, 
and Hie Roman army,'* 
Thb engraving below, from one of the bas-rehefs 
on the column of Trajan, offers a striking illustra- 
tion of the ** pomp and circumstance ** of Roman 
war. 

• ScKNB IV. — " A heavy reckoning for you, 

eir^'* &c. 
Walter Whiter has remarked npon this passage, 
—"IL Voltaire himself has nothing comparable to 
the humorous discussion of the philosophic jailer 
in Cymbeline." But it is something more than 
humorous. It is as profound, under a gay aspect, 
as some of the highest speculations of Hamlet. 

• ScBKB V. — '* Postures beyond hief nature,** &0i 
Warburton remarks, "It appears from a number 
of such passages as these that our author was not 
ignoi*ant of the fine arts;" to which Steevens re- 
plies, '* The pantheons of his own age (several of 
which I have seen) afford a most minute and par- 
ticular account of the different degreeo of beauty 



imputed to the different deities ; and, as Shaksper« 
had at least an opportunity of reading Chapman's 
translation of Homer, the first part of which wr.s 
published in 1596, with additions in 1598. and en- 
tire in 1611, he might have taken these ideas from 
thence, without being at all indebted to his own paiv 
ticular observation, or acquaintance with statuary 
and painting." Steevens has here missed the point, 
as it was likely he would do. That Shakspere was 
familiar with works of art we have abundant proof. 
Take, for ejcample, his vivid description in the 
Tarquin and Lucreoe of 

" A piece 
Of skilful painting, made for Piiam's Troy.^' 

But the passage before us indicates something more. 
In "postures beyond brief natui*e" is shadowed 
the highest principle of high art — that it is not 
essentially imitative — that it works in and through 
its own power, not in contradiction to nature, but 
heightening and refining reality. We have the 
same indication of the poet's profound knowledge 
of these subjects in Anthony and Cleopatra : — 

" 0*erpicturlng that Venus where tre see 
The fancy outwork nature." 



[Koiiian Genera], Standard Bearers, &c.] 
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SUPPLEMENTARY NOTICE. 



Criticism, evdn of that school to which we now yield our obedience — the school which has cast off 
the shackles of the unities, and judges of the romantic drama by its own laws — ^has not looked very 
enthusiastically upon Cymbeline as a dramatic whole. To the exquisite character of Imogen, taken 
apart, full justice has been done. Richardson, not often a very profound critic, has seized upon the 
leading points with great con'ectness, and has carried them out with elegance, if not with force. 
Nothing can be moi'e just, for example, than this observation : ** The sense of misfortune, rather 
than the sense of injury, rules the disposition of Imogen.*** Mrs. Jameson, again, has analysed 
the character with her usual acuteness and delicacy of pei-ception : " Others of Shakspere's 
characters are, as dramatic and poetic conceptions, more striking, more brilliant, more powerful ; 
but of all his women, considered as individuals rather than as heroines, Imogen is the most per- 
fect." f But the relation of Imogen, as the centre of a dramatic circle, has scarcely, we think, 
been adequately pointed out. We pass over what Dr. Johnson says, in a tone of criticism which 
belongs as much to the age as to the man, about " the folly of the fiction, the absurdity of the 
conduct, the confusion of the names and manners of different times, and the impossibility of the 
events in any system of life." When Johnson wrote this he reposed upon an implicit belief in his 
own canons of criticism — the opinions upon which Thomas Warton has explained his own depreda- 
tion of Ariosto and Spenser : ** We, who live in the days of writing by rule, are apt to try eveiy 
composition by those laws which we have been taught to think the sole criterion of excellence. 
Critical taste is universally diffused, and we require the same order and design which every modem 
performance is expected to have, in poems where they never were regarded or intended." t 
Warton was a man of too high taste not in some degree to despise this " criterion of excellence ; ** 
but he did not dare to avow the heresy in his own day. We have outlived all this. The '* critical 
taste ** to which Warton alludes belongs only to the history of criticism. But even amongst those 
upon whom we have been accustomed to rely as infallible guides, it does appear to us that 
Cymbeline has been, in some degree, considered a departure from the great law of unity — not of 
time, nor of place, but of feeling — ^which Shakspere has unquestionably prescribed to himself. 
Tieck highly praises this drama; but his praise almost leads to the opinion that he regarded the 
work as wanting coherency, — as a succesbion of harmonies, but not as one harmony.' " In no other 

* Essays on Shskspeare's Dramatic Chnracters. f CharacteriftHes of Women. Vol. I(. p. 50. 

I Obwrvatiuiid on the Fairy Queen. Vol. 1. 
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work of Shakspere does there reign so great a difference of style ; the gallant tone of the court, the . 
tragic expression of the passions, the splendour of imagery, the tenderness of love, the perfect 
naturalness, the entire plainness, almost amounting to rusticity, of many passages, in antithesis to the 
obscurity of others. This piece still retains possession of the English stage — ^highly attractive, 
because it is at the same time history, popular tale, tragedy, and comedy, more boldly mixed, and 
more freshly coloured, than in any other similar work even of this author.*** Schlegel says — 
** Cymbeline is one of Shakspere's most wonderful compositions. He has connected a novel of 
Boccaccio with traditionary tales of the ancient Britons, reaching back to the times of the first Roman 
Emperors ; and he has contrived, by the most gentle transitions, to blend together into one har- 
monious whole the social manners of the latest time with heroic deeds, and even with the appearances 
of the gods."t This is a defence, and a just one, of what Johnson calls "fiiults too evident for 
detection^ and too gross for aggravation." But neither Tieck, nor Schlegel, according to their usual 
custom, attempt to show that any predominant idea runs through Cymbeline. They each speak of it 
as a succession of splendid scenes, and high poetry ; and, indeed, it cannot be denied that these . 
attributes of this drama most forcibly seize upon the mind, somewhat, perhaps, to the exclusion of 
its real action. In Cymbeline, we are thrown back into the half-fabulous history of our own country,- 
and see all objects under the dim light of uncertain events and manners. We have civilisation 
contending with semi-barbarism ; the gorgeous worship of the Pagan world subduing to itself the 
more simple worship of the Druidical times ; kings and courtiers surrounded with the splendour of 
''barbaric pearl and gold;" and, even in those days of simplicity, a wilder and a simpler life, 
amidst the fastnesses of mountains, and the solitude of caves — ^the hunters' life, who *' have seen 
nothing " — 

" Subtle u tli« fox for prey. 
Like warlike as the wolf,"— 

bat who yet, in their natural piety, know " how to adore the heavens." If these attributes of the , 
drama had been less absorbing, we perhaps might have more readily seen the real course of the 
dramatic action. We venture with great diffidence to express our opinion, that one predominant 
idea does exist ; for Coleridge, even more distinctly than the German critics, if we apprehend him 
rightly, inferred the contrary : — " In the Twelfth Night, Midsummer Night's Dream, As You Like 
It, and Winter's Tale, the total effect is produced by a co-ordination of the t;haracters as in a wreath, 
of flowers. But in Coriolanus, Lear, Romeo and Juliet, Hamlet, Othello, &c., the effect arises 
from the subordination of all to one, either as the prominent person, or the principal object." 
Coleridge is speaking of the great significancy of the names of- Shakspere's plays. The consonancy 
of the ifames with the leading ideas of each drama is exemplified in this -passaget He then add»^ 
— "Cymbeline is the only exception;" that is, the name of Cymbeline neither expresses the 
co-ordination of the characters, nor the principal object. He goes on to say, " Even that " (the name 
of Qymbeline) "has its advantages in preparing the audience for. the chaos of time, place, and 
costume, by throwing the date back into a fabulous kiog^s reign." We do not understand that 
Coleridge meant to say that the play of Cymbeline had neither co-ordination of characters nor a 
prominent object ; but we do apprehend that the name was symbolical, in his belief, of the main 
features of the play — ^the chaos of time, place, and costume. For he proceeds, immediately, to 
remaiiE, in reference to the judgment displayed by our truly dramatic poet in the management of his 
first scenes, " With the single exception of Cymbeline, they place before us at one glance both the past 
and the future in some effect, which implies the continuaDce and full agency of its cause." :{: We 
venture to believe that Cymbeline does not form an exception to the^ usual course pursued by Shak- 
spere in the management of his first scenes ; and that the first scenes of Cymbeline do place before us 
the past and the future in a way which we think very strikingly discloses what he intended to be 
the leading idea of his drama. 

The dialogue of the " two Qentlemen " in the opening scene makes us perfectly acquainted with the 
relations in which Posthumus and Imogen stand to each other, and to those around them. " She *s 
wedded, her husband banish'd." We have next the charact-er of the banished husband, and of the- 
unworthy suitor who is the cause of his banishment ; as well as (he story of the king's two lost 

• Shakspeare's Dramati&che Werke. Vol. IX. p. 374. f T.ecturc« on r)ramatlc Literature. Vol. II. 

* Literary Remainii. Vol. II. p. 207. 
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Bons. This is essentially the foundation of the past and futore of the action. Brief indeed is tHis. 
scene, but it well prepares us for the parting g( Posthumus and Imogen. The course of their 
affections is turned awry by the wills of others. The angry king at onoe proolaims himself to us 
as one not cruel but weak ; he has before been described as " touch*d at yeiy heart." It is only 
In the intensity of her affection for Posthumus that Imogen opposes her own will to the impatient 
violence of her father, and the more crafty decision of her step-mother. But she is surrounded with 
a third eril, — 

** A fkther cruel, and a ttep-dame falae, 
▲ foolish tuitor to a wedded lady." 

Worse, however, even than these, her honour is to be assailed, her character vilified, by a subtle 
stranger ; who, perhaps more in sport than in malice, has resolved to win a paltry wager by the 
sacrifice of her happiness and that of her husband. What has she to oppose to all this compli- 
cation of violence and cunning? Her perfect purity — ^her entire simplicity — her freedom from 
everything that is selfish — the strength only of her affections. The scene between lachimo and 
Imogen is a contest of innocence with guile, most profoundly affecting, in spite of the few coarse- 
nesses that were perhaps unavoidable, and which were not considered offensive in Shaki^>ere's 
day. The supreme beauty of Imogen's character soars triumphantly out of the impure mist which 
is around her; and not the least part of that beauty is her ready forgiveness of her assiulant, 
briefly and flutteringly expressed, however, when he relies upon the possibility of deceiving her 
through her affections : — 

** O happy Leonatns t I may say; 

The credit that thy lady hath of thee 

Deserves thy trntt ; and thy most perfect goodness 

Her assnr'd credit!" 

This is the First Act ; and, if we mistake not the object of Shakspere, these opening scenes 
exhibit one of the most confiding and gentle of human beings, assailed on every side by a deter- 
mination of purpose, whether in the shape of violence, wickedness, or folly, against which, under 
ordinary circumstances, innocence may be supposed to be an insufficient shield. But the very 
helplessness of Imogen is her protection. In the exquisite Second Scene of the Second Act, the 
perf(*ct purity of Imogen, as interpreted by Shakspere, has converted what would have been a 
most dangerous situation in the hands of another poet — Fletcher, for example ~ into one of the most 
refined delicacy : — 

*♦ T is her breahing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus." 

The immediate danger is passed ; but there is a new danger approaching. The will of her un- 
happy husband, deceived into madness, is to be added to the evils which she has already received 
from violence and selfishness. Posthumus, intending to destroy her, writes ** Take notice that I 
am in Cambria at Milford-Haven ; what your own love will out of this advise you, follow." She does 
follow her own love^ — she has no other guide but the strength of her affections ; that strength makes 
her hardy and fearless of consequences. It is the one duty, as well as the one pleasure, of her 
existence. How is that affection requited ? Pisanio places in her hand, when they have reached the 
deepest solitude of the mountains, that letter by which he is commanded to take away her life. One 
passing thought of herself— one faint reproach of her husband, — and she submits to the fate which is 
prepared for her : — 

** Come, fellow, be thou honest . 

Do thou thy master's bidding : When thou see'st him, 

A little witness my obedience : i;<ook ! 

I draw the sword myself : take it ; and hit 

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart." 

But her truth and innocence have already subdued the ^rill of the sworn servant of her husband. 

He comforts her, but he necessarily leaves her in the wilderness. The spells of evil wills are still 

around her : — 

" My noble mistress. 
Here Is a box, I had it from the queen.** 

Perhaps there is nothing in Shakspere more beautifully managed, — more touching in its ronianoe, 
— more essentially true to nature, — thnn the scenes between Imogen and her unknown brothers. 
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Thu genilenesSy the grac6, the "grief and patience/' of the helpless Fidele, producing at once 
the deepest re?erence and affection in the bold and daring mountaineers, still carry forward thq 
oharacter of Imogen under the same aspects. Belarius has beautifully described the brothers i~^ 

** Thej are as genfle 
As sephyn, blowing below the riolet. 
Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough, ' 
Their royal blood enchafd, as the rud'st wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him stoop to the rale." 

It was in their gentleness that Imogen found a support for her gentleness ; — ^it was in their rough* 
ness that the roughness of Cloten met its punishment. Imogen is still saved from the dangers 
with which craft and violence have surrounded her. When she swallows the supposed medicine 
of the queen, we know beforehand that the evil intentions of her step-mother have been counter- 
acted by the benevolent intentions of the physician : — 

" I do know her spirit, 
And will not trust one of her malice with 
A drug of such damn'd nature." 

" The bird is dead ; ** she was sick, and we almost fear that the words of the dirge are true : — * 

*♦ Fear no more the frown of the great, 
Thou art pass'd the tyrant's stroke." 

But she awakes, and she has still to endure the last and the worst evil — her husband, in her 
apprehension, lies dead before her. She has no wrongs to think of — ** my lord, my lord,'' is all, 
in c(»inexion with Poethumus, that escapes amidst her tears. The beauty and innocence which 
saved her from lachimo, — which conquei*ed Pisanio, — ^which won the wild hunters, — commend her 
to the Roman general — she is at once protected. But she has holy duties still to perform :— 

" I '11 follow, sir. But, first, an 't please the gods, 
I'll hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I hare strew'd his grave. 
And on it said a century of prayers, 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I '11 weep and sigh ; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you. 
So please you entertain me." 

It is the unconquerable affection of Imogen which makes us pity Posthumus even while we blame 
him for the rash exeit^ise of his revengeful wilL But in his deep repentance we more than pity 
him. We see only another victim of worldly craft and selfishness :— 

"Gods! if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my fkults, T never 
Had liv'd to put on this ; so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance." 

In the prison scone his spirit is again united with hers : — 

'• Imogen, 
I 'II speak to thee in silence." 

The contest we now feel is over between the selfish and the tmselfish, the crafty and the simple, 
the proud and the meek, the violent and the gentle. 

It is scarcely within our purpose to follow the unravelling of the incidents in the concluding 
scene. Steevens has worthily endeavoured to make amends for the injustice of the criticism which 
Oymbeline has received from his associate commentator: — ''Let those who talk so confidently 
about the skill of Shakspeare's contemporary, Jonson, point out the conclusion of any one of his 
plays which is wrought with more artifice, and yet a less degree of dramatic violence, than this, 
lu the scene before us, all the surviving characters are assembled ; and at the expense of whatever 
incongruity the former events may have been produced, perhaps little can be discovered on this 
occasion to offend the most scrupulous advocate for regularity: and, I think, as little is found 
wanting to satisfy the spectator by a catastrophe which is intricite without confusion, and not 
more rich in ornament than in nature." 
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The eoo^lusioD of Cjmbelhie kas been boded bfCJOM it m i 
who A4of4 tliis speoes of naaonixt^ look tctj impefieetlj iqwo the < 
nt<«al wrjrid. It is pcnaitted, for inflcrntaUe porpoeea^ that tbe i 
before tbe wicked, and the noUe be SDljecied io the beeei In the tame wmj, it is 
the eoane of ereota thai the pare and the gentle should triompk orer deecift and cmtn^ The 
pcrisfaiog of Deademona is a« trme as the safety of Imogen ; and the pogiira] tmth involves as hig^i 
a, wf/rd in the one case aa in the other. Thai ShakBpereTs notion of po et ical jnstioe ins not the 
haduiejed notion of aa intolersnt age^ reflected eren bj a, Boecaeeio, is shown bj the diflEerenoe 
ifl the Jot of the offender in the Italian tale and the lot of Tadiima. The Ainbrogiolo^ the 
norelisty who slanders a Tirtouos ladjr fur the ^n of a, wagei; is fistrned to a stakes smeared with 
honej, snd left to be devoared bj flies sad locnsts. Tbe dose of oar drsmatisf a story is perfeet^ 
Shakspere:— 

*' Pott. Speak, Iftthimo ; I had joa dova, and migkt 

Hare made joa fiaisb. 
Jm<k. I am down a^aia ; 

Bat BOW mj he*rj confcarnce sinks my knee. 

As then your force did. Take chat life, 'beseech yoa. 

Which 1 so oArn ove: hot joor ring first. 

And here the bnweleC of the trae>t priaeesa 

That erer swore her faith. 
Port. Knttk not to me ; 

Tbe power that 1 hare on joa is to s|»a(e joo ; 

Tbe malice towards yoa to forgive you : Live, 

And deal with etheis better. 
Cfsi. Nobly doom'd : 

We leara oar freeness of a son-in-law : 

Pardon 's the word to alL** 



[Roman and British Weapons.] 
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iGeneral of Venice, in time of war. VcccUio— HaWki Autlebi.] 

INTEODUCTORY NOTICE. 



Statb op thb Text, and Chrokologt, o? Othello. 

Ow the 6th of October, 1621, Thomas Walkley entered at Stationers' Hall * The Twgedie of Othello. 
the Moore of Venice.* In 1622, Walkley published the edition fur which he had thus claimed the 
copy. It is, as was usual with the separate plays, a small quarto, and it bears the following title : — 
* The Tmgoedy of Othello, the Moore of Venice. As it hath beene diyerse times acted at the Globf^, 
and at the Black-Friars, by his Majesties Servants. Written by William Shakespeare.' It contains, 
also, a prefiitory address, which is curious : — " The Stationer to the Header. To set forth a book 
without an Epistle were like to the old English proverb^ a blue coat vnthoui a badge ; and the author 
being dead, I thought good to take that piece of work upon me : to commend it I will not : for that 
which 18 good, I hope every man will commend, without eutreaty : and I am the bolder, because the 
author's name is sufficient to vent his work. Thus leaving every one to the liberty of judgment, I 
have ventured to print this play, and leave it to the general censure. Yours, Thomas Walkley." 

' The Tragedie of Othello, the Moore of Venice/ commences on page 310 of the Tragedies in the 
first folio collection. It extends to page 839; and after it follow, Antony aud Cleopatra, and 
Cymbeline. It is not entered at Stationers' Hall by the proprietors of the folio edition, which affords 
some presumption that Walkley was legally entitled to his copy. But it is by no means certain to our 
minds that Walkley's edition was published before the folio. The usual date of that edition is, as our 
readers know, 1623 ; but there is a copy in existence bearing the date of 1622. We have, however, 
no doubt, that the copy of Othello in the folio was printed from a manuscript copy, without reference 
to the quarto ; for there are typographical errors in the folio, arising, no doubt, from illegibility in the 
manuscript, which would certainly have been avoided had the copy been compared with an edition 
printed from another manuscript. The fair inference, therefore, is, that the Othello of the folio was 
printed off before the quarto of 1622 appeared. Had it been the last play in the book we should 
have retained the same opinion, from internal evidence. As two plays succeed it in the volume, we 
are strengthened in tile belief that the original quarto and folio editions were printing at one and the 
same time. 
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The modem editors of SbakB];>ere, without regard to these circumstanoes, speak of the quarto 
edition of Othello as the first edition — the more andeut copy. We can understand how they have 
attached, and, in some instances yeiy properly, great importance to an edition which has been printed 
* in the author's lifetime. They have, indeed, in our opinion, not allowed sufficient importance to the 
fact, that the editors of the folio explicitly declare that those plays which have been printed before 
the folio are in that edition offei*ed to the reader's view *' cured, and perfect of their limbs, and all the 
rest absolute in their numbers as he (Shakspere) oonceived them ;" and, further, they have resolved to 
overlook their affirmation that they printed from manuscript : — ** what he thought he uttered with 
that easiness that we have scarce received from him a blot in his papers/* But in some cases, such as 
The Merchant of Venice, and The Midsummer-Night's Dream, the quarto and the folio editions vary 
so slightly, that we can scarcely doubt that each was printed from the author s unaltered copy. In 
the case before us the differences are most startling. The stationer who publishes the quarto copy 
tells us that the author is dead, and that he has ventured to print the play ; but he does not tell from 
what copy he printed it, nor how he obtained the copy. The editors of the folio distinctly tell us thai 
they have printed from the author's manuscript — that other copies are stolen and sxirreptitious, 
maimed and defoimed. There must surely, then, have been some very strong reason for indudug the 
later and more authoritative editors, Steeveus and Malone, to make the quarto the basis of thdr text 
of Othello, instead of the fulio. Speaking without the least desire beyond that of wishing to present 
our readers with the most genuine text, we cannot call their preference of the quarto to the folio, in 
this instance, by any other name than judicial blindness ; and we have, therefore, after the most 
direful examination, but without the slightest doubt, adopted the text of the folio. The folio edition 
is regularly divided into acts and scenes ; the quarto edition has not a single indication of any sub- 
division in the acts, and omits the division between Acts n. and iii. The folio edition contains 163 
lines which are not found in the quarto, and these some of the most striking in tlie play ; namely, 85 
in Act L ; 6 in Act ii. ; ^0 in Act in. ; 75 in Act iv. ; and 27 in Act v. : the number of lines found in 
the quarto which are not in the folio do not amount to 10. The quarto, then, has not the merit of 
being the fuller copy. But is it more accurate in those parts which are common to both copies ? This 
io a question which we cannot here enter upon in detail. In our foot-notes we have set forth every 
deviation from the current text which we have made upon the authority of the folio, and each reading 
must be judged upon its own merits. We venture to think that in some remarkable instances we have 
restored Shakspere to what he really was. With an old author it sometimes happens as with an old 
picture — whst is genuine lies beneath dirt and varnish. There is a quarto edition of 1630, which 
differs in some readings from both of the previous editioms, but which is generally held as of no 
▼ alue. 

The date of the first production of Othello is settled as near as we can desire it to be. The play 
certaioly belongs to the most vigorous period of 6hakspere's intellect — "at its very point of culmi- 
nation." Chalmers, upon the very questionable belief that the expression new heraldry refers to the 
creation by James I. of the order of baronets, gave it to 1614 ; Maloue, in the early editions of his 
'Essay,' to 1611; Drake, to 1612. In the later edition of Maloue's 'Essay,' published by Bos well, iti 
1821, Malone says, without any explanation, "tcf himo it was acted in 1G04, and I have therefore 
placed it io that year.!' Mr. Peter Cunningham confirms this, by having found an entry in the Revels 
at Court of a performance of Othello in 1604. Mr. Collier has attempted to place it two years earlier, 
upon the authority of detailed accounts preserved at Bridgewater House, in the handwriting of Sir 
Arthur Mainwnring, of the expenses incurretl by Sir Thomas Egerton, afterwards Lord Ellesmere, in 
entertaining Queen Elizabeth and her couii three days at Harefield. Amongst the entries in t&ese 
accounts is the foIlQwing : — 

*' 6 Aug. 1(>02. Rewardcs to the Vaultera Players and Dauncers. Or this 

£10 to Rurbidge's players of Othello 64 18 10." 

Without venturing an opinion ourselves, we are bound to observe that Mr. Grant White saji, **this 
document, which will be found reprinted in full at p. 842 of *Tho Egerton Papers/ edited by 
Mr. Collier, and published by the Camden Society, is one of those, his discovery of which at Bridge- 
water House, Ifr. Collier anncmced in 1835; and all of which, with one exception, have been pro- 
nounced forgeries by various competent authorities." Mr. Staunton also says, — '*the suspicion long 
entertained that the Shaksperian documents in that collection are modem fabrications, having now 
deepened almost into cerlaiuty, the extract in question is of no historioil value." 
2f>6 
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OTHELLO. 

SupposiD SouBOi or thb Plot. 

Of the novel of Cinthio, 'II Horo di Venezia,' from which the general notion of Othello was 
nnquestionably derived, we have given an extract in our SupplemeDtary Notice. It is not impro- 
bable that the tale is of Oriental origin ; for the revenge of the Moor, as described by Cinthio, is 
of that fierce and barbarous character which is akin to the savnge manner in which suppoi^ed 
incontinence is revenged amongst the Arabs. The painfully affecting tale of the 'Three Apples/ 
in 'The Thousand and One Nights^' is an example of this; and, further, there is a similarity 
between the stolen apple and the stolen handkerchief. The malignity of the slave in the Arabian 
tale, too, is almost as motiveless as that of lago. We extract the mam incidents of the tale from 
the beautiful translation of Mr. Lane. 

'* Know, O Prinee of the Falthftil, that this dsmtel wai mj wife, and the daughter of mjr uncle ; thlf ibeykh waa her 
fkther, and is my ancle. I married her when ahe wat a Tirgin. and God blested me with three male children by her; and 
the loTed me and served me, and I saw In her no evil. At the commencement of this month she was attached by a seTere 
Illness, and I brought to her the physicians, who attended her until her health returned to her; and I desired them to send 
her to the bathi but she said to me, I want something before I enter the bath, fbr I have a longing for It. What is it? said 
I. She answered, I haye a longing for an apple, to smell it, and take a bite from it. So I went out immediately into the 
city, and searched for the apple, and would have bought it had iu price been a piece of gold ; but I could find not one. I 
passed the next night ftill of thought, and when the morning came I quitted my house again, and went about to all the 
gardens, one after another, yet I found none in them. There met me, however, an old gardener, of «hom I inquired for 
the iq>p1e, and he said to me, O my son, this is a rare thing, and not to be found here, nor anywhere excepting in the garden 
of the Prince of the Faithful at £1-Basrah, and preserved there for the Khaletrfeii. 1 returned ihereforo to my wile, Hnu ni) luve 
fbr her so constrained me that I prepared myself and Journeyed tifteen days, by nigiit and day. in goinK anil returning, and 
Inought her three apples, which I purchased of the gardener at El-Basrah fbr three pieces of gold ; and, going in, I handed 
them to her; but she was not pleased by them, and left them by her side. She was then sufllbring Arom a violent fsver, and 
ahe continued 111 during a period of ten days. 

"After this she recovered her health, and I went out and repaired to my shop, and sat there to sell and buy; and while 
I waa thtis occupied, at mid-day there passed by me a black slave, having in his hand an apple, with which he was playing ; 
so I said to him, Whence didst thou get this apple, fbr I would procure one like it?— upon which he laughed, and answered, 
I got it tnm my aweetheart: I had been absent, and came and fbund her ill, and she had three apples ; and she said to me, 
my unauspeeting husband Journeyed to El-Basrah for them, and bought them for three pieces of gold ; and I took this 
apple from her. When I heard the words of the slave, O Prince of the Faithfhl, the world became black before my face, 
and I ahut up my shop, and returned to my house, deprived of my reason by excessive rage. I found not the third apple, 
and said to her. Where is the apple? she answered, I know not whither it Is gone. I was convinced thtu that the slave 
had spoken the truth, and 1 arose, and took a knife, and, throwing myself upon her bosom, plunged the knife into her; I 
then cut off her head and Ihnbs, and put them in the basket in haste, and covered them with the isir, over which I laid a 
piaee of carpet; then I put the basket in the chest, and, having locked this, conveyed it on my mule, and threw it with 
my own hands into the Tigris." 



Period of the Action, and Localitt. 

TbA republic of Venice became the virtual sovereigns of Cyprus, in 1471 ; when the state assumed 
the guardianship of the son of Catharine Comaro, who had married the illegitimate son of John IIL, 
of Lusignan, and, being left a widow, wanted the protection of the state to maintain the power which 
her husband had usurped. The island was then first garrisoned by Venetian troops. Catharine, in 
1489, abdicated the sovereignty in fiivour of the republic Cyprus wag retained by the Venetians till 
1670, when it was invaded by a powerful Turkish force, and was finally subjected to the dominion of 
Selim II., in 1571. From that period it has formed a part of the Turkish empire. Leikosia, the inland 
capital of the island, was taken by storm ; and Famagusta, the principal sea-port, capitulated after a 
long and gallant defence. It is evident, therefore, that we must refer the action of Othello to a |>eriod 
before the subjugation of Cyprus by the Turks. The locality of the scenes after the first Act must b« 
placed at Famagusta, which was strongly fortified, — a fact which Shakspere must have known, when in 
the second Scene of the third Act he says, — 

" I wiU be walking on the worki^ 
The interestmg series of sketches, of which we have been fortunate in obtaining oopies from tho 
portfolio of Mr. Arundale, exhibit to us the principal remains of the old fort and town of Famagusta, 
in which the towers and oolonnades of the Venetians are mingled with the minarets of the Turks, 
and where the open space in which stands the half ruin of a fine old Christian church is now called 
" the Place of the Mosque.** 

Tbaoedies.— Vol. L « 247 
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[Morion. Meyrick's Collection.] 

Costume. 

The general coBtume of Venice, both male and female, as well as the official habits of the dpge and 

senators/ at the close of the sixteenth century, having been described in the prefatory notice to The 

Merchant of Venice, we have now but to speak of the military costume of the republic at that period, 

to which also belongs the tragedy of Othello. 

To commence with its dusky hero. There has been much difiference of opinion concerning the 
proper habit of this character, some contending that as general of the Venetian army he should wear a 
Venetian dress, and others, that the Moorish garb was the most correct, as well as the roost effective. 
To decide this point it must first be ascertained whether Othello is a Christian or a Mohammedan ; 
and his marriage with a lady of the former persuasion would be alone sufficient to pro^e that he had 
renounced the creed of his ancestors, had we not the express testimony of lago as to the fact : — 

" And then for her. 
To vin the Moor— were 't to renounce hi* bapiUm, 
All $eal$ and tj^mbolt of rtdeemed tin — 
His soul is 80 enfetter'd to her love," &c.~Act ix. Sc. xxx. 

There ought, therefore, to be no question as to which habit is the more correct of the two, as the 
convert would indubitably put off his turban with his faith, and assume the dress of that republic 
whose religion he had adopted, and whose officer he had become. Indeed, from the commencement of 
the second act, there can be neither doubt nor choice allowed on the subject, as the general of the 
Venetian forces, to whatever nation he might trace his birth (and it was always a foreigner who was 
selected for that office, "Lest," as Paulus Jovius says, ''any one of their own countrymen might be 
puffed up with pride, and grow too ambitious "), assumed, on the day of his election, a pecidiar habit, 
consisting of a full gown of crimson velvet with loose sleeves, over which was worn a mantle of cloth 
of gold, buttoned upon the right shoulder with massy gold buttons. The cap was of crimson velvet, 
and the baton of office was of 8ilver,t ensigned with the winged lion of St. Mark.:{: The figure 
engraved at p. 255 is from Veoellio's often quoted work, and represents the identical dress worn by 
prioce Veniero, when he was raised to that dignity on the very occasion which Shakspere has selected 
for the like appointment of his ''valiant Moor," namely, the Turkish war, a.d. 1570. § 

Another portrait of prince Veniero is engraved in a work entitled, * Habit! d' Huomini e Donne 
Venetiane,' 4to. Ven. 1609, representing him in armour, but still wearing the mantle and bearing the 
baton aforesaid. In one part of the play, it may be remembered, Othello speaks of "his helm," and 
the last-mentioned portrait shows that in dbiolute action he would have worn the armour of the period, 
which was nearly the same all over Christian Europe. Howell states that Venice had in perpetual pay 
" 600 men of arms," who were for the most part gentlemen of Lombardy ; these served on horseback, 
and were armed cap-&-pi6. None of these, however, were in Cyprus at the period alluded to in this 
tragedy, as appears by the following passages : — 

* We take this opportunity of mentioning that the cuts representing "a Venetian Clarissimo." and "a Doctor of Lawi 
of Padua," in the notice of the Costume of the Merchant of Venice, were by accident transposed in part of the impression. 
The figure with his back turned to the spectators is that of the Paduan LL.D. The other exhibits the gown with sleevea 
"a comito," or "a gomito," which may be rend« red elbowed sleeves, and was the general out-of-door's habit of the nobility 
of Venice,— the official gown of the members of the Council, the Savi, Proveditore, &c., having large open sleeves banging 
almost to the ground. 

t " Portando in mano II baston d'argente.**-C. Veeellio, edit. 1590. 

j Vide Portrait of Prince Veniero—" Hablti d' Huomini e Donne Venetiane." — 4to. Ven. 1609. 

\ "lo ho cavato questo da un rittratto del Principe Veniero, dlpinto in quell' habito ch6 gll porte qtiando fti creato 
geiierale della Republica Veneiiana nell ultima guerra che ella hebbe con Selino Gran Turco."— C. V§cellio, edit. 1690. 
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*"rhe ordiDary gftrrison of the island was about 2,000 Italian foot, and some thousand recruits sent 

from the firm land with Martinenjo, &c For cavalry there were but 500 Stradiots, which 

were upon the pay of the republic." * Of the " Italian foot," Vecellio gives us a specimen. His 
defensive armour consists of a back and breast-plate, mail sleeves, and that peculiar species of head- 
piece called a morion. 

A splendidly embossed Italian morion of this period is engraved here from the original in the 
armoury at Goodrich Court, and the figures upon it are additional authorities for the military costume 
of the time. 

The Stradiots (Estradiots, or Stratigari), mentioned by Howell, were Greek troops, first employed by 
the Venetians, and afterwards by Charles VIII. of France. Philip de Comines thus speaks of them : . 
'* Estradiots sont gens comme Genetaires, vestus It pied et h cheval comme Turcs, sauf la teste, oti lis 
ne portent cette toile qu'ils appellent turban, et sont durs gens, et couchent dehors tout I'an, et leurs 
chevaux ; ils ^toient tons Grecs," &c. — Liv. 8, c. 5. 

The figure of one of these picturesque auxiliaries is engraved at p. 286 from Boissard's ' Habitus 
Vaidarum Orbis Gentium,' 1581. The sabre of an Estradiot is engraved in Skelton's 'Specimens/ 
from an original at Goodrich Court. "The lads of Cyprus," — "the very elements of that warlike 
isle,"— may with great probability be supposed to have belonged to their body of Greek cavalry^ 
Vecellio presents' us with the costume of a " soldato disarmato," which would be that of Cassio and 
lago when off guard. Its characteristics are the buff jerkin and the scarf of company. To the first 
it is that Cassio alludes when he say6 — 

" That thrust had been my enemy indeed. 
But th^t my coat is better than thou think'st ; 
I will make proof of thine"— 

and not to any "secret armour." The second was the only uniform then known amongst officers, 
who wore a silken scarf of the colours of the captain under whom they served,t the origin of the t 
modern sash. This figure is engraved below. 

Plate 90 of Skelton's 'Specimens of the Armour at Goodrich Court' contains four varieties of 
Venetian halberds; and plate 85 of the same work presents us with the blade of a very beautiful 
glaive carried by the guards of the doge, 1556. (See p. 321.) 

♦ Howell'i Survey of the Signory of Venice — London, 1651. 

t *' A traverso del petto una banda di orme»ino di diversa colorl, secondo la diviia del suo capitano." — C. Ficellio, edit. 
1590. In a Ut«r edition, 1598, the hat is said to have been usually wkiU—*' la maggior parte di color argentine." 



[Soldier off Guard. Vecellio— Habiti Antichl.j 
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ACT I. 



SCENE L— Venice. A Street 

RUer BoDEBiQO and Iago. 

Bod, Neyer tell me, I take it mach nnkindlj* 
That thou, Iago, who hast had my purse 
As if the strings were thine, should'st know of 
this. 
logo. But you '11 not hear me. If ever I did 
dream 
Of such a matter, abhor me. ^ 



» The differences of the readings of the folio of 1 623, which 
we adopt, with few exceptions, as our text, and thoneof the 
quarto of 1622, which is the hasis of every other modern 
text, are so numerous, that it would be out of our power, 
without crowding our pages beyond all reasonable limiu, 
to indicate every slight variation. The more imporUnt we 
shall of course point out ; and the reader may rely that we 
have followed the folio in all minute deviations ttom the 
oommon text. The line to which this note belongs is an 
example of one, out of many, of these slight changes. It 
ii ordinarily written,— 

** Tuth, never tell me, I Uke it much unklndlr."— 
The folio omits lu»k. Was this accidental t We think not 
The reading,— 

'* Never tell me, I take it much unkindly,"— 
b somewhat more in Roderigo's vein. 

b Steevens writes these lines thus, after the quarto of 
1622:— 



Rod. Thou told'st me, thou didst hold him in 
thj hate. 

" 'Sblood, but you will not hear me ; 

If ever I did dream of such a matter. 

Abhor me." 
Steevens adds, " The folio suppresses this oath 'sblood;^ but 
he does not tell us what the folio does besides. It aceom> 
modates the rhythmical arrangement of the sentence to the 
suppression of the oath, giving the lines as we print them. 
This is certainly not the work of some botcher coming after 
the author. Such Instances of right feeling and good taste, 
in the omission of offensive expressions, constantly occur 
throughout this play, in the folio edition. In the quarto 
such offensive expressions are as constantly found. The 
modern editions cling to the quarto in this particular, upon 
the 8upp<isition that in the folio the passages were stiuck out 
of the copy by the Master of the Revels. The Master of the 
Revels must have been an exceedingly capricious person if 
he thus exerciited his ofHce in 1623. (the date of the folio,) 
and thus neglected it in 1622 (the date of the quarto). We 
have not a doubt, seeing that the structure of the verse is 
always accommodated to the alteration, that every such 
change was made by the author of the play. It was not that 
the Master of the Revels was scrupulous in the use of his 
authority with the folio, and negligent with the quarto, but 
that both the quarto and the folio were printed at a period 
when the statute of 1604, for restraining the profane use of 
the sacred name in stage-plays, had fallen into neglect. Bnt 
the quarto was printed from an early copy of the play, which 
existed before the sutute came into operation. The folie 
contains the author's additions and corrections. This woul# 
be a sufficient reason, we think, if there were no othei 
reason, for preferring the text of the folio in this as well ai 
in other matters. 
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Act I] 



OTHELLO. 



[SCBVX I. 



lago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great 
ones of the city, 
In personal suit to make me his lientenant, 
Off-capp*d^ to him : and, by the faith of man, 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a pkce : 
But he, as loying his own pride and purposes. 
Evades them ; with a bombast circnmstanoe. 
Horribly stnfPd with epithets of war. 
Nonsuits my mediators. For, certes, says he, 
I have already chose my officer.^ 
And what was he ? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician. 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine,* 



a Off-eapp'd. So the folio; the quarto, o/l capp'd. The 
reading of the quarto was adopted bv the variorum editors, 
and was used as an example of the antiquity of the academical 
piirase tocap, meaning to take off the cap. We admit that 
the word cap is ussd in this sense by other early English 
authors; we have it in * Drant'i Horace/ 1567. BnC we 
would ask. is oft capp'd supported by the context? As we 
read the whole passagp, three great ones of the city wait upon 
Othello ; they off-capp'd—i\ity took cap-in-hand — in personal 
suit that he should make lagohis lieutenant ; but he evades 
them, ftc. He hss already chosen hit officer. Here is a 
scene painted in a manner well befitting both the dignity of 
the great ones of the city and of Othello himself. The 
audience was given, the solicitation was humbly made, the 
reasons for reftising it courteously assigned. But take the 
other reading, oft capp'd ; and then we haw Othello per- 
petually haunted by the three great ones of the city, capping 
to him and repeating to him the same prayer, and he per- 
petually denying them with the same bombast circumstance. 
Surely this is not what Shskspere meant to represent. 

b These lines, following the quarto, are ordinarily printed 
thus:— 

** But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance. 
Horribly stuflTd with epithets of war ; 
And in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators; for, certes, says he, 
I have already chose my officer.** 

Cireumstance is circumlocution. The passage, as it appears 
to us, has been entirely mistaken. lago does not mean to 
say that Othello made a long rigmarole speech to the three 
great ones, and then in conclusion nonsuited the mediators 
by telling them he had already chosen his officer. But, in 
the spirit of calumny, he imputes to Othello that, having 
chosen his officer before the personal suit was made to him 
for lago, he suppressed the fact; evaded the mediators ; and 
nonsuited them with a bombast circumstance. We follow the 
punctuation of the folio which distinctly separates, for, certes, 
eofs he, from nonsuits mf mediaiors. Othello, according to 
laigo'i calumnious assertion, says the truth only to himself, 
e A Florentine. ** It appears," says Hanmer, " fhim 
many passages of this play, rightly understood, that Cassio 
was a Florentine, and lago a Venetian." We may aa well 
dispose of this question at once, to avoid the repetition in sub- 
•equent notes. lago here calls Cassio a Florentine. But 
there are some who maintain that Cassio was not therefore 
a Florentine. It is not to be forgotten that lago, throughout 
the whole course of his extraordinary character, is repre- 
sented as utteriy regardless of the differences between truth 
and fi&lsehood. The most absolute lie,— the half lie,— the 
truth in the way of telling it distorted into alio, are the instru- 
ments with which lago constantly works. This ought to be 
borne in mind with reference to his assertion that Cassio 
was a Florentine. But in the second act we find, in the mo- 
dem editions, the following lines spoken by a gentleman of 
Cyprus : — 

*' The ship is here put in. 
A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
la come on shore." 

Here the ship is the Veronese. But, although the textlooks 
nlausible, the editors stumble at it because Verona is an in- 
land eitu. They settle it, however, in the usual way. by 
saying that Shakspere knew nothing of the topography of 
262 



A fellow almost damn'd m a fair wife. 

That never set a squadron in the field. 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a spinster; unless the bookish 

theorick. 
Wherein the tongued* consuls can propose 
As masterly as he : mere prattle without practice. 
Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the 

election : 
And I,^f whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes^ at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christen'd** and heathen,— must be be-lee'd and 

calmM** 
By debitor and creditor : this counter-caster. 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 
And I, — bless the mark ! hb Moor-ship's an- 
cient. 
Bod. By heaven, I rather would have been 

his hangman. 
lago. Why, there's no remedy, 'tis the curse 

of service ; 
Preferment goes by letter and affection. 
And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first Now, sir, be judge 

yourself. 



Italy. But the original quarto and folio each agree in the 
punctuation of the passage : 

" The ship is here put in 
A Veronessa, Michael Cassio. 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come ashore." 

Here Cassio is the Veronese. But we retain the word Fe- 
ronessa, because we apprehend that it must be taken as a 
feminine, and as such applicable to the ship, and we alter the 
punctuation accordingly. The city of Verona, sutject to 
VeDice, might fiimlsh ships to the RepubMc. In the third 
act Cassio, when lago is proffering his services to him, says, 

" I humbly thank you (br 't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest." 

One meaning of his worda Is, that lago being a Florentine, 
Cassio never knew one of that country more kind and 
honest. The other meaning is, that Cassio never knew even 
a Florentine, even one of his own countrymen, more kind 
and honest. This is Malone's interpretation ; and " I«RO<" 
he adds, " is a Venetian," because he says, speaking of Dea- 
demona, 

" I know our country disposition well ; " 

and acain, calls Roderigo, of Venice, his countrpnan. Theee 
assertions, be it again observed, rest upon the authority of 
lago, the liar. We do not, however, think that it is proved, 
as Tieck maintains, that lago is the Florentine, and Cassio 
the Veronese ; but we distinctly agree with him that lago 
meant to speak disparagingly of Cassio when he called 
hhn a Florentine. He was au " arithmetician," a " counter- 
caster," a native of a state whose inhabitants, pursuing the 
peacefiil and gainful ocoupations of oommerce, had armies 
of mercenaries. Cassio, for this reason, upon the showing 
of lago, was one " that never set a squadron in the field." 
According to Tieck, this imputation of being a Florentine 
must solve the enigma of the next line — 

** A fellow almost damn*d in a fhir wifs." 

But we are of opinion that it is not necessary to find any 
mystical meaning in these worda; and that lago distinctly 
refers to Bianca. 

a Tongued. So the folio. The quarto gives us togtd, 

b Ckristen'd. In the quarto Christian. 

c Be4e^d and calm'd. lago uses terms of navigation ta 
express that Cassio had out-«ail'd him. 
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Whether I in any jnst tenn am affin'd 
To love the Moor. 
Rod. I would not follow him then. 

logo, sir, content you ; 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly followed. Tou shall marie 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 
^' Wears out his time, much like his master's ass, 
/ For nought but provender ; and when he 's old, 
Y cashiei^d ; 

VWhip me such honest knaves : Others there are 
jWho, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have 

lin'd their coats. 
Bo themselves homage: these fellows have 

some soul ; 
And such a one do I profess myself. For, sir, 
It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor I would not be lago. 
In following him I follow but myself ; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 
f For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In complement extern,^ ' tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
^ For daws to peck at : I am not what 1 am. 
Rod, What a fall Fortune does the Thick- 
lips* owe. 
If he can carry 't thus ! ^ 

logo. Call up her father, 

House him : make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen, 
And though he in a fertile climate dweU, 
Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy. 



* In wmpUmttU extern, Johiuon Interprets this— '' In 
that which I do only for an outward show of ciTility." 
Snrely this interpretation, bj adopting the secondary mean- 
ing of complement (compliment), destroys lago's bold 
avowal, which is, that when his actions exhibit the real 
intentions and motives of his heart, in outward eompietenete, 
be might as well wear it upon his sleeve. 

b This is ordinarily printed, following the quarto,— 
'* What tifuU fortune does the thick-lips owe." 
Tbte is simply, how fortunate he U. The reading of the 
fblio, which we adop^ conveys a much more Shucsperian 
idea. If the Moor can carry It thus — appoint his own officer, 
in spite of the great ones of the city who capp'd to him, and, 
moreover, can secure Desdemona as hb prise,— he is so 
puflTd up with his own pride and purposes, and is so suc- 
cessfM, tliat fortwu owee him a heavy fall. To owe is used 
by Shakspere not only in the ancient sense of to own, to 
^oeteu, but in the modern sense of to be indebted to, to 
hold or moseeee for another. Fortune here owes the thick- 
Ups a fall, in the same way that we say, <* He owes him 
n good or an evil turn.** The reading which we adopt is 
vary much in Shakspere's manner of throwing out a hint of 
coming calamities. The commentators do not even notice 
this reading. 



Yet throw such chances^ of vexation on *t. 
As it may lose some colour. 
Rod, Here is her father's house; I'll call 

aloud. 
logo. Do; with like timorous accent, and 
dire yell. 
As when (by night and negligence^) the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 
Rod, What, hoa! Brabantio! signior Bra- 

bantio, hoa ! 
laffo. Awake ; what, hoa ! Brabantio ! thieves ! 
thieves ! 
Look to your house^ your daughter, and your 

bags! 
Thieves! thieves! 

Brabantio, above. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible lum- 
mons? 
What is the matter there P 

Jiod. Signior, is all your family within P 

lago. Are your doors lock'd P 

Rra. Why P wherefore ask you this P 

lago. Sir, you are robb'd ; for shame ^ put on 
your gown ; 
Tour heart is burst, you have lost half your soul 
Even notv, now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise | 
Awake the snorting citizens with the bell. 
Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 
Arise, I say. 

Bra. What, have you lost your wits P 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my 
voice P 

Bra. Not I ; what are youP 

Rod. My name is Boderigo. 

Bra. The worser welcome : 

I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my 

doors: 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me say 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in mad- 
ness, 
(Being full of supper and distempering draughts,) 
Upon malicious faiavery,* dost thou come 
To start my quiet.' 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, — 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure, 

• Chaneee. The quarto reads ekan^ee, which most have 
adopted. When Roderigo suggesU that fortune owes Othello 
a fall. lago eagerly jumps at the chances of vexation^ which 
the alarm of Desdemona's father may bring upon him. 

b We adopt the parenthetical punctuation of the folio, 
which, if it had been followed, might have saved the dis- 
cussion as to Shakspere's carelessness in making the fire 
tpied *' by night and negligence." 

e For shame. This is not used as a reproach, but 
ftrdecenep put on your gown. 

* Knavery. The quarto bravery. 
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My spirit and my place haye in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod, Patience, good sir. 

Bra, What tell|st thou me of robbing ? this 
is Venice ; 
Hy honse is not a grange.^ 

Bod, Most graye Brabantio, 

In simple and pure sonl I come to you. 

lago. Sir, you are one of Uiose that will not 
serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we 
come to do you service, and you think we are 
ruffians, you 'U have your daughter covered with 
a Barba^ horse: you'll have your nephews** 
neigh to you : you '11 have coursers for cousins, 
and gennets for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thouP 

logo, I am one, sir, that comes to tell you 
your daughter and the Moor are making the 
beast with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

logo. You are a senator. 

Bra, This thou shalt answer. I know thee, 
Bx>derigo. 

Bod. Sir« I will answer anything. But I 
beseech you. 
If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent, 
(As partly I find it is,) that your fair daughter. 
At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night,^ 
Transported with no worse nor better guard. 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier,* 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor : 
If this be known to you, and your allowance. 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrcmgs ; 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me 



• Oranfi€. Strictly speaking, the (krm-bonte of a monas- 
tenr. But it U used by the old writers as a separate dwelling, 
as in Spenser: — 

" Ne haye the watery fowls a certain grangt 
Wherein to rest.** 

Shakspere, in Measure tot Measure, gires the feeling of 
Undine— (which Brabantio here expresses) in a f^w words :— 
*« A t the moated grangt resides this dejected Mariana." Hr. 
Tennvson, in his exquisite poem upon that theme, giyes ns 
the idea of desolation more fully:— 

«* With blackest moss the flower-pots 

WeT« thickly crusted, one and all, 
The rusted nails fell from the knots 

That held the peach to the garden-wall. 
The broken sheds look*d sad and strange, 

Unliited was the clinking latch. 

Weeded and woni the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange.** 

b Jfepkewt. The word was formerly used to signify a 
grandson, or any lineal descendant. In Richard III. (Act 
IT., Scene i ) tbeDmchees of York calls her grand-daughter, 
niece. Nephew here is the Latin nepos. 

The seventeen lines beginning. " If 'tbe your pleasure," 
are not found in the qoarto of 1422. We cannot, therefore, 
eonsult that quarto here, as in other instances, when a doubt- 
ful reading occurs. We have two difliculties here. First, 
what is the odd-even of the nlghtf It is explained to be the 
interval between twelTc at night and one in the moniing. 
But then, secondly, an auxiliary verb is wanting to the proper 
construction of the sentence ; and Capell would read, " be 
trsnsported." We can only give the passage as we find it. 
264 



We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That, from the sense of all civility^ 
I thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 
Your daughter, — ^if you have not given her 

leave, — 
I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 
Tying^her duty, beauty, wit, and fortimes» 
In an extravagant^ and wheeling strange 
Of here and every where : Straight satisfy your- 
self: 
If she be in her chamber, or your house. 
Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, hoa ! 

Give me a taper ; call up all my people : 
This accident is not unlike my dream ; 
Belief of it oppresses me already : 
Lights I say ! light ! [Exiifron above, 

logo. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 

It seems not meet^ nor wholesome to my place. 
To be produced (as, if I stay, I shall) 
Against the Moor : For, I do know, the state;, 
(However this may gall him with some check,) 
Caunot with safety cast him. For he 's embark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus' wars, 
(Which even now stand in act,) that for their souls. 
Another of his fathom they have none 
To lead their business : in which regard. 
Though I do hate him as I do hell pains. 
Yet, for necessity of present life, 
I must show out a flag and sign of love. 
Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely 

find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary^ the raised search ; 
And there will I be with him. So, farewell. \EsU, 

EnteTf belowy Bbabaktio, and Servants, wUk 

torehes. 
Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 
And what 's to come of my despised time 
Is nought but bitterness. Now, Bx)derigo, 
Where did*st thou see her P— O, unhappy girl !— 
With the Moor say'st thou?— Who would be a 

father P— 
How did'st thou know 't was she P^O, she de- 
ceives me 



. inr. uoiiier. tuvrr <ne uorrecior oi nis loira oi lo^s, •iien 
selino to wheedling. We say wrapped in him ; why not, then, 
/ in him t As to whredting, it is wholly inappropriate as 
>lied to Othello. Roderigo says she is gone off with a 



ft In this passage conjecture has been busy. Some of the 
commentators propose to change tging to Utging^ and In to 
On, Mr. Coll ler, aftirr the Corrector of his fol io of 1632, alters 

wheeling 

iiedi 

applied to Othello. Roderigo says she is gone 
stranger— an erratic and shifting man, that will have no fit 
home for her. 

b The SagilUuTf. This Is generally taken to be an Inn. It 
was the re*idenoe at the arsenal of the commanding oflleen 
of the navy and army of the republic. The figure of an 
archer, with his drawn bow. over the gatef, still indicatet ttie 
place. Probably Shakspere had looked upon that sculpture. 

c The quarto reads, " Thou decei^ei me." 
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Past thought !— What said she to jouP—Get 

more tapers ; 
Raise all my kiiidred.-~Are they married, think 
you? 
Bod. Truly, I think they are. 
Bra. heayen ! — How got she out P—O trea- 
son of the blood ! — 
Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' 

minds 
By what you see them act. — ^Are there not 

charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abusM ? Have you not read, Boderigo, 
Of some such thing P 
Bod. Yes, sir ; I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. — O, would you had 
had her ! — 
Some one way, some another. — ^Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor P 

2tod. I think I can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I '11 
call; 
I may command at most ;~6et weapons, hoa ! 
And raise some special officers of night.* — 
On, good Boderigo. I will deserve your pains. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IL^Tke same. Another Street. 

Enter Othello, Iago, and Attendants mtA 
torches. 

Iago. Though in the trade of war I have skin 
men. 
Yet do I hold it very stuff *» o* the conscience. 
To do no contriv'd murder : I lack iniquity 
Sometime to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under 
the ribs.* ' 

0th. 'Tis better as it is. 

laffo^ Nay, but he prated. 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour. 
That, with the little godliness I have. 



a Offctn of night. So the quarto. The folio reads officers 
of might. Malone has gfven a quotation fyom the Common- 
wealth of Venice, a translation fh>m the Italian, printed in 
1599. Arom which it appears that, the city beiuR divided into 
she tribes, each tribe furnished an officer of the night, " To 
make rounds about his quarter, till the dawning or the day, 
being always guarded and attended on with weaponed 
ofDeers and seijeants.'* 

b Slt^f. Matter— material. The stuff of the conscience 
ia the Terr aobstance of the conscience. 

c lagd Is preparing Othello for the appearance of Roderlgo 
with Brabantic which he does by representing that Roderlgo 
has communicated to him his intention to apprise Deade- 
mona's father of her flight, and that be resented his ex- 
pressions towards Othello. 



I did full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, sir, 
Are you fast married ? Be assured of this,* 
That the magnifico is much belov'd. 
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential. 
As double as the duke's :^ he will divorce you ; 
Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with all his might to enforce it on) 
Will give him cable. 

0th. Let him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory. 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to 

know, 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an ho- 
nour 
I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ;• and my demerits 
May speak, unbonneted,** to as proad a fortune 
As this that I have reached : For know, Iago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused* free condition 
Pat into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth:' But, look! what lights 
come yond P 

Enter Cassio, at a distance, and certain Officers 
with torches. 
Iago. Those are the raised father and his 
friends : 
You were best go in. 

0th. Not I : I must be found; 



' The quarto reads— /or be sure <tf this. 

b Ai double a* the duke's. Most of the editors fire this a 
literal construction, supposing that Shakspere adopted the 
popular though incorrect notion, that the doge had two 
voices in the senate. Capell calls a* double a Greecism, sig* 
nifying ai large, as extensive. It is clear that Shakspere did 
not take the phrase in a literal sense ; for, if he had supposed 
that the duke had a double voice as duke, he would not have 
assigned the same privilege to the senator Brabantio. 

c Siege. The quarto reads height. A iiege royal was a 
throne, an elevated seat. We have in Spenser,— 

" A stately eiege of sovereign majesty." 

d Unbonneted. Theobald says, to speak nnbonneted ia 
to speak with the cap off, which is directly opposed to the 
poors meaning. Mr. Fuseli suggested an ingenious explana- 
tion, that as at Venice the cap or bonnet constituted an 
important distinction, so the demerits of Othello m'ght speak 
for themselves without any extrinsic honours. Dewtmtt is 
used in the sense of merits ; mereo and demereo being sjmony- 
mous in Latin. We have the same words in Coriolanus :— 

*' Opinion, that so sticks on Martins, may 
Of his demerits rob Comlnius." 

• Johnson explains unhoused— tree Arom domestic cares. 
Whalley says that Othello, talking as a soldier, means that 
he has no settled habitation. Mr. Hunter (Disquisition on 
the Tempest) points out that Shakspere "Italianates" in the 
use of the word unhoused, which, he adds, ** to an English ear 
suggests nothing that aman would not willingly resign ; but 
it would be different with an Italian." It appears to us that 
Othello had expressed no satisfaction at having hesn house- 
less, but that he simply uses unhoused for u$unarried. The 
husband is the head or band of the Aohm— the unmarried ia 
the unhouse-banded'-iUe u$thoused. 

f So in Henry V., Act f ., Scene ii., 

** As rich with pmlsa 
As is the oose and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck and sumless tieaturles.*' 
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My pails, my title, and my perfect soul. 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they P 

lago. By Janus, I think no. 

OM. The servants of the duke ; and my lieu- 
tenant. 
The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news P 

Cob, The duke does greet you, general ; 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appear- 
ance. 
Even on the instant. 

Otk, What is the matter, think you ? 

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine : 
It is a business of some heat The galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers 
This very night, at one another's heels ; 
And many of the consuls,* rais'd and met, 
Are at the duke's already : You have been hotly 

call'dfor; 
When, bemg not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate hath sent about three several quests. 
To search you out. 

0th. 'T is well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house. 
And go with you. {"Exit. 

Ca9, Ancient, what makes he here P 

lago, 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land 
carack;^ 
If it prove lawful prize he 's made for ever. 

Cm. I do not understand. 

lago. He 's married. 

Cos, To who P 

Re-enter Othello. 

logo, Mbxtj, to— Come, captain, will you go ? 
0th. Have with you. 

Cos. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

Enter Beabantio, Rodemgo, and Officers tcith 
torches. 

Togo. It is Brabantio : — general, be advb'd; 
He comes to bad intent. 

0th. Hola! stand there! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, thief! 

\_Theg draw on both sides, 
lago. YoUjKoderigo! Come, sir, I am for you. 
0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the 
dew will rust them. 
Good signior, you shall more command with 

years 
Than with your weapons. 



« Contult. In the flnt scene we bare " the tongued con- 
•als ; " doubtless the senators are meant in both passages. 
l> Caraek. A vessel of heavy burden. 
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Bra. thou foul thief, where hast thou 
stow'd my daughter P 
Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 
For I 'n refer me to all things of sense, 
(If she in chains of magic were not bound,*) 
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy. 
So opposite to marriage, that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled dearHng^ of our nation. 
Would ever have, to incur a general mock. 
Run ^m her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou, — to fear,^ not to dehgfat. 
Judge me the world, if 't is not gross in sense. 
That thou hast practis'd on her with foul charms ; 
Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or 

minerals. 
That weaken motion:* — ^I'U have it disputed 

on; 
'T is probable, and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant : 
Lay hold upon him ; if he do resist. 
Subdue him at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. — Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge P 

Bra. To prison : till fit time 

Of law, and course of direct session. 
Call thee to answer. 

0th. What if I do obey P 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied ; 
Whose messengers are here about my side, 
Upon some present business of the state. 
To bring me to him P 

Of. 'T is true, most worthy signior. 

The duke 's in council ; and your noble self, 
I am sure is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in council P 

In this time of the night P — Bring him away : 
Mine 's not an idle cause : the duke himself. 
Or any of my brothers of the state. 
Cannot but feel this wrong as *t were their own : 
For if such actions may have passage free. 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. 

[ExeuHi. 



a This line is wanting in the quarto. 

b Dear ling. So in the folio, using the old Saxon word dtar- 
ling in a plural sense. The quarto has darlings. 

c To fear. Brabantio calls Othello, a thing to taniiy, not 
to delight 

d So the folio. The passage in which the word weaken 
occurs, beginnintr at ** Judge me the world," and ending at 
" palpable to thinking," is not found in the quarto. The 
commentators, therefor^, change weaken to waken^ which 
they elucidate by three pages of notes, which are neither sa- 
tisfactory in a critical point of view, nor editying in a moral 
one. 
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SCENE m.— 5%<f tame. A Council Chamber, 

The Dtjke, and Senators, siUing ; Officers 
attending, 

Duke. There is no composition in these news, 
That giyes them credit. 

1 Sen, Lideed, they are disproportion^ ; 
Hy letters say, a hundred and seven galleys. 

Duke, And mine, a hundred forty. 

2 Sen, And mine, two hundred : 
But though they jump not on a just account, 
(As in these cases where the aim reports,* 

^ is oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fiee^ and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke, Nay, it is possible enough to judg- 
ment: 
I do not so secure me in the error. 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 
Sailar, [mthin,'] What hoa! what hoa! 
what hoa ! 

Enter Sailor. 

i Of, A messenger from the galleys. 
Duke, Now P the business P 

Sail, The Turkish preparation makes for 
Rhodes;* 
So was I bid report here to the state. 
By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change P 
1 Sen. This cannot be. 

By no assay of reason ; 't is a pageant. 
To keep us in false gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 
And let ourselves again but understand 
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Biiodes, 
So may he with more facile question bear it. 
For that it stands not in such warlike brace. 
But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Bhodes is dress'd in : if we make thought 

of this. 
We must not think the Turk is so unskilful. 
To leave that latest which concerns him first. 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain. 
To wake and wage a danger profitless.** 
Duke, Nay, in all confidence, he's not for 

Bhodes. 
Of, Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mesi, The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 

*■ The aim reports. Aim Is used in the sense of conjecture, 
M in the Two Gentlemen of Verona : — 

** Bat fearing lest m^ jealons aim might err." 

b The preeedinf seren lines are only found in the folio. 



Steering with due course toward the isle of 

Bhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 
1 Sen, Ay, so I thought : — How many, as 

you guess ? 
Mess. Of thirty sail : and now they do re-stem 
Their backward course, bearing with &ank ap- 
pearance 
Their purposes towards Cyprus. Signior Hon- 

tano. 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor. 
With his free duty, recommends you thus. 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duke. 'Tis certain then for Cyprus. 
Marcus Luccicos,^ is not he in town ? 
1 Sen, He 's now in Florence. 
Duke, Write from us to him, post — post-haste, 

despatch.^ 
1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant 
Moor. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Llgo, Rodewgo, 
and Officers. 
Duke, Valiant Othello, we must straight em- 
ploy you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 
I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior : 

[To B&ABANTIO. 

We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night 
Era. So did I yours : good your grace, par- 
don me ; 
Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the 

general care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and everbearing nature. 
That it CDglttts and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itself. 
Duke, Why, what 's the matter P 

Era. My daughter ! 0, my daughter ! 
Sen, * Dead ? 

Era, Ay, to me ; 

She is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err. 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,** 
Sans witchcraft could not — 



» Marcus Luceicos. Both the folio and the qnarto give this 
proper name thus. Capell changed it to Marcus Lucchesit 
saying that such a termination as Luceicos is unknown in the 
Italian. But who is the duke inquiring after? Most pro- 
bably a Greek soldier of Cyprus— an Estradiot— one who 
from his local knowledge was enabled to give him informa- 
tion. Is it necessary that the Greek should bear an Italian 
name? And does not the termination in cos better convey 
the notion which we believe the poet to have had f 

b This is ordinarily printed after the quarto^ 

" Write ft-om us ; wish him post-post-haste ; despatdi." 

c This line is wanting in the quarto. 
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Duke. Whoe'er he be. that in this foul pro- 
ceeding 
Hath thns beguil'd jonr daughter of herself. 
And jou of her, the bloody book of law 
Ton shall yourself read in the bitter letter/ 
After jonr own sense ; jea^ though our proper son 
Stood m your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems. 
Tour special mandate, for tlie state affidrs. 
Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very sorry for 't. 

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say 
to this P \To Othello. 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

Olh. Most potent, grave, and reyerend 
signiors. 
My very noble and approy'd good masters, — 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter. 
It is most true ; true, I have married her; 
The yery head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my 

speech. 
And little bless'd with the soft* phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years* 

pith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted,^ they have us'd 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause. 
In speaking for myself : Yet, by your gracious 

patience, 
I will a round unyamish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love : what drugs, what 

charms. 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
(For such proceeding I am charg'd withal,) 
I won his daughter.* 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush'd at herself : and she, in spite of nature. 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing. 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ? 
It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect, 
That will confess, perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 
Why this should be, I therefore vouch again. 



« Soft. The quarto $et. We haTtt a limilar uie of the 
word $oft in Coriolanus '.-^ 

" Say to them, 
Thou art their toldier^ and. being bred in broils, 
Hast not the Moft way, which thou dost confess 
Were flt for thee to use." 
b He had been unemployed during nine months. 
• See note in Cymbeline, Act ▼., Sc. v. 
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Tliat with some mixtures powerful o'er tbe 

blood. 
Or with some dram conjur'd to this effect. 
He wrought upon her. 

Duke. To vouch this is no proof; 

Without more wider* and more overt test. 
Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming, do prefer against him. 

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak : 
Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison tiiis young maid's affecticms P 
Or came it by request^ and such fur questioii 
As soul to soul affordeth ? 

Oih. I do beseech you. 

Send for the lady to the Sagittaiy, 
And let her speak of me before her father : 
If you do find me foul in her report. 
The trust, the office, I do hold of you,^ 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

0th. Ancient, conduct them : you best know 
the place. 

[Exeunt Iago and Attendants. 
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood,* 
So justly to your grave ears I 'U present 
How I did thrive in this fEor lady's love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

0th, Her father lov*d me ; oft invited me ; 
Still question'd me the story of my life. 
Prom year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortune,* 
That 1 have pass'd. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days. 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances ; 
Of moving accidents by flood and field; 
Of hair-breadth 'scapes 1' the imminent deadly 

breach; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe 
And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence^ 
And portance. In my traveller's history,* 



a Wider. The quarto certain. 

b This line is wanting in the quarto. 

c This linn is also wanting in the quarto. 

d The reading of the folio U^boUle. eiegee, foriitne. 

• Traveller's kirtory. Othello modestly, and somewhat 
Jocosely, calls his wonderful relations, a traveller's kittorjt— 
a term by which the manrellous stories of the Lithgowa and 
CoryaU were wont to be designated i& Shakspere's day. 
This is enfeebled by the quarto into iraveTs hittwry. We 
have ventured to change the punctuation of the text, for the 
ordinary reading is certainly unintelligible We suhjoin 
that reading as it is found in the current editions :— 

*' Of my redemption thence. 
And portance In my travel's history : 
Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle, 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven, 
It was my hint to spesJc, such was the proeess." 
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(WheFein of antres vast, and deserts idle,* 
Bough qoarries, rocks, and hills whose heads 

touch heaven. 
It was my hint to speak,) such was my process ; — 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow^ beneath their shoulders.' These things 

to hear 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house affairs woidd draw her thence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 
She 'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : Which I observing. 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels she had somethii^ heard. 
But not intentively : ^ I did consent ; 
And often did beguile her of her tears. 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth suffer*d. My story being done. 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs :^ 
She swore,'— Infaith,'twa8strange,Hwas passing 

strange; 
.'T was pitiful, 't was wondrous pitiful : 
She wish'd she had not heard it; yet she 

wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man:' she 

thank'd me ; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lo?*d 

her^ 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I 

spake : 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass'd; 
And I lov'd her that she did pity them. 



^Idle. sterile, barren. Pope read* viW, which he found 
In the second folio ; and Oiffbrd somewhat peevishly defends 
that reading, in a noteon Ben Jonson*s * Sejanus.' 

b Do grow, as in the quarto. The folio, grew, 

• Intentivelg. So the quarto; the folio reads imtincUvely 
—a decided typographical error. This, and a few other 

.errors of the same sort which are corrected by reference to 
the text of the quarto, prove that the folio was printed from 
a manuscript copy : and printed most probably before the 
publication of the quarto: for had it been consulted these 
mistakes wovdd not have occurred, 
d 8b in the quarto; the folio, kii9e». 

• Sht swore. Steevens has a most extraordinary note 
upon this expression. He discovered in Whitaker's * Viodi- 
eation of Mary Queen of Scotts,' that tu aver upon 
faith and honour was called swearing. He bad pre- 
viously considered that Desdemooa had come out with a 
good round oath— a bold and masculine oath, as he calls 
It— and, having this impression, he bad often condemned 
the passage ** as one among many proofs of Shakspere's 
InabUUy to exhibit the deUcate graces of female conversa- 
lion!" 

• Tieek says that Eschenburg has fallen into the mistake 
of translating this passage as if Desdemona had wished that 
heaven had made such a man for her, instead of wishing 
that heaven had created her as brave as the hero to whose 
stsry she had given *'a world of sighs.** We are not sure 
that Eschenburg is wrong. 



This only is the witchcraft I have us'd ; 
Here comes thclady, let her witness it. 

3iier Desdemona, Iaoo, and Attendants. 

Duke, I think this tale would win my daugh- 
ter too. 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 
Men do their broken weapons rather use. 
Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak ; 

If she confess that she was half the wooer. 
Destruction on my head if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mis- 
tress; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most you owe obedience P 

Des. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 
To you, I am bound for life and education; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty ; — 
I am hitherto your daughter : But here *s mj 

husband ; 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father. 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra, Grod be with you ! — ^I have done : — 
Please it your grace, on to the state affairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a child than get it. 
Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which, but thou hast akeady, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. — ^For your sake, jewel, 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny. 
To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke, Let me speak like yourself; and lay a 
sentence. 
Which, as a grise, or step, may help these 

lovers.* 
When remedies are past, the griefs are ended. 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes de- 
pended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserved when fortime takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that smiles steals something from 

the thief; 
He robs himself that spends a bootless grief! 

Bra, So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 
We lose it not so long as we can smile. 

* The quarto adds, into potur favour. 
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He bears the sentence well that nothing bears 
But the free oomfort which from thence he 

hears: 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall. 
Being strong on both sides, are equiyocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the 

ear.* 
I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of 
state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty pre- 
paration makes for Cyprus : — Othello, the forti- 
tude of the place is best known to you: And 
though we have there a substitute of most 
allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a more sove- 
reign mistress of effects, throws a more safer 
voice on you : you must therefore be content to 
slubber the gloss of your new fortunes with 
this more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

Oih, The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize ^ 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 
Due reference of place, and exhibition ; 
With such acccfaimodation, and besort. 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why ; at her father's. 

Bra. I will not have it so. 

0th. ^ NorL 

Dee. Nor I. I would not there reside,^ 
To put my father in impatient thoughts. 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke. 
To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear ; •* 
And let me find a charter in your voice 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duke. What woidd you, Desdemona? 

Dee. That I love the Moor to live with 
him,* 



• Pierced. Staevens, accepting this literally, aajra ** the 
consequence of a hmi$e is sometimes natter collected, and 
this can no ways be cured without piercing-AeiWn% it out." 
Warburton proposed to read pieced. Spenser has,— 

" Her words .... 
Which passing through the ears would pierce the heart.'* 
(Spenser— fa jr^ Queen, Book iv. C. 8.) 

Pierced is not here used by Spenser in the sense of trotmif^ 
—but simply penetrated, which is probably the meaning of 
the text, 
b Agnize. Confe<s, aclcnowl^dg?. 

• 8a the quarto. Tim folio, *' Nor would I there reside." 
e Tour proeperoue ear. The quarto reads, a gracious ear. 

• The quarto reads, That I did love the Moor. But her 
love remains, and the word did, though it assists the rhythm, 
enfeebles the sense. 
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My downright violence and stormP of fortunes 

May trumpet to the world : my heart *a subdu4:d 

Even to the very quality of my lord: 

I saw Othello's visage in his mind ; 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 

Did I my soxd and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 

The rights for why I love him are b^:^ me. 

And 1 a heavy interim shall support 

By his dear absence : Let me go with him. 

Oik, Let her have your voice. 
Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not,^ 
To please the palate of my appetite ; 
Nor to comply with heat (the young affects 
Li me defunct and proper satisfaction;)* 
But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 
And heaven defend your good souls, that yoa 

think 
I will your serious and great business scant. 
When she is with me : No, when light-wing'd 

toys 
Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dulness 
My speculative and ofiBc'd instrument, <* 
That my disports corrupt and taint my business. 
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm. 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make head against my estimation. 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine. 
Either for her stay or going: the affair ones 

haste. 
And speed must answer it. 

• storm In the folio ; scorn in die quarto, which Mr. Dye* 
thinks riglit. 
b So the folio. The quarto reads, — 

*' Your voices, lords, beseech you let her will 
UaTe a free way, I therefore beg it not," Ice. 
The modem editions give us a made-up text of the folio 
and the quarto, altogether one of the worst modes of emenda- 
Uon. 

This passage, Steevens saya, will prove a lasting 
source of doubt and controversy. In the original it stAnda 
thus:— 

*' Nor to comply with heats the young afleola 
In ffif defunct and proper satiafactton." 

Upton suggested the change of My to me, and the paren- 
thetical punctuation, 
d The rea4ing of the quarto is— 

*' No, when light-wing'd tovs, 
And feather'd Cupid /Mis with wanton duluMa, 
My apeculaiive and active ineirmmente.** 
The modem editors have made up a text betw e en the quarto 
and the folio. They reject the foils of the quarto, and adopt 
the seel of the folio ; while they substitute the actipe of the 
quarto for the ojl&d of the folio. Having accomplished thia 
hocus pocus, they tell ur that speculative instmmenta are 
the eyes, and active instruments the hands and feet; that to 
seel is to close the eyelids of abird, which applies very probably 
to the speculative instruments, but that foils better suiu the 
active. It is their own work that they are quarrelling with, 
and not that of the author. Either reading Is good, if they 
had let it alone. The speculative and active imstnswusUSt 
which are foiled, are the thoughts and the senses ; the 
speculative and qjfic'd instrument, which is seeled, is the 
whole man in mediution and in action. When the poet 
adopted the more expressive word eeel, ha did not leaw 
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1 Sen. You must awaj to-niglit. 

OIL With all my heart.* 

Duie. At nine i' the morniug here we'll meet 
again. 
Othello, leare some officer behind. 
And he idiall our commission bring to you ; 
And such things else of quality and respect 
As doth import you. 

OiA. So please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty and trust : 
To his conveyance I assign my wife. 
With what else needful your good grace shall 

think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke. Let it be so. 

Good night to every one. — ^And, noble signior, 

[To Bbabaktio. 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack. 
Your son-in-law is far more fair than blacL 

1 Sen, Adieu, brave Moor ! use Desdemona 
welL 

Bra, Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eyes 
tosee;*» 
She has deceived her father, and may thee. 

lExeuHi Duke, Senators, Officers, ^e, 

0th. My life upon her faith ! Honest lago. 
My Desdemona must I leavp to thee ; 
I prithee let thy wife attend on her ; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. 
Come, Desdemona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of worldly matter and direction. 
To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[ExernU Othello and Desdemona. 

Rod, lago. 

Jago, What say'st thou, noble heart ? 

Bod, What wiU I do, think'st thou P 

logo. Why, go to bed and sleep. 

Bod, I will incontinently drown myself. 

logo. 11 thou dost I shall never love thee 
after. Why, thou siUy gentleman ! 

Bod, It is silliness to live when to live is 
torment: and then have we a prescription to 
die when death is our physician. 

lago. villainous ! I have looked upon the 
world for four times seven years; aiid since I 
could distinguish betwixt a benefit and an in- 



the Qgly anomaly which the commentaton have made. 
He took the whole man at an instrument, spiritual and 
materia], and metaphorically seeled the perceptions of 
that instrument. 

* The reading of the quarto, which the variorum editors 
did not hesitate to follow, is,— 

** And speed must answer it ; you must hence to-night. 

Dei. To-nighty my lord f 

Duke. This night. 

Oik. With all my heart." 

It appears to us that the careful rejection of the speech of 
Desdemona was a great improvement in the folio. 

k The quarto reads — have a quick eye to tee. 



jury, I never found man that knew how to love 
himself. Ere I would say I would drown my- 
self for the love of a Guinea-hen, I would 
change my humanity with a baboon. 

Bod. What should I do ? I confess it is my 
shame to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue 
to amend it. 

lago. "Virtue P a fig 1 *tis in ourselves that we 
are thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; 
to the which our wills are gardeners : so that if 
we wiU plant nettles, or sow lettuce ; set hyssop, 
and weed up thyme ; supply it with one gender 
of herbs, or distract it with many ; either to 
have it steril with idleness, or manured with 
industry ; why, the power and corrigible autho* 
rity of this lies in our wills. If the balance of 
our lives had not one scale of reason to poise 
another of sensuality, the blood and baseness of 
our natures would conduct us to most preposterous 
conclusions : But we have reason to cool our 
raging motions, our carnal stings, our uubitted 
lusts ; whereof I take this, that you call love, to 
be a sect* or scion. 

Bod, It cannot be. 

Bigo, It is merely a lust of the blood, and 
a permission of the will. Come, be a man: 
Drown thyself ? drown cats and blind puppies. 
I have professed me thy friend, and I confess 
me knit to thy deserving with cables of per- 
durable toughness. I could never better stead 
thee than now. Put money in thy purse ; fol- 
low thou the wars ; defeat thy favour^ with an 
usurped beard; I say, put money in thy purse. 
It cannot be long that Desdemona should con- 
tinue her love to the Moor, —put money in thy 
purse; — ^nor he his to her; it was a violent 
commencement .in her, and thou shalt see au 
answerable sequestration ;— put but money in 
thy purse. — ^These Moors are changeable in 
their wills; — fill thy purse with money: the 
food that to him now is as luscious as locusts, 
shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. 
She must change for youth : when she is sated 
with his body she will find the errors of her 
choice. Therefore put money in thy purse. — ^If 
thou wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more 
delicate way than drowning. Make all the 
money thou canst : If sanctimony and a frail 
vow, betwixt an erring® barbarian and super- 
subtle Yenetian, be not too hard for my wits 
and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her ; 
therefore make money. A pox of drowning 



* A ted. What we now caU in horticulture n cutting. 
^ Defeat My /aoo«r— change thy countenance, 
c Erring— naed in the same tense as emtra^agamt, in a 
previous scene. 
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thyself! it is clean oat of the way: seek thou 
rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy, than 
to be drowned and go without her. 

Bod, Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I de- 
pend on the issue P 

loffo. Thou art sure of me ;— (jo, make 
money : I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee 
again and again, I hate the Moor : My cause is 
hearted ; thine hath no less reason : Let us be 
conjunctive in our rcTcnge against him : if thou 
canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, 
me a sport. There are many events in the 
womb of time which will be delivered. IVa- 
verse; go; provide thy money. We will have 
more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 

Bod. Where shall we meet i' the morning P 

la^o. At my lodging. 

Bod. I '11 be with thee betimes. 

laffo. Go to ; farewell Do you hear, Bode- 
rigoP 

[Bod. What say you P 

Iffffo, No more of drowning, do you hear.] 

Bod. [I am changed.] I'll sell all my land. 

laffo. [Go to; farewell! put money enough 
in your purse.] * [EMi Kodehigo. 

a The piissaget in brackets are not in the folio. 



Thus do I ever make my fod my purse : 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge should pro- 
fane. 
If I would time expend with such a snipe. 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 
He has done my office: I know not if't be 

true; 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind. 
Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well ; 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio 's a proper man : Let me see now ; 
To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 
In double knavery, — ^How P how P — ^Let's see :— 
After some time, to abuse Othello's ear 
That he is too familiar with his wife : 
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 
To be suspected; firam'd to make women £dse. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature. 
That thinks men honest that but seem to 

be so; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose. 
As asses are. 

I have 't ; — ^it is engendered : — ^Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrou<9 birth to the world's 
%ht. [gri/. 



[Arsenal at Venice.] 
• Lead to the SagUtary the raUed eearch. 
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> ScENB I,-^" The thich4ips.** 

This passage has been reoeived as indicating the 
intention of Shakspere to make Othello a Negro. 
It is very probable that the popular notion of a 
Moor was somewhat confused in Shakspere's time, 
and that the descendants of the proud Arabs who 
had borne sovereign sway in Europe (** men of 
royal siege "), and, what is more, had filled an age 
of comparative darkness with the light of their 
poetry and their science, were confounded with 
the uncivilised Afi-iean — ^the despised slave. We do 
not thinkt however, that Shakspere had any other 
intention than to paint Othello as one of the most 
noble and accomplished of the proud children of 
the Ommiadet and the Abbatides, The expression, 
"ihichUpM" from the mouth of Roderigo, can only 
be received dramatically, as a nick-name given to 
Othello by the folly and ill-nature of this coxcomb. 
Whatever may have been the practice of the stage 
even in Shakspere's time — and it is by no meaus 
improbable that Othello was represented as a Ne- 
gro — the whole context of the play is against the 
notion. Coleridge has very acutely remarked, 
with reference to the present practice of making 
him a black-a-moor — "Even if we supposed this 
an uninterrupted tradition of the theatre, and that 
Shakspere himself, from want of scenes, and the 
experience that nothing could be made too marked 
for the senses of his audience, had practically sanc- 
tioned it, would this prove aught concerning his 
own intention as a poet for all ages?"* Rymer, in 
his most amusingly-absurd attack upon this tragedy, 
seems to confound the notion of Moor and Negro, 
without any reference to the stage. " The char 
racter of .that state (Venice) is to employ strangers 
in their wars ; but shall a poet thence fancy that 

• Literary Remains. Vol. ii. p. 257. 
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they will set a Negro to be their general, or tn at 
a Moor to defend them against the Turk ? With 
us a black-a-moor might rise to be a trumpeter ; 
but Shakspere would not have him less than a 
lieutenantr^eneral. With us a Moor might marry 
some little drab, or small-coal wench : Shakspere 
would provide him the daughter and heir of some 
great lord, or privy councillor ; and all the town 
should reckon it a very suitable match. Yet the 
English are not bred up with that hatred and 
aversion to the Moors as are the Venetians, who 
suffer by a perpetual hostility from them. LiUora 
littoribus contraria. Nothing is more odious in 
nature than an improbable lie; and certainly, 
never was any play fraught, like this of Othello, 
with improbabilities." * Rymer's accuracy is not 
more to be depended on than his taste. In a sub- 
sequent page he says, "This senator's daughter 
ruus away to a carrier's inn, the Sagittary, with a 
black-a-moor." Shakspere's local knowledge was 
more to be depended upon than the guessing 
learning of the editor of the Fcedera. The 
Sagittary was not an inn (see note on that passage).* 
nor were the Venetians in perpetual hostility with 
the Moors. Upon this subject we are favoured 
with the following observations from the friend 
who contributed some local illustrations to The 
Merchant of Venice. 

Every shade of complexion is even now familiar 
to Venetians, and was yet more so in former days. 
Groups of Greeks, Africans, and natives of both 
Indies, may be daily seen in the great squares of 
Venice, conversing in the arcades, or gathered 
about the caf^s. In the ages of her splendour, 
Venice was thronged with foreigners from every 
climate of the earth ; and nowhere else, perhaps, 

• Short View of Tragedy. 1693, p. 91. 
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lias prejudice of colour been bo feeble. A more im- 
portaut fact, as regards Desdemona's attachmeut, 
is tbat it was the policy of tbe Republic to employ 
foreign mercenaries, and especially in offices of 
command/ for the obvious purpose of lessening to 
tbe utmost tbe danger of cabal and intrigue at 
home. The families of senators, or other chief 
citizens, were in the habit of seeing, in their dark- 
complexioned guests, those only who were distin- 
guished by ability, and by the official rank thereby 
gained : — picked men, whoso hue might be forgotten 
in their accomplishments. 

* Scene I.—** To start my jutW 

The singular quiet of residences on the canals of 
Venice seems to have been, at all times, a temp- 
tation to "start" it by practical jokes. The houses 
may be approached and quitted so stealthily as to 
render it extremely easy to cause an alarm. We 
have seen great confusion occasioned by a single 
wag, who, late in the evening, kept uf) a succession 
of thundering knocks at the great palace-doors on 
either side of the Grand Canal, approaching each 
by swimming, and diving the moment the trick 
was played. The starting the quiet of elderly 
citizens was an easy revenge for the disappointed 
lovers of their daughters, and an infliction with 
which old Brabantio seems to have been well 
acquainted. (M.) 

* ScENK I. — " TiansporUd with no worse, 
a gondolier'* 

The word " knave," with its answering terms in 
foreign languages, seems to be the most approved 
description of an aucient and modem gondolier. 
The reply in Venice to our question, whether gon- 
doliers really were usually knaves, wa% **0 1 oui. — 
uaturellement." Tbe expbmation of ** naturelle- 
ment'* is, that the gondoliers are tbe ouly conveyers 
of persons, and of a lurge proportion of property, 
in Venice ; that they are thus cognizant of all 
intrigues, and the fittest Agents in them, and are 
under perpetual and strong temptation to make 
profit of the secrets of society. Brabantio might 
well be in horror at his daughter having, in " the 
dull watch o' the night," *' no worse nor better 
guard." (M.) 

* ScENR IIL — " The TurMi preparation makes 
for Rhodes." 

Reed, in his edition of Shakspere has the follow- 
ing observation : — " We learn from the play that 
there was a junction of the Turkish fleet at Rhodes, 
in order for the invasion of Cyprus ; that it flr&t 
came sailing towards Cyprus, then went to Rhodes, 
there met another souadron, and then resumed its 
way to Cyprus. These are real historical facts 
which happened when Mustapha, S^ymus's general, 
attacked Cyprus in May, 1570." 



* Scene III.— t'the hl'»ody book of law 

You shall yourself read in tJie hitU)^ letter" 

We now know for a certainty, through the re- 
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searches of Mr. Collier, that Othello was performed 
in 1602 ; and yet it would seem that this passage 
hss a direct allusion to a statute of the first James. 
When Othello says, — 

*' I will a round unvamish'd Ule deliver 
Of ray whole course of love; what dmgi, what c*4pih< 
WliAt eonjuralioH, and what mighty magic, 
(For tuch proceeding' 1 am charg'd withal.^ 
I won his daughter," 

he almost uses the very words of the statute, which 
enacts. That if any person or persons should take 
upo 1 him or them, bv witchcraft, tncAaiUmen/, 
cf'ormf or sorcsrp — to wie intent to provoke any 
person to anlawful love, and being thereof lawfully 
convicted, he or ihsy should, for the first offence, 
Bufler impritfonmant, &c Might not this passage 
have been added to the original copy of the tragedy I 
This particular superstition was, however, much 
earlier than the period of our witch-hunting 
James.' We find a curious story of this nature iu 
Skelton, about the enchantment of Charlemagne, 
which he nays he had from 

" Fraunces Petrarke, 
That much noble cU'rke.** 



* Scene III.—" The Anthropophagi, and men whose 

heads 

Do grow beneath their shoulders * 

In the third act of the Tempest^ Qonxalo 
says,-- 

" When we were boys, 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lappM like bulls, whose throats hail hanging at them 
Wallets of fleihr or that there were such men, 
Whose heads stood In their breasts f which now we Had, 
Each putter-out of one for five will bring ju 
Good warrant of.** 

A few lines 1>efore, Antonio, half sneeringly, re- 
marks, — 

•• Travellers ne*er did lie, 

Though fools at home condemn them.** 

The putter out of one for fire was the trayelliitg 
adventurer, who efl^'cted an insm'auce on his own 
risk— the very opposite of the principle of life- 
insurances. He was to be the gainer if he survived 
the dangers of his expedition. (See Illustrations 
of The Two Gentlemen of Verona, Act L Sc. in.) 
Mr. Hunter considers that the satire of The 
Tempest is most distinctly pointed at Raleigh's 
marvellous tales in his voyage to Quiana, in 1595. 
The passage in Raleigh is certainly a singular 
proof of his credulity, for he only affirms his owu 
belief upon the report of others. "Next unto 
the Arvi " (a river, which he says falls into the 
Orenoque, or Oronoko), "are two rivers, Atoioa 
and Caova; and on that branch which is called 
Caova are a nation of people whose heads appear 
not above their shoulders ; which, though it may 
be thought a mere fable, yet for mine oum part I 
am resolted it is true, because every child e iu the 
province of Arromaia and Canuri affirme the sauie. 
They are called Ewaipanoma ; they are reported 
to have their eyes in their shoulders, and their 
mouthes in the middle of their breasts, and that 
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a long traine of haire groweth backward betweeue 
their shoulders."* Hondius, the Dutch geographer, 
published in 1 599 a Latin translation of the more 
remarkable passages of Raleigh's tract, with plates 
of Anthropophagi, Amazons, and headless men. 
We give a copy of one of these, omittting the 
Amazon. But these tales are as old as Pliny, and 
of his account of the headless men there is an 
almost literal translation in Sir John Maundevile's 
' Travels. ' '* And in another yle, toward the southe, 
duellen folk of foule stature, and of cursed kynde, 
that han no hedea, and here eyen bin iu here 
Bcholdres." Mr. Hunter is so sure that the 
passage in The Tempest is meant to be an attack 
upon Raleigh, that he proposes it as one of his 
special proofs that the play was written as early 
as 1596. But we may ask how we are to account 
for the difference of tone in Othello! In the 
passage before us there is no ridicule— nothing 
in the slightest degree approachmg to a sarcasm. 

* Rjdeigh's 'Narrative,' printed in Hackluyt's 'Voyages,' 
1600. 



Othello, perfectly simple and veracious, though 
enthusiastic, and it may be credulous, spe^S^s 
precisely in the same spirit of his outi 



and of 



" Most disastrous chances ; 

Of moving accidents hj flood and field ;*' 

' The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders." 



In a passage which has always been misprinted 
"my traveVa histoi'y" he certainly mentions his 
adventures as "my traveller's history" which we 
accept as a playful allusion to the somewhat 
licensed relations of travellers' marvels, and he 
may have had Raleigh in his mind. But there is 
nothing ill-natured in this ; — nothing, as Mr. 
Hunter contends for the passage in The Tempest, 
" to show Shakspeare bearing aiy effective testi- 
mony against public and mischievous delusions." 
Raleigh himself would certainly not have taken 
it as % rebuke that the valiant and high-minded 
Othello should be made to speak after his example. 



:.^^i^j?^^^'' 



[" The Anthropophagi, and men wAose heads 
Do gro^ beneath their shoulders."] 
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SCENE I.— ^ Sea-fori Town in Cyprus} 
Enter Montano and Two Gentlemen. 

- l£on. Wliat from the cape can you discern at 

seaP 
1 Oeni, Nothing at all : it is a high- wrought 

flood ; 
I cannot, Hwixt the heaven* and the main. 
Descry a sail. 
Mon. Methinks, the wind hath spoke aloud 

at land ; 
A fuller blast ne*er shook our battlements : 
If it hath mffian'd so upon the sea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise ?^ what shall we hear of 

thisP 



i^ Heaten. The quarto reads havenj which Malone adopts, 
becnuse he objects to "hyperbolical lan^age in the irouth 
of a gentleman, answering a serious question.*' It Is well 
when some reason is given for spoiling poetry. When Shak- 
spere wrote this passage, and when he made the Clown in 
The Winter's Tale say, " Between the sea and the firma- 
ment, you cannot thrust a bodkin's point," the poetry or the 
image was equally preserved, though the expression was 
modified by the characters of the speakers. 

b Mortise. The hole ofonepieceoftimberfitted to receive 
the tenon of another. 
276 



2 Oeni, A segr^tion of the Turkish fleet: 
For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 
The chidden* billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 
The wind-shak*d surge, with high and mon- 
strous mane,^ 

a Ckidden. The quarto ekidinp, which the varionam 
editors adopted without noticing chidden. How weak la 
the chiding bUlow citing the doudi 1 bat the biilosir dUdd^m 
by the blast ia full of beauty. 

b Mane. In the folio thli word It spelt nwlne: in the 
quarto mayne. In each the spelling of ntain in the third line 
of this scene is the same. But we have rentured to reject 
this consistency of orthography, and for the first time to 
print the word mane. For what is *' high and monitrooa 
nuUnr* We use the word main elliptically, for the main sea, 
the great sea, as Shakspere uses it in the passage ** 'twixt 
the heaven and the midn." The main la the oeecm. Substi- 
tute that word, and*what can we make of the passage before 
us r— "The wind-shak'd surge, with high and monstrous 
ocMfi." But adopt the word mane, and it appears to us that 
we have as fine an image as any in Shakspere. It is more 
striking even than the passage in Henry I v. — 

" In the visitation of the winds, 
Who take the ruflSan billows by the top, 
Curling their monstrous heads." 

In the high and monttroua mane we have a picture which iraa 
probably suggested by the noble passage in Job : '* Haat tbou 
given the horse strength f Hast thou clothed his neck with 
thunder?" One of the biUieal commentators upon this 
passage remarks that Homer and Virgil mention the mane 
of the horse: but that the sacred author, by the bold figure 
of thunder, expresses the ehaking of the mane, and the/oJtes 
of hair which suggest the idea of lightning. The horse of 
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Seems to cast water on the burning bear, 
And qnench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 
1 never did like molestation view 
On th' enchafed flood. 

Hon, If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not enshelter'd and embaj'd, they are 

drown'd^ 
It is impossible to bear it out. 

Enter a Third Gentleman. 

3 Oeni, News, lads ! * our wass are done : 
The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks, 
That their designment halts: A noble ship of 

Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wrack ^ and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon, How ! is thb true ? 

3 Geni, The ship is here put in, 

A Veronessa : Michael Cassio," 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on shore : the Moor himself 's at sea, 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

M(m. I am glad on *t ; *t is a worthy governor. 

3 Ge/U. But this same Cassio, — though he 
speak of comfort, 
Touching the Turkish loss, — ^yet he looks sadly, 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With fool and violent tempest. 

Mon, 'Pray heaven he be ; 

For I have serv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let 's to the sea-side,— hoa ! 
As well to see the vessel that 's come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 
Even till we make the main, and the aerial blue. 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Oent. Come, let 'b do so. 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Cassio. 
Ca9, nianks,you the valiantof the warlike isle,** 

Job U the war-horse, •« wlio swaUoweth the ground with 
fierceness and rage; " and when Shakspere pictured to him- 
•elf hU MAIM wildly streaming, " when the quiver rattleth 
acainat him, the glittering spear and the shield," he saw an 
Image of the fury of "the wind-shalc*d surge," and its 
very form; and he painted it "with high and raonsttous 
mane.** Our arguments have preTailed, and recent editors 
have thrown overboard the main of Steevens, Malone, and 
Company, and have quietly adopted our mant, without the 
•lightest acknowledgmenu 

a Lad». The quarto, Iwda. 

b Wraek. Mr. Hunter (• Disquisition on the Tempest') 
has with great propriety suggested the restoration of the 
old word wriMck to Shakspere's text instead of wtteh. He 
observes that we still use the familiar phrase '* wrack and 
ruin;" and he asks, upon the principle of substituting 
weekt what are we to do with this couplet of Lucrece:— 

** O this dread night, would'st thou one hour come back, 
I could prevent this storm, And shun thy wrack f" 

• See note on Act i. So. i. 

« The reading of the quarto is, - 

** Thanks to the valiant of Ibis worthy isle." 



That so approve the Moor ! O, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the elements. 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

Mon, Is he well shipp'd P 
* Cat, His bark is stoutly timberM, and his 

pilot 
Of very expert and approved allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death« 
Stand in bold cure.* 

\Within.'\ A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Enter another Qcntleniau. 

Cos, What noise P 

^ Oent, The town is empty; on the brow o' 
the sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry— a sail 
Ctis. My hopes do shape him for the go- 
vernor. 
2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of 
courtesy: {_Guhs heard. 

Our friends, at least. 

Qu. 1 pray you, sir, go forth. 

And give us truth who 't is that is arrived. 
2 Gent. I shall. [E:cit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general 

wiv*dP 
Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a 
maid 
That paragons description and wild fame ; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 
And in the essential vesture of creation 
Does tire the ingener.^ — How now? who has 
put in P 
Re-enter Second Gentleman. 

2 Gent. 'T is one lago, ancient to the general. 
Cat. He has had most favourable and happy 



Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling 

winds. 
The guttered rocks, and congregated sands. 



• Dr. Johnson proposed to alter this passage, saying that 
h could not understand** how hope can be surfeited to death, 
th t Is, can be increased till it be destroyed." As "hope 
d-iferred maketh the heart sick," so hope upon hope, without 
lealieation, isa surfeit ofhope, and extinguishes hope. Cassio 
liid smne reasonable fkcu to prevent his hope being " sur- 
feited to death." ^ 

b So the folio, or rather ingeniuer. The quarto reads, 
*' Do«M hear all excelUncy." Johnson says that the reading 
of the folio is the best reading, and that which ike author 
tnbttUuted in hU revisal. The text of the folio presents no 
diiBoulty when we underatand the word inaener. The 
word eniint is so called " becauae not mide without great 
eflbrt iingtnii) of genius, of ingenuity, of contrivance."— 
(Richardson.) The ingener, then. Is the contriver by in- 
genuity—the designer— and here applied to a poet is almost 
Uterally the Greek noi urn*— ««*«^. Daniell uses the word 
i»gt>Miate In the sense of to eontriv; Ben Jonson, ingino for 
iindertandlng. 

277 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act U.] 



OTHELLO. 



[SCEKX 1. 



Tiaitors ensteep'd * to enclog the guiltless keel, 
As having sense of beauty do omit 
Their mortal ^ natures, letting go Scofely by 
The divine Desderaona. 

Mon, What is she ? 

Cos. She that I spake of, o\ir great captain's 

captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A se'nnight's speed. — Great Jove, Othello 

guard. 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful 

breath ; 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 
Make love's quick pants in Desdemona's arms,® 
Give renewed fire to our extincted spirits, 
[And bring all Cyprus comfort !] ^ — O, behold. 

Enter Pesdemona, Emilia, Iago, 'Roderigo, 

and Attendants. 
The riches of the ship is • come on shore ! 
You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees : 
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 
Enwheel thee round ! 

Des, I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can your tell me of my lord ? 

(ks. Heis not yet arrived ; nor know I aught 
•But that he 's well, and will be shortly here. 

Des. 0, but I fear — ^How lost you company ? 

Cas, The great contention of the sea and 
skies 
Parted our fellowship : But hark ! a sail. 

[Cry icilhin, A sail ! a sail ! Then guM heard. 

2 Oeni. They give their greeting to the citadel; 
lliis likewise is a friend. 

Ca$. See for the news.— 

[Exit Gentleman. 
Good ancient, you are welcome; — Welcome, 
mistress : — [To Emiua. 

Let it not gall your patience, good Iago, 
That I extend my manners ; 't is my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy, 

[Kissing her. 

* EnsUep^d. Steevens here complains of the confusion of 
Shakspere t metaphorical expressions. But what conf^ion 
is here f Rocks and sands are beneath the wattr, as the cri- 
tic might have learned from Oay's ballad ; and \rhat is be- 
neath the water is ateep'd in the ifvater. The identical word 
thus applied is in Spenser (Fairy Quecn^ B. x. C. xi.) :— 

** Now 'gan the golden Phoebus for to steep 
His fiery face in billows of the west." 
^Mortal. Deadly. 

The editors have for once adopted an improved line from 
the folio. The quarto has,— 

" And swiftly come to Desdemona's arms.'* 
d The words in brackets are not in the folio. 

• Riches is used as a smgular noun in the 87th Sonnet. 

" And for that riches where is my deserving, 
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Iago, Sir, would she give you so much of her 
lips 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You 'd have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no speecli 

Iago. In faith, too much ; 
I find it still when I have list* to sleep : 
Marry, before your ladyship, 1 grant 
She puts her ton^e a little in her heart. 
And chides with thinking. 

Emit, You have little cause to say sa 

lago. Come on, come on: you are pictures 
out of door ; 
Bells in your parlours ; wild cats in your kitdiens; 
Saints in your injuries ; devils being offended ; 
Players in your huswifery ; and huswives in your 
beds.»» 

Des. 0, fye upon thee, slanderer ! 

logo. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk ; 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

Emit. You shall not write my praise. 

Togo, No, let me not. 

Des, What would'st write of me if thou 
should'st praise me P 

logo. gentle lady, do not put me to 't ; 
For I am nothing if not critical. 

Des. CJome on, assay : — There 's one gone to 
the harbour P 

Iago. Ay, madam. 

Des, I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. 
Come, how would*st thou praise me P 

Tago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Comes from my pate as birdlime does from frize, — 
It plucks out brains and all : But my muse labours. 
And thus she is delivered.* 
If she be fair and wise, — fairness, and wit. 
The one 's for use, the other useth it 

Des, Well prais*d ! How if she be black and 
witty ? 

logo. If she be black, and thereto have a wit^ 
She '11 find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des, Worse and worse. 

Emit, How, if fair and foolish P 

Iago, She never yet was foolish that was fair » 
For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

Des, These are old fond paradoxes, to make 
fools laugh i* the alehouse. What miserable 
praise hast thou for her that 's foul and foolish P 

Iago. There's none so foul, and fooHsh there- 
unto, 

a Zisl in the quarto; Ifmve, in the folio. 

b These lines are printed as pros* Ih the folio, but ars ar* 
ranged as we give them in the quafto. The sentiments are aa 
amplification of some proverbial slanders which were current 
in Sbakspere's day. 

c These lines are also printed as prose in the folio. 
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But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones 
do. 

J)f8, O heavy ignorance !— thou praisest the 
worst best. But what praise could'st thou be- 
stow on a deserving woman indeed? one, that, 
in the authority of her merit, did justly put on 
the vouch of very malice itself? 

lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud ; 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never Uiok*d gold, and yet went never gay ; 
Fled from her wish, and yet said, — now I may ; 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh, 
Bade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly ; 
She that in wisdom never was so frail. 
To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail ;* 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her 

mind. 
See suitors tbliowing, and not look behind ; 
She was a wight, if ever such wights ^ were, 

Des. To do what? 

lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer. 

Des. most lame and impotent conclusion ! — 
Do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy 
husband. — How say you, CassioP is he not a 
most profane and liberal*' counsellor ? 

Cax. He speaks home, madam; you may re- 
Hsh him more in the soldier than in the scholar. 

lago. [Aside,'] He takes her by the palm : 
Ay, well said, whisper : with as little a web as 
this will I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, 
smile upon her, do ; I will gyve thee in thine 
own courtship* You say true ; 't is so, indeed : 
if such tricks as these strip you out of your 
lieutenantry, it had been better yon had not 
kissed your three fingers so oft, which now 
again you are most apt to play the sir in. Very 
good ! well kissed, and excellent oourtesy ! * 'tis 
BO, indeed. Yet again your fingers to your lips ? 
would, they were clyster-pipes for your sake I — 
[Trumpet.] The Moor, I know his trumpet. 

Cas. *T is truly so. 

Des. Let 's meet him, and receive him. 

Cas. Lo, where he comes ! 



* " To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail " U to 
exchange the more delicate fare for the coarser. In the 
household-book or Queen Elizabeth it is directed ihat '*the 
master cooks shall have to fee all tl^c lalroon's tails." 

b Wight*. 1 he quarto, viyht. 

c £»6«ra/— licentious. 

d The quarto reads, / will catch you in pour own courtc-<ie». 
Courtship is used for paying courtesies, as in Richurd II. — 

** Observ'd his courtship to the common people." 

9 Courtesy. Johnson has an extraordinaiy note upon 
this:—" Spoken when Cassio kisses his hand, and Deode- 
mona courtsies." A courte»y, cuuxifii, curtsy, was anciently 
used for any courteous mode of demeanour, and not, as John- 
son receives It, as exclusively a female action. But he was 
betrayed into this mistake by the reading of the quarto— 
" Well kiss'd I an excellent eourlesy," 



Enter Otuello, and Attendants. 

0th, my fair warrior ! * 

Des. My dear Othello! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content, 
To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 
If after every tempest come such calms, 
May the winds blow till they have waken'd death! 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympus-high ; and duck again as low 
As hell 's frcfm heaven ! If it were now to die, 
*T were now to be most happy ; for, I fear 
My soul hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Des. The heavens forbid 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot speak enough of this content, 
It stops me here ; it is too much of joy ; 
And thb, and this, the greatest discords be 

[Kissing her 
That e'er our hearts shall make ! 

logo. O, you are well tun'd now ! 

But I '11 set down the pegs*> that make this music. 
As honest as 1 am. [A4de, 

0th. Oome ; let us to the castle. — 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are 

drownd. 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle ? ' 
Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus, 
I have found great (ove amongst them. my 

sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. — ^I prithee, good lago, 
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 
Bring thou the master to the citadel j 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desde- 

monn. 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt Oth. Des. and Attend. 

• The term warrior applied to a lady Is somewhat startling. 
In the third act Desdemona says of herself, " Unhandsome 
warrior that I am." Sieevens si.ys that it was a term of 
endearment which we derive from the old French poets, and 
that Ronsard, in his sonnets, frequently calls the ladies 
yuerri^es. But we cannot avoid thinkintr that Othello play- 
fully salutes his wife as a warrior^ in compliment to her re- 
solution not to— 

•« be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war.** 
When Desdemona repeats the word in the third a* t, the name 
which her husband has given her may, in the same manner, 
be floating in her memory. We have no parallel use of the 
word In Shak)>pere. 

b Set down. In the variorum editions this is Ut down, 
which is certainly the meaning of set down. 

c The quarto leads — 

•• How do, our old acquaintance of the isle f " 
In the folio acqfiainfatice is used in the singular as a noun of 
multitude. 
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laffo. Do thou meet me presently at the har- 
bour. .Come thither.* If thou be*st valiant, (as 
they say, base men being in love have then a 
nobility in their natures more than is native to 
them,) list me. The lieutenant to-night watches 
on the conrt of guard : — First, I must tell thee 
this— Desdemoua is directly in love with him. 

^d. With him ! why 'tis not possible. 

la^o. Lay thy finger — thus, and let thy soul 
be instructed. Mark me with what violence she 
first loved the Moor, but for bragging and tell- 
ing her fantastical lies: To love him still for 
prating, — let not thy discreet heart think it.^ 
Her eye must be fed; and what delight shall she 
have to look on the devil f When the blood is 
made dull with the act of sport, there should be, 
again to inflame it and to give satiety a fresh 
appetite, loveliness in favour ; sympathy in years, 
manners, and beauties; all which the Moor is 
defective in: Now, for want of these required 
conveniences, her delicate tenderness will find 
itself abused, begin to heave the gorge, disrelish 
and abhor the Moor; very nature will instruct 
her in it, and compel her to some second choice. 
Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a most pregnant 
and unforced position,) who stands so eminent 
in the degree of this fortune as Cassio does ; — 
a knave very voluble; no further conscionable 
than in putting on the mere form of civil and 
humane seeiuing, for the better compassing of 
his salt and most hidden loose afi^ectionP why, 
none ; why, none : A slipper and subtle knave ;** 
a finder of occasions; that has an eye can 
stamp and counterfeit advantages, though true 
advantage never present itself : A devilish knave ! 
besides, the knave is handsome, young; and 
hath all those requisites in him that folly and 
green minds look after: A pestilent complete 
knave ; and the woman hath found him already. 

Eod, I cannot believe that in her ; she is full 
pf most bless'd condition. 

la^o. Bless'd fig's end ! the wine she drinks 
is made of grapes : if she had been bless'd, she 
would never have loved the Moor : Bless'd pud- 
ding ! Didst thou not see her paddle with the 
palm of his hand ? didst not mark that P 

Eod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but cour- 
tesy. 

la^o. Lechery, by this hand; an index and 
obscure prologue to the history of lust and foul 



• Thither. The quarto reads hither. 

b The quarto reads, A nd wUl »he low Mm ttill for prating t 

« The quarto reads, •• A iubUe tlippery knavt^" which aome 

editors ehang« into a slippery and subtle knave. Why, when 

they followed the folio in the arrangement of the words, 

could they not have retained the One old adjective slipper? 
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thoughts. They met so near wiUi their lips that 
their breaths embraced together. 'ViUainoos 
thoughts, Koderigo ! T\lien these mutualities so 
marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master 
and mam exercise, the incorporate oondusion: 
Pish ! — ^But, sir, be you ruled by me : I have 
brought you from Yenioe. Watch you to-night ; 
for the command, I'll lay't upon you: Cassio 
knows you not ; — I 'U not be far from you : Do 
you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either 
by speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline, 
or from what other course you please, which the 
time shall more favourably minister. 

Bod, Well 

lago. Sir, he's rash, and very sudden in 
choler ; and, haply,* may strike at you : Provoke 
him that he may : for even out of that will I cause 
these of Cyprus to mutiny ; whose qualification 
shall c(Mne into no true taste again, but by the 
displanting of Cassio. So shall you have a 
shorter journey to your desires, by the means I 
shall then have to prefer them ; and the impedi- 
ment most profitably removed, without the which 
there were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod, I will do this, if you can bring it to any 
opportunity.* 

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by al 
the citadel I must fetch his necessaries ashore. 
ParewelL 

Rod, Adieu. [Exit. 

lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe 
it; 
That she love^ him, 't is apt, and of great credit : 
The Moor — ^howbeit that I endure him not, — 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 
And, I dare think, he'll prove to Besdemona 
A most dear husband. Now I do love her too ; 
Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradventun^ 
I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 
But partly led to diet my revenge. 
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap'd into my seat l the Uiought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my mwards ; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul. 
Till I am even'd ^ with him, wife for wife ; 
Or, failing so, yet that I put tJie Moor 
At least into a jealousy so strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to 
do, — 

• We find in the quarto, *' Haply with his truncheon ina>- 
strilce at you." 

l> The quarto reads, *' If / can hring it to an^ oppor- 
tunity." But Roderigo is not one of thove who relies upon 
himself; and the reading of the folio, " If jroif can bring 
it to any opportunity," is far more characteristic lago 
replies to this expression of reliance upon him, "1 waxrant 
thcfc." 

c Evened. The quarto, etfcn. 
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tf this poor trash of Yemoe, whom I traoe^ 
For his quick hnnthig, stand the putting on, 
I'll have our Michad Cassio on the hip ; 
Abuse him to the Moor in the right ^ garb, — 
For I fear Cassio with my nigfat-oap too ; 
Make the Moor thank m^ love me, and reward 

me. 
For making him egregiousljr an ass, 
And practising upon his peace and quiet 
Efen to madness. 'T is here, but yet confus'd ; 
Knayeiy's plain £eu» is never seen till us'd. 

SCENE U.—J SlreeL 

EiUer a Herald, wiik a proclamation ; Feople 
following. 
Her, It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and 
raliant general, that, upon certain tidings now 
arrived, importing the mere^ perdition of the 
Turkish fleet, every man put himsdf into tri- 
umph: some to dance, some to make bonfires, 
each num to what sport and reveb his addiction 
leads him ; for, besides these beneficial news, it 
is the celebration of his nuptial :^ So much was 
his pleasure should be proclaimed. All offices 
are open; and there is ftdl liberty of feasting, 
from this present hour of five tiU the bell have 
told eleven. Bless the isle of Cyprus, and our 
noble general, Othello ! \ExeuHL 

SCENE III.— u^ Hall in the Cattle. 

Enter Othzllo, Dzsdemona, Cassio, and 
Attendants. 

OtL Good Michael, look you to the g^uard to- 
night: 
Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop. 
Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cos. lago hath direction what to do ; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to 't 

0th. lago is most honest. 

* The reading of the quarto is,— 

" If thit poor twtth of Venice, whom I cnuk 
For this quick hunting." 
CrmA h oTldently a corruption, and is properly rejected. 
But why do the commentators reject the irae* or the folio, 
substituting trash t because they say Inee is a oorruption of 
trm$h. Now, on the contrary, the noun traik^ and the rerb 
t'ttce^ are used with perfect propriety. The trash is tho thing 
traced, put tolrocM— oonflned— as an untrained worthless dog 
it held, and hence the present meaning of trash. There Is a 
letter on this sul^ect in the Gentleman's Magasine for 1763, 
whieh satisihctorily establishes the propriety of the word 
Irbee. 

^ Jlighi, The quarto, rank, 

c Afcrc'— entire.' 

d Nuptial. The quarto, nuptials. The modem editors in 
adopting nmpUals have departed fh>m the usual phrase of 
Shakspere; as, in Much Ado about Nothing, *' This looks 
not like a nuptial." 



Michael, good night: To-morrow, with your 

earliest,* 
Let me have speech with you. — Come, my dear 

love. 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

ITo Desdemoka. 
That profit 's yet to come 'tween me and you. — 
Qood night [Exennt 0th. Des. and Attend. 

£nter Iago. 

Com. Welcome, lago : We must to the watch. 

Iago, Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet 
ten o' th' clock : Our general cast us thus early 
for the love of his Desdemona, whom let us not 
therefore blame : he hath not yet made wanton 
the night with her ; and she is sport for Jove. 

Cos, She *s a most exquisite lady. 

Iago. And, I '11 warrant her, full of game. 

Cos. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate 
creature. 

Iago. What an eye she has! methinks it 
sounds a parley to provocation. 

Cos. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right 
modest. 

logo. And when she speaks is it not an alarum 
to love ? 

Cos. She is, indeed, perfection. 

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Come; 
lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine : and here 
without are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that 
would fain have a measure to the health of black 
Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good Iago ; I have very 
poor and unhappy brains for drinking : I could 
well wish courtesy would invent some othei 
custoDi of entertainment. 

Iago. 0, they are our friends ; but one cup ; 
I 'U drink for you. 

Cas. T have drunk but one cup to-night, and 
that was craftily qualified too, — and, behold, 
what innovation it makes here : I am unfortu- 
nate in the infirmity, and dare not task my 
weakness with any more. 

logo. What, man ! 't is a night of reveb ; the 
gallants desire it. 

€ku. Wbere are they P 

Iago, Here at the door; I pray yon call 
them in. 

Cat. I'll do 't ; but it dishkes me. 

lExit Cassio. 

Iago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him. 
With that which he hath drunk to-night abready, 

• mth ifonr mrlimi. The quarto and fblio bo^ read your 
earliest, yet in the editions previoui to our Pictorial we And 
onr earliest. It is scarcely worth while to trace where thi« 
corruption originated. 
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He 11 be as full of quarrel and offence 

As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool, 

Roderigo, 
Whom love has tum'd almost the wrong side out,* 
To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd 
Potations pottle deep ; and he 's to watch : 
Three lads'* of Cyprus,— noble swelling spirits. 
That hold their honours in a wary distance. 
The very elements of this warlike isle, — 
Have I to-night floster'd with flowing cups. 
And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock 

of drunkards. 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may offend the isle : — But here they come : 
II consequence do but approve my dream. 
My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

Re-enter Cassto, teiih him Montano, auJ 

Gentlemen. 
Ccu, 'Fore heaven, they have given me a 
rouse already. 

Jfott, Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, 
as I am a soldier. 
laffo. Some wine, hoa ! 

And let me the canakin clink, clinK, [Slm<;$. 

And let roc the canakin clink : 

A soldier's a roan ; O man's life's but a span ;e 
Whjr tlien let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys ! [Wine brought in. 

Cos. 'Fore heaven, an excellent soug. 

lago, I learned it in England, where, indeed, 
they are most potent in potting : your Dane, your 
German, and your swag-bellied Hollander, — 
Drink, hoa ! — are nothing to your English. 

Om. Is your Englishman so exquisite <> in his 
drinking? 

logo. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow 
youT Aknain; he gives your Hollander a vomit, 
ere the next pottle can be filled. 

Cat, To the health of our general. 

Mom, I am for it, lieutenant ; and I 'U do you 
justice. 

lago, sweet England 1 

King Stephen was a worthy peer, ' 
His breeches cost hiro but a crown , 

He held them sixpence all too dear, 
With that he call'd the t^or lown. 

He was a wigl.t of high renown. 
And thou art but of low degree : 

T)t pride that pullf the country down. 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee.* 

Some wine, hoa ! 

» Out. The quarto, outward. 

b Ladi in the quarto; in the fnilo, elte. 

o The quarto reads, ** A lif«*$ but a spaiu'* 

d Sx>jttiHt«. The quarto, expert. 

• The folio,- 

**AHd take thjf auld cloak about thee." 
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CctJt, Why this is a more exquisite Boog than 
the other. 

logo. Will you hear it again ? 

Cos. No ; for I hold him to be unwortlij of 
his pUce that does those things. — ^WoU, — ^liea- 
ven's above all; and there be souls most bb 
saved, and there be souls must not be saved.* 

Tago. It 's true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own part,— no officnoe to ike 
general, nor any man of quality, — ^I hope to be 
saved. 

/flr^o. And so do I too, lieutenant. 

Gas, Ay, but, by your leave, not before me ; 
the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancieot. 
Let 's have no more of this : let's to our affairs. 
— Forgive us our sins ! — Gentlemen, let 's look 
to our business. Do not think, gentlemen, I am 
drunk: this is my ancient; — this is my r^;iit 
hand, and this is my left : — I am not drunk now ; 
L can stand well enough, and I speak well 
enough. 

All. Excellent welL 

Cas. Why, very well then: you must not 
think then that 1 am drunk. [£rt/. 

Mom, To the platform, masters ; come, let 's 
set the watch. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before; — 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Ceesar 
And give direction : and do but see his vice ; 
*T is to his virtue a just equinox. 
The one as long as the other : H is pity of him. 
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in. 
On some odd time of his infirmity, 
Will shake this bhmd. 

Mom, But is he often thus ? 

logo, 'T is evermore his prologue to his sleep : 
He *U watch the horologe a double set,^ 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mom, It were well 

The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils. Is not this true ? 

Euler RoDERiGO. 

Tago. How, now, Eoderigo ! [Jside, 

I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. 

[Kxil RODERIOO. 

Mom. And 't is great pity, that the noble 
Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second. 



a The quarto omits " And there be loula must not be 

^ Shakspere hrre adopts the English dlrision of time, In 
whicli the clay is divided into two portions of twelve houn 
eatli, " the double ttt " of the horologe. 
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With one of .an ingraft infirmity : 
It were an honest action, to say so 
To the Moor. 

la/^o. Not I, for this fair island : 

I do love Cassio well, and wonld do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark! what 



noise 



^^ 



Enter Cassio, pursuing Kodeuigo. 

C(u. Yon rogue ! you rascal ! 

Hon. What's the matter, Heotenant P 

Ckis. A knave ! — teach me my duty ! 
I 'U beat the knave into a twiggen bottled 

Rod, Beat me ! 

CSw. Dost thou prate, rogue ? 

[Striking Bx)DERliK). 

Mon, Nay, good lieutenant ; 

[Staging him. 
I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Ca9' Let me go, sir. 

Or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 

Cos. Drunk ! {.TheyfghL 

logo, Avfhj, I say! go out, and cry — a mutiny. 
[Aside lo JiOD. who goes out* 
Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen, — 
Help, hoa ! — ^Lieutenant, — sir Montano,^ — 
Help, masters ! — Here 's a goodly watch, indeed ! 

[Bell rings. 
Who 's that which rings the bell P— Diablo, hoa ! 
The town will rise : Fie, fie, lieutenant ! hold ; 
You *11 be asham*d for ever.* 

Enter Othello and Attendants. 
Olh, What is the matter here P 

Mon. I bleed still ; I am hurt to the death.— 

He dies-* 
Olh. Hold, for your lives. 
tago. Hold, hoa! Lieutenant,«-sir Montano, 
—gentlemen, — 
Have you forgot all sense of place and duty ? 
Hold I the general speaks to you; hold, for shame ! 

• We her« find in the quarto, helpy he'p wiihin / as a stage 
direction. 

b Twiggtn holtle. The quarto reads irtcA<r bottle, which 
gives the explanation. 

« Sir Montano. So both the old editions, not only here 
but in a subsequent line. In all modern texts it Is given as 
Sir I Montano I lago is pretending to s'eimrate the lieutenant 
and Montano, but he is not familiar with Montano, the 
ex-goreroor, and he gives him a title of courtesy. 

d The quarto, •• yo« ^toUl be tkam'd for ever "-a very dif- 
ferent meaninffr 

• Ife dUg, 1 hese words are not found in the quarto, the 
line there being eked out with zounds t Malone supposed 
that they were absurdly inserted as a stage direction. He 
fttinU is fonnd as a stage di rect ion in the quarto of 1630. I n 
the folio we have •• he dies " as a part of the speech of Mon- 
tano. It is evident that, altlioujih MonUno fancies himself 
hurt .to the death, he is still ready to attack Cassio, as his 
words express, he dieel If he were to faint when he says 
" 1 am hurt to the death," why should lago say 

" Hold, hoa I Lieutenant, -sir Montano,— gentlemen, — 
Have you forgot" 



Olh. Why, how now, hoa! from wfaenc»5 

ariseth this ? 
Are we tum'd Turks, iand to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites P 
For Christian shame, put by this barbaroas 

brawl: 
He that stirs next to carve for his own ragfe. 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety.— What is the matter, mas- 
ters?— 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this P on thy love 1 charge 

thee. 
Tago. I do not know ;— friends all but now, 

even now. 
In quarter, and in terms like bride ttnd groom 
Devesting them for bed : and then, but now, 
(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast* 
In opposition bloody. 1 cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And, 'would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it ! 
Olh. How comes it, Michael, you are thus 

forgot ? 
Cits. I pray ybu, pardon me, I cannot speak. 
Olh. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be 

civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure : What 's the matter 
That you unlace your reputation thus. 
And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 
Wliile I spare speech, which something now 

offends me, — 
Of all that I do know : nor know I aught 
By me that 's said or done amiss this night ; 
Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice. 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. 

Olh. Now, by heaven, 

My Wood begins my safer guides to rule ; 
And passion, having my best judgment collied,^ 
Assays to lead the way : If I once stir. 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 



» One at other'e. All the variomm editions give this 
phrase properly; but in the smaller editions of the text it 
used to be one at another**. Typographical mistakes were 
formerly multiplied In every common edition. 

b Co//<e(/~ blackened— discoloured, 'the quarto reads 
moled, evidently a mistake. 
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How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 
And he that is approv'd in this offence, 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a 

birth, 
^hall loose me * — What I in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear. 
To manage private and domestic quarrel. 
In night, and on the court and guard of 

safety!* 
*Tis monstrous. — lago, who began 't ? 
Mon. If partial^ affin'd, or leagu'd in 
office. 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth. 
Thou art no soldier. 

la^o. Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have this tongue cut from mj 

mouth. 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
Tet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — ^This it is, general 
Montano and myself being in speech. 
There comes a fellow crying out for help ; 
And Cassio following him with detennin'd 

sword. 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 
Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell out,) 
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of 

foot. 
Outran my purpose ; and I retum'd then rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords. 
And Cassio high in oath; which, tUl to-night, 
I ne'er might say before : When I came bacl^ 
(For this was brie^) I found them close to- 
gether. 
At blow, and thmst ; even as again they were 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report :— 
But men are men: the best sometimes for- 
get:— 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 
As men in rage strike those that wish them 

best,— 
Yet surely Cassio, I believe, received 
From him that fled some strange indignity, 
Which patience could not pass. 



• Loo9e M«. So both the original editions. In the modern 
editions it it invariablv printed, lo$t ntet the tame vord, 
oertafhly, but dilTerently applied. By the employment ol 
lo»t we destroy the force of " Though he had t»inm*d with 
me." 

l> Malone re^ds,— 

** In night, and Dn the eomri of guard and aafety." 
SteoTeni and he have a great controTeny about it ; Malone 
contending that atmt oj gtuird ii a proper technical ex- 
preation. 
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Oik. I know, lago. 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 
Making it light to Cassio : — Cassio, I love thee ; 
But never more be officer of mine. 

JEnUr DESDEMOiiA, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up ; — 
L 'U make thee an example. 

Dee, What is the matter, dear ? 

0th. All *s well, sweeting. 

Come away to bed. Sir, for your hurts. 
Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

[To MoNTAWO, who it ted off, 
lago, look with care about the town; 
And silence those whom this vile brawl dis- 
tracted. 
Come, Desdemona : 't is the soldiers' life 
To have their balmy slumbers wak'd with 
strife. 

[Exeunt all but Iaoo and Cassio. 

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cae. Ay, past all surgery. 

logo, thirj, heaven forbid ! 

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation! 0, 
I have lost my reputation I I have lost the im- 
mortal part of myself, and what remains is 
bestial. — My reputation, lago, my reputation. 

lago. As I am an honest man I had thought 
you had received some bodily wound; there is 
more sense* in that than in reputation. Beputa- 
tion is an idle and most false imposition ; oft 
got without merit, and lost without deserving: 
You have lost no reputation at all, unless you 
repute yourself such a loser. "What, man! there 
are ways to recover the general again : You are 
but now cast in his mood, a punishment more 
in policy than in malice ; even so as one would 
beat his offenceless dog to affright an imperious 
lion : sue to him again, and he is yours. 

Cae, 1 will rather sue to be despised, than to 
deceive so good a commander with so slight, so 
drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk P 
and speak parrot P and squabble P swagger P 
swear P and discourse fustian with one's own 
shadow P^ — thou invisible spirit of wine, if 
thou hast no name to be known by, let us call 
thee devU ! 

lago. What was he that you followed with 
your sword P What had he done to you P 

Cae, I know not. 

lago. Is 't possible P 



a Stiue. The quarto reads ngtmet. The mum of a woond 
is its sensibilitp. 

b This most expressive sentence, from drwOc to tkadow, it 
not found in the quarto. 
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Cos. I remember a mass of things^ but no- 
thing distinctlj ; a quarrel, but notl^ig where- 
fore. — ihat men should put an enemy in their 
months to steal away their brains! that we 
should, with joy, pleasance, revel, and applause,* 
transform ourselves into beasts ! 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough : 
How came you thus recovered P 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness, 
to give place to the devil wrath : one unperfect- 
ness shows me another, to make me frankly 
despise myself. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : 
As the time, the place, and the condition of this 
country stands, I could heartily wish this had 
not befallen ; but, since it is as it is, mend it for 
your own good. 

C(U, I will ask him for my place again ; he 
shall tell me I am a drunkard 1 Had I as 
many mouths as Hydra such an answer would 
stop them all. To be now a sensible man, by and 
by a fool, and presently a beast I strange ! — 
Every inordinate cup is unbless'd, and the in- 
gredient is a deviL 

Togo. Come, come, good wine is a good 
familiar creature, if it be well used ; exclaim no 
more against it. And, good lieutenant, I think 
you think I love you. 

Ca9,- I have well approved it, sir. — I 
drunk! 

lago. You, or any man living, may be drunk 
at a time, man. I '11 tell you what you shall 
do. Our general's wife is now the general : — 
I may say so in tliis respect, for that he 
hath devoted and given up himself to the con* 
templation, mark, and devotement" of her I 
parts and graces: — confess yourself freely to 
her; importune her help to put you in your 
place again: she is of so free, so kind, so 
apt, so blessed a disposition, she holds it a 
vice in her goodness not to do more than she 
is requested: This broken joint,« between you 
and her husband, entreat her to splinter ; and,* 
my fortunes against any lay worth naming, this 
crack of your love shall grow stronger than it 
was before. 

Cat. You advise me well. 

logo, I protest, in the sincerity of love and 
honest kindness. 

Cos, I think it freely ; and, betimes in the 
morning, I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona 



* The quarto reads, /o*. rtvtlt pUasurtt and apphmte. 
We are gltd to ** recover ''p2«a«oiie«. 
to Dewftement, Theobald ohansed this to denoitment, 
« Brokmjotni, The quarto broil. 



to undertake for me : I am desperate of my 
fortunes if they check me. 

lago. You are in the right. Good nighty 
lieutenant ; I must to the watch. 

Cos, Good night, honest lago. [J^ztV Cassio 
logo. And what 's he then that says I play the 
villain? 
When this advice is free, I give, and honesty 
Frobal* to thinking, and indeed the course 
To win the Moor again P For 'tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit ; she 's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor,— were 't to renounce his bap- 
tism. 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,-^ 
His soul is so enfetter'd to her love. 
That she may make, unmake, do what she list. 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his weak function. How am I then a 

villain. 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course. 
Directly to his good P Divinity of hell ! 
When devils will the blackest sins put on. 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows. 
As I do now : For whiles this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortune. 
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
I 'U pour this pestilence into his ear, — 
lliat she repeals him for her body's lust ; 
And by how much she strives to do him good. 
She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 
And out of her own goodness make the net 
That shall enmesh them all — ^How now, Eode- 
rigo? 

Enter Roderigo. 

Hod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a 
hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. 
My money is almost spent ; I have been to- 
night exceedingly well cudgelled ; and, I think, 
the issue will be I shall have so much experience 
for my pains : and so, with no money at all, 
and a little more wit^ return to Yenice. 
lago. How poor are they that have not 

patience 1 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees P 
Thou know*st, we work by wit and not by 

witchcraft; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does 't not go well P Cassio hath beaten thee. 



* Pro6a/— probable— an abbreyiation not found In any 
other writer, we believe 
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And tkou, bj that small hurt^ haet oashier'd 

Cassio : 
Though other things grow fair against the son. 
Yet fruits that blossom fiiet will firat be ripe : 
Content thyself awhile. — In troth^^ 'tis morn- 
ing; 
Pleasure, and action, make tne hours seem 

short. 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 



Away. I saj, tnou shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [JEnV. Rod.] Two things 

are to be done, — 
My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress, 
I *11 set her on ; 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart. 
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife : — Ay, that 's the way ; 
Dull ^ot device by col(kess and delay. [£nV. 



[Estradlot.] 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT 11. 



> ScENB I. — " A Sea-port Tovcn in Cyprtu" 
In the Introductory Notice we have noticed the 
locality of the port in Cyprus which is associated 
with the fate of the unfortunate Othello and Des- 
demona. That Fama^sta was the chief port and 
stronghold, during the Venetian rule in Cyprus, 
there can be little doubt. But, as an illustration 
of the general scenery of that island, we prei^ent 
our readers with an engraving of Cerini, the 
ancient Cerlnia, on the north-coast, from nu original 
Bketch by Mr. Ainindale. 

/* Scene III. — " King Stephen, was a tcortht/peer" 
Percy, in his ' Reliques,* has printed from a 
manuscript the exceedingly interesting ballad fi*om 
which Shakspere adopted this verae. The reading 
in the manuscript of that verse Is somewhat 
different, although Percy adopted Shakspere's 
rending, generally, in hia printed ballad : — 
" King Harry vras a verry good king, 
1 trow his hose cost but a crown ; 
He thought them 12//. to deere, 

Therefore he calld the taylor clowne. 
He waj king and wore the crowne. 
And thouse but of a low degree ; 
IttR pride that putts this countryc downe, 
Man, take thine old cloake about thee." 



Our readers will not be displeased to have the 
entire ballad here reprinted. Percy thinks that it 
was originally Scotch. 



TAKE THY OLD CLOAK ABOUT THEE. 

This winter* it weather itt waxelh cold, 

And frost doth freese on every hill, 
Am. Boreas blowes his blasts soe bold, 

That all our cattell are like to spill ; * 
Bell, my wiffe, who loves noe strife, 

She sayd tin to me quietlye, 
Rit3 up, and save cow Crumbocke't lifie, 

Man, put thine old cloake about thee. 

He. 
O Rell, why dost thou flyte and scorne ? 

Thou kenst my cloak is very thin ; 
Itt is soe bare and overwome, 

A cricket he theron cannot renn : X 
Then lie noe longer borrowe nor lend, 

For once He new appareld bee. 
To-morrow lie to towne and spend. 

For lie have a new cloake about mee. 



• Spill. To spoil ; to come to harm. 
t Cricke. A Hmall insect. { Renn. 

287 



Rut.. 



Digitized by 



Google 



ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT IL 



8s«. 

Cow Crarobocke it a rtrj good cowe, 

Shoe ha beene alwayet trae to the payle, 
She has helpt ui to huttor and cheese, 1 trow. 

And other things shoe will not &yle : 
1 wold be loth to see htr pine, 

Good husband, oooacell take of mee, 
ft is not for Qs to go soe fine, 

Man, take thine old doake abont thee. 

Hb. 
My cloake it was a wenj good doake, 

Itt hath been alwayes true to the wears, 
But now it is not worth a groat ; 

1 have had it four-and-forty yeeie. 
Sometime itt was of cloth in graine, 

Tis now but a sigh-clout,* as you may see. 
It will neither hold out win<1e nor raine» 

And lie have a new cloake about mee. 

Shb. 
It is four-and-fortye yeeres agoe 

Since the one of us did the other ken ; 
And we have had betwixt us twoe 

Of children either nine or ten : 
Wee hare brought them up to women and men ; 

In the feare of God I trow they bee; 
And why wilt thou thyselfe miskent f 

Man, take thtne old cloake abont thee. 

* Sigk-eUmi. A clout, or cloth, to strain milk through. 
A 9ftk0-€loMi, that which serers, dirides the milk firom im- 

Eurities, or the curd from the whey. The wvrd is still used 
1 the midland counties, 
f Miskm, Mistske. 



Hs. 
O Bell, my wifTe, why dost thou floutet 

Now is nowe, and then was then : 
Seeke now all Uie world throughout. 

Thou kenst not clownes from gentlemen. 
They are cladd in blacke, grease, ydlowe, or grmy, 

Soe far above their own degtee : 
Once in my lifb lie doe as they, 

For lie have a new doake about mee. 

Shx. 
King Stephen was a worthy peere. 

His breeches cost him but a ciowne ; 
He held them sixpence all too deere, 

Therefore he edld the taylor lowne. 
He was a wight of high renowne. 

And thouse but of low degree ; 
Itts pride that putts the countrye downe, 

Man, take thine old doake about thee. 

Hx. 
Ben, my wiflh, she lores not strife. 

Yet she will lead me if she can ; 
And oft, to live a quiet life,* 

I am forced to yidd, though Ine good-man. 
Itts not ton a man with a woman to thre^pe,* 

tJnlesse he first giro oer the plea: 
Ai wee began wee now will leaTe* 

And He take mine dd cloake about mee. 



* Totkrmtpt. To argue. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I,— Be/ore the CaMe, 

Enter Cassio, and tome MusiciaDS. 
Cos. Masters, play here, 1 will content your 
pains. 
Something that's brief; and bid, Good- morrow, 
general [Music, 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments 
been in Naples, that they speak i' the nose thus P 

1 Mus. How, sir, how ? 

Clo, Are these, I pray you, wind instruments P * 

1 Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo, 0, thereby hangs a taol. 

1 Mtu, Whereby hangs a tale, sir P 

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument 
that I know. But, masters, here's money for 
you: and the general so likes your music tliat 
he desires you, for love's sake, ^ to make no more 
noise with it. 



* The quarto feadt, " eair«1 wind iiittnimentt." 
b For lovt'a take. The quarto haa thn prettier phraie, of 
ail InotM, 

Tragedies. — Vol.. 1. U 



1 Mus. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you haye. any music that may not be 
heard, to *t again : but, as they say, to hear music 
the general does not greatly care. 

1 Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for 
I '11 away : Go ; vanish into air ;* away. 

[Exeunt Musicians. 

Cos. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend; I 
hear you. 

Cas. Prithee, keep up thy quiUets. There's 
a poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman 
that attends the general's wife be stirring, tell 
her, there 's one Cassio entreats her a little favour 
of speech : Wilt thou do this P 

Clo. She is stirring, sir ; if she will stir hither 
I shall seem to notify unto her. [Exit, 

Enter Iaoo. 
Cas, [Do, good my firiend].*— In happy time, 
lago. 



* The quarto, vanUk away. 
b The words in brackets are not found in the folio, 
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l^go- You have not been a-bed then ? 

Cat. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before 'we parted. I have made bdd, lago. 
To 8end in to jour wife : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

lago. 1 '11 send her to you presently ; 

And I 'U devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and busi- 
ness 
May be more free. '^it. 

Com. I humbly thank you for't. I never 
knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest.* 

Eater Emilia. 

Emil. Gk>od morrow, good lieutenant: T am 
sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will sure be well. 
The general and his wife are talking of it, 
And she speaks for you stoutly: The Moor 

replies, 
Th^ he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus. 
And great affinity; and that, in wholesome 

wisdom^ 
Se might not but r^use yon : but he protests he 

loves y«a ; 
And needs no other suitor, but his likings, 
[To take the safst occasion by the front],^ 
To bring you in again. 

Cos, Yet, I beseech you,— ■ 

If you think fit. or that it may be done, — 
Give me advantage of some bHef dbcourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emil. Pray you, come in^ 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To spcfik your^bosom freely. 
jfku. I am much bound to you. 

[Exeunt, 



6CENB 11.—^ Room in the Castle, 
Enter X^TRELLO^ Iaqo, and Gentlemen: 

ptk. These letters give, lago, to the pilot ; 
And,, by him, do my duties to the senate:* 
That done, I will be walking on tlje works, — 
Jlepair there to jne. 

logo. ^ Well, my good lord, I '11 do 't. 

0th, This fortification, gentlemen, shall we 
see'tP 

pent. We '11 wait upon yopr lordship. [Exeunt, 



^ See note to Act i., 8e. i. 

k llie words in brackett aiy pQt tmmd ta t)ie flolio 

» The quarto, ttais. 
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SCENE IIL— ^^onr the Castle. 

Enter Desdehona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Des. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

Emit, Good madam, do ; I warrant* it grieves 
my husband. 
As if the cause^ were his. 

Des, O, that's an honest feUow.— Do not 
doubt,^CassiQ, 
But I will have my lord and yon again 
As friendly as you were. 

Cos. Bounteous madam. 

Whatever aiiali become of Midiael Cassio, 
He's never anything but your tree servant 

Des, I know^t,— I thank yon :* You do love 
my lord : 
Yon have known Jiim Joag; and be yon well 

assur'd 
He shall in strangeness .stand no farther off 
Than in a politic distaepce. 

Cos. :4y> ^^t ^y» 

That policy may either last.so long. 
Or feed upon such nice and wntensh diet^ 
Or breed itself .so out of circumstance. 
That, I being absent, and my place supplied. 
My general will forget my love and service. 

Des. Do. not doubt that; before Emilia here, 
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee. 
If I do vow a friendship I '11 perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall qever rest ; 
I '11 watch him. taipe,* and talk. hijA out of paticuce , 
His bed sAudl seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
I *ll iutei^ingle every thivtg he does 
With Cassio's suit : Therefore be men^, Cassio, 
For thy solicitor shail rather die 
Than give t]^ cause awqy. 

Enter Othello and Iago at a dktanee, 

Emil, ^dam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cos. l^adam, t '11 take my leare. 

Des, Why, stay. 

And hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease. 
Unfit for mine own p\irposes. 

Des, Well ; do your discretion. [Exit Cassio. 

laffo. Ha! I like i^ot that. 

W. What dost thou say ? 



^ The quarto, know. 
b Tlie quarto, ca^e. 
c The quarto, 01 $ir, I thank pou. 
d Hawks were tamed by being kept from sleep. Tbos in 
Cartwrighfi • Lady Errant'— 

•« We HI keep you. 
At tbey do hawkt, watching, until you leave 
Tour wildnesa.** 
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. Uffo. Nothing, my lord: or if— I know not 
what. 

0{A. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife? 

la^o. Cassio, my lord? No, sure, I cannot 
think it. 
That he would steal away so guilty-like. 
Seeing your coming. 

OiA. I do believe 't was he. 

De*. How now, my lord ? 
I have been talking with a snitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

OiA, Who is 't you mean P 

Des, Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my 
lord. 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 
His present reconciliation take ; 
For, if he be not one that truly loves you. 
That errs in ignorance and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
1 prithee call him back. 

Oik. Went he hence now P 

Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled, 
That he hath left part ef his grief with me^ 
To suffer with him.* Good love, call him back. 

0/A. Not now, sweet Desdemon;** some other 
time. 

I>ei. But shall 't be shortly P 

OiA, The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Dei, Shall 't be to-night at supper P 

OiA, No, not to-night. 

Des. To-morrow dinner then P 

OiA. 1 shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night ; on Tuesday 
mom; 
On Tuesday noon, or night; on* Wednesday 
mom;— 



• The quarto, / si^fer with him. 

b Sw€et Desdemon. In five passage! of this play, In 
the folio edition, Desderoona Is called Desdemon. The 
abbieviation was prohably not a capricious one, nor was it 
introduced merely for the sake of rhythm. It is clearly 
naerf as an epithet of familiar tenderness. In the present 
instance Othello playfully ersdes his wife's soliciutions 
with a raxely-used term of endearment. Jn the next case, 
Ac: IT., 8c II., it comes out of the depth of conflicting love 
and Jealousy— 

** Ahl DetdemoHs away, away, away I " 

In the next pUce where he employs it, Act r., 8c. it., 
it is lued upon the last solemn occasion when he speaks to 
her,— 

" Hare yon pray'd to-night, Desdemon f* 

And. lastly, it is spoken hy him when he has discovered the 
full extent of his guilt and misery :— 

**0 Desdemon/ dead Desdemon^ dead.** 

The only nther occasion in which it is employed is by her 
uncle Oratiano,— 

**^0Qit Desdemon!" 

« The repetition of the word on, instead of or, la the read- 
ing of the folio. It is muoh more emphatic. 

U % 



I prithee name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith he 's penitent ; 
And yet hb trespass, in our common reason, 
(Save that, they say, the wars must make example 
Out of their best,) is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check : When shall he come P 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul. 
What you would ask me that I should deny, 
Or stand so mammering * on. What ! Michael 

Cassio, 
That came a wooing with you ; and so many a 

time,^ 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta*en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do muoh, — 
Oih, Prithee, no more : let him come when he 

will; 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 

'T is as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm ; 
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person': Nay, when I have a suit 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed. 
It shall be full of poise and difficult weight,^ 
And fearful to be granted. 

OiA, I will deny thee nothing ; 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to myself. 
Des. Shall I deny youP no: Farewell, my 

lord. 
QiA. Farewell, my Desdemona : I 'U come to 

thee straight. 
Des. Emilia, come : — Be as your fancies teach 

you; 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. 

[Exii, iciiA EiauA. 
OiA. Excellent wretch ! ^ Perdition catch my 

soul 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not 
Chaos is come again. 

• Mammering. The quarto, mutiering. The word— har- 
ing the meaning of suspfense—doubi-i» constantly used hy 
our old writers, as in Lyly's • Euphues •— •• Neither stand in 
a mammering, whether it he hest to depart or not." 

b steevens struck out so in the course of his hood-wiuked 
pruning. 

The quarto reads,— 

«• It shall he full of poise and di^uUif.'* 
This is adopted without any mention of the reading difieuU 
weight ; and then the editors tell us that poise Is weight.. 
Now, In the sense before us, poise Uh'ilancet and Desdemona 
means to say that, when she really prefers a suit ihat shall 
task the love ef Othello, it shall be one difficult to deter- 
mine, and, when determined, hard to 1m undertaken. 

d Wretch, The playhouse copies, In their nicely-eritieal 
phraseology, give us wench instead of wretch, Johnson pio» 
perly expbUos wretch as expressing *' the utmost degree of 
amiahleness, Joined with an idea, which perhaps ail tender- 
ness includes, of feebleness, softness, and want of proteo. 
tion." 
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logo. My uoble lord,-^ 

0th. What dost thou say, lago ? 

logo. Did Michael Cassio, whem you woo'd 
my lady, 
Know of your lore ? 

0th, He did, from first to last: Why dost 
thou ask P 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 
No further harm. 

0th. Why of thy thought, Tago ? 

lago, I did not think he had been accquainted 
with her. 

0th, 0, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

Togo, Indeed? 

0th, Indeed? ay, indeed :—Discem'8t thou' 
aught in that ? 
Is he not honest ? 

logo* Honest, my lord P 

0th, Honest ? * Ay, honest. 

logo. My lord, for aught I know. 

0th, What dost thou think ? 

lago. Think, my lord ? 

0th. Think, my lord ? Alas! thou echoest me* 
As if there were some monster in thy thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — Thou dost mean 

something : 
I heard thee say even now, — ^Thou lik'dst not 

that. 
When Cassio left my wife : What did*st not like ? 
And, when I told thee he was of my counisel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cryd'st. 

Indeed? 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If thou dost love me 
Show me thy thought. 

•lago. My lord, you know I love you. 

0th. I thmk thou dost ; 

And, for I know thou'rt full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them 

breathy 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more: 
For such things in a false disloyal knave 
Are tricks of custom ; but in a man that 's just. 
They're close delations," working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule. 

^ This re-eoho of lago't echo b retected bj Steerent, be- 
cause it violates the measure. He could only see two 
syllables beyond the ten, without any regard to the force 
and consistency of the piwsage. 

b The quarto reads, *' 1^ heaven ke tchoee me.** The 
quarto of 1630, " Why dott tkou echo met** There is a quiet 
expression of dread,— a solemn foreboding of eril— in the 
reading of the folio, which we give. 

e DelaUone. The quarto, (fenotesiMii*. The original word 
dikUiont is rejected bv the editors, because they accept it 
either in the sense of delofft, or dilatemenU. We have 
adopted Johnson's ingenious suggestion, that the diUUione 
of the folio was deUUione—wcx^ti accusations. Sir Hencjr 
Wotton uses dekUione in the same sense. 
292 



[ago. For Michael Casflio^ — 

I dare be sworn I think that he is honest. 

Oih, I think so too. 

lage. Men should be what they seem ; 

Or, those that be not 'would they mi^t seem 
none ! 

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

logo. Why then, I think Cassio 's an honest 
man. 

0th. Nay, yet there 's more in this : 
I prithee speak to me, as to thy tiiinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate; and give thy wcnrst of 

thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say, they are vik 

and false, — 
As where 's that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? — ^who has a breast so 

pure. 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in sessions ^ sit 
With meditations law^ ? 

0th. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, 
lago, 
If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st 

his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

lago. I do beseech you. 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my gues^ 
(As I confess it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses, and of my jealousy 
Shape faults that are not,) that your wisdom 
From one that so imperfectly conceits 
Would take no notice ; ^ nor build yourself a 

trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance : 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, and wisdom. 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Otk What dost thou mean B 



a The quarto, setHon, The reading of the folio, sessiens, 
has a parallel in that exquisite gem, the 30th Sonnet : — 
** When to the eeuione of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things psft.*' 
b The modem editors take the reading of the quarto : — 
" I do beseech you. 
Though I, perchance, am ricious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses ; and e/l my Jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not,—/ entreat yotf, tken^ 
From one that so imperfectly conjecU, 
You *d take no notice." 
They then enter into along discussion about abruptness, and 
obscurity, and regulation of the pointing, without taking 
the slightest notice of the perfectly clear reading of the 
folio, which we give without the alteratioR of a point or 
letter. 
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logo. Good name in man and woman, dear 
my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my purse steals trash; 'tis some- 
thing, nothing; 
'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to 

thousands ; 
Bat he that filches from me my good name. 
Hobs me of that which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 
0(h. ill know thy thoughts. 
lago. You cannot^ if my heart were in your 
hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 
0th. Ha ! 

Togo, 0, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 

It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on*.* That cuckold lives in 

bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 
Bat, 0, what damned minutes tells be o'er. 
Who dotes, yet doubts; suspects, yet fondly^ 
loves I 
Olh, misery ! 

logo. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich 
enough ; 
But riches, fineless,*' is as poor as winter. 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0th, Why! why is this? 

Tliink'st thou, I'd make a life of jealousy. 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions P. No : to be once in doubt. 
Is once to be resolv'd : Exchange me for a goat. 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate^ and blow'd surmises, 

a This passage has always been a stambl ing-block. Han- 
mer reads, and ICaloneand CoUIer adopt the reading,— 
«* It is the grecn-ey'd monster which doth makt 
llie meat it feeds on." 
The eommentators give ns five pages for and against mock, 
leaving the matter exactly where they found it. Moeke is 
the reading both of the first quarto and the Iblio. The 
quarto of 1630 has "a green-ey'd monster," which reading 
has not been noticed. One of the difficulties would be got 
over by adopting the indefinite article ; for then we should 
not bo called upon to agree with Steevens that a tiger wan 
meant, nor with Jennens that it wiis certainly a crocodile. 
A green-«y'd monster leaves us the licence of imagining that 
the poet had some chimera in his mind, to which he applied 
the epithet, green-ey'd. It has been suggested that Shak- 
tpere meant to say, that the meat mock'd the monster. 
Instead of the monster mocking the meat. (Explanations, 
frc., Edinburgh, 1814.) But the Inverted construction which 
this implies was quite uncalled for, and is not in Shak- 
spere's manner. We have no doubt that mock is the true 
word ; and that It may be explained, which doth play with,— 
half receive, half reject,— the meat it feeds on. Parmer 
suggested that it was used for mammoekt which appears not 
unlikely. 

^ Fondlf* The quarto, Hnngtif, 

o Finelaa—^nAle**. . ^, 

d Jixn^gUeut^'. Todd, In his edition of Johnson's Dic- 
tionvy, says that exiufflicate may M traced to the low 



Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me 

jealous. 
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, lovea com- 
pany. 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances;* 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 
I '11 see before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 
And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 
Away at once with love, or jealousy, 

lago. T am glad of this ; for now I shall have 
reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me :— I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eyes* thus,— not jealous, nor secure ; 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-bounty, be abus'd ; look to't : 
I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven sec the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands ; their best 

conscience 
Is not to leave undone, but keep unknown. 

0th. Dost thou say so P 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you; 
And when she seem'd to shake and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them most. 

0th, And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to, then; 

She that so young could give out such a seeming, 
To seel her father's eyes up, close as oak, 
He thought 't was witchcraft : — But I am much 

to blame ; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon, 
For too much loving you. 

0th. 1 am bound to thee for ever. 

lago. I see, this hath a little dash'd your spirits. 

0th. Not a jot, not a jot. 

lago. Trust me, I fear it has. 

I hope you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love:— But, I do see you are 

mov'd: — 
I am to pray you not to strain my speech. 

Latin exanffittrct to spit down upon, an ancient form of 
exorcising, and figuratively to spit out in abhocrence or 
contempt. ExngHcate may thus signify contemptible. 
Richardson, in his admirable Dictionary, somewhat dissents 
from this; considering the word "not improbably a mis- 
print for ex$vffiate, i.e. efflate or efiatedt puffed out, and. 
consequently, exaggerated, extravagant,— to which bhwed 
is added, not so much for the sake of a second epithet, with 
a new meaning, as of giving emphasis to the first." 

a Dances. The quarto adds, well— a weak addition, as we 
think. Mr. Collier says, " Southrrnc's ear was so sensible 
of the deficiency, that he added the word in manuscript in 
his copy of the folio, 1685." 

b Bget. The quarto, tpe. 
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To grosser issues, nor to larger rcacb. 
Than to suspicion. 

Oih. 1 will not. 

logo. Should you do so, my lord. 

My speech shall fall into such vile success* 
Which my thoughts aim'd not.*» Cassio's my 

worthy friend : — 
My lord, I see you are mov'd. 

Olh. No, not much mov'd : — 

T do not think but Desdemona 's honest. 

logo. Long live she so ! and long live you to 
think so ! 

0th. And yet, how nature erring from itsejf, — 

logo. Ay, there 's the point : — As, — ^to be bold 
with you, — 
Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree ; 
Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends : 
Foh ! one may smell in such a will most rank. 
Foul disproportions, thoughts unnatural, — 
But, pardon me ; I do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her : though I may fear. 
Her will,' recoiling to her better judgment. 
May fall to match you with her country forms. 
And, happily, repent. 

0th, Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe ; Leave me, lago. 

logo. My lord, I take my leave. [Going, 

0th. Why did I many ?— This honest crea- 
ture, doubtless. 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he 
unfolds. 

logo. My lord, I would I might entreat your 
honour 
To scan this thing no farther; leave it to 

time: 
Although 't is fit that Cassio have his place, 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 
Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile. 
You shdl by that perceive him and his means : 
Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that» In the mean tinie. 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 
(As worthy cause I have to fear I am,) 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

0th, Fear not my govemipent. 

logo. I once more take my leave. [Exit. 

0th. This fellow *s of exceeding honesty. 
And knows all qualities,** with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings: If I do prove her haggard. 



• 5ii«?###— tncctMlon— coimcquenoe. 

* The quarto, At mp thoughtt aim noi ot. 

c Quatitiet. So the qua no. Ti.e folio, guamtUie*. 
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Though thatii^ jesses were my dear beert- 

strings, 
I 'd whistle her off^ and let her down the wind. 
To prey at fortune.* Haply, for I am black ; 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have : Or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years ; — yet that 's not much ; — 
She 's gone ; I am abus'd ; and my relief 
Must be to loath her. O curse of marriage, 
Tliat we can call these delicate creatures ouis, 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon. 
Than keep a comer in the thing I love, 
For other's uses. Yet 'tis the plague of great 

ones; 
Prerogativ'd are they less than the base ; 
'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death; 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us. 
When we do quicken. Look, where she comes : ^ 

Enter Desdexoka and Emilia. 
If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself !* — 
rU not believe 't. 

Des. How now, my dear Othello ? 

Your ijinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 
0th. X ain tQ blame. 

Les. Why do you speak so faintly ?* 

Are you not well P 

0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 
Des. Why, that 's with watching ; *t will away 
again: 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

0th. Your napkin* is too little ; 

[Be puts the handkerchief from iim^ and 
it drops. 
Let it alone. Come, I 'U go in with you. 

• The images In thlt sentence are derived from falcflnry. 
Some doubtfi exiht whether the haggard was an unreclaimed 
hawk ; but there It no doubi that the old adjecilTe haggard 
means wild. The Jeues are the fbotstraps of a hawk. The 
remainder of the passage may be illustrated by a quotation 
trbm Dryden (AnHui MiruhiliM) ,— 

V Have you not seen, when tchUtUd from the flst, 
Some f^con stoops at what her eye design'd, 
And, with her e^lgeniess the quarry miss'd. 
Straight flies at check, and clips it down the wind." 
h The quarto, Desdemona comet. 
o This is the reading of the quarto. The folio refldt,^ 
«• If she be false, hearen mock'd itself! " 
6y the reading of the folio we may understand that, if 
Desdemona be false,— be not what she appears «<»,»».-- 
heaven at her creation, instead of giving an Image of itself, 
mocked itself.— gave a false image. The reading of the 
quarto Is more forcible and natural, 
d The quarto. Why it your speech so faint t 

• Napkin and handkerchief were synonymous. The 
expression was used as recently as the date of the Scotch 
proceedings in the Douglas cause, in which we find a iady 
described aa constaritly dressed in a hoop, with a large 
napkin on her breast. (Warner's • Plan of a Glossary to 
Shakspeare,' 1 76«. ) A pockct-handkMxhief is still a paekai- 
napkin in Scotland. 
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Ik$. I am very sorry that you are not well 

[Exeuni Oth. and Des. 

Emil, I am glad I have foimd this napkin ; 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
Mj wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it : but she so loves the token, 
(For he conjur'd her she should ever keep it,) 
That she reserves it evermore about her. 
To kiss, and talk to. I 'U have the work ta'en 

out,* 
And give 't lago ; what he wiU do with it 
Heaven knows, not I : 
I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago. 

loffo. How now ! what do you here alone ? 

Emit. Do not you ohide; I: have a- thing* for 
you. 

logo, A thing for me? — it is a- common 
things 

Emil. Ha ! 

Tago, To have a foolish Wife. 

Emil, 0, is that all ^ What* will you give me 
now 
For that same handkerchief P 

logo. What handkerchief P 

Emil. What handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid me steal 

Iago, Hast stolen it from her? 

Emil, No ; but she let it drop by negligence : 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took 't up. 
Look, here it is; 

logo, A> good wench ; give it me. 

Emil, What will you do with 't, that you have 
been so earnest' 
^o have me filch it f 

logo. Why, wlfcit's that to you ? 

[Snatehiffg it. 

EmiL If it be not for some purpose of import. 
Give 't me again : Poor lady K she 11 run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

Iago, Be not aoknown on 't :^ X have use for it. 
Go, leave me. [Exit Bmiua. 

I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin. 
And let bim find it : Trifles, light as air. 
Are to the jealous oonfirmations strong 



* BmlUa does not propose to obliterato the work, but to 
eon <*^ *v^*> *n<^ ^ lestore the original to Desdemona. 
lairo's abrupt address frightenv her tnm her purpose. That 
lA'ns out meant copied, We find in the subsequent soene, 
when Casslo sajs to Bianco, taJkowu OUs t9ork out . , , , 
rd havt U coiAod. . _ 

b The quarto reads— Br nol pm known oft. The more 
poetical word aeknown, is used in a similar manner in the 
• Ufe of Ariosto/ subjoined to Sir John Harrington's * Trans- 
lation.' 1607 :— " Some say he was married to her privUy. 
but durst, not be aeknomn of it." 



As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : 
Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons. 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 
But, with a little act upon the blood. 
Bum like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so* — 
Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor man* 

dragora,** 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow*dst yesterday. 

Enter Otheuxj. 
OtA. Ha t ha r false to me ? 

Iirgoi Why, how now, general? no more of 

that. 
Otk. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on 
the rack : — 
I swear, *t is better to be much abus'd. 
Than but to know 't a little. 
Iago, How now, my lord P 

OtA, What sense had I in° her stolen hours of 
lust? 
I saw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, fed well,^ was free 

and merry ; 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb*d, not wanting what is stolen, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'4 
at all. 
Iago. I am sorry to hear this. 
OtA. I had been happy, if the general campi^ 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
8o I had nothing known : ( ) now, for ever, 
Farewell the traoquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed" troops,* and the big warsj 



\Iiidmii 40' These words are simply used in the com- 
mon sense— /'««i<l to— I wot right. Iago has been deserib- 
ins the effects of ** dangerous conceits ; " and when he sees 
Othello approaching, with a perturbed demeanour, he ex- 
claims triumphantly. "I did toy «o— look where he comes." 
In the old copies, and in the modem also, the stage direction 
— Enter Otheltn — is placed before took where he comet i ve. 
have removed it to the close of lago's speech. 

b Mandragora. The mandrake was used by the ancienta 
as a powerftil opiate. So in « Antony and Cleopatra^^ 
Acti, Sc. TU-^ 



' Give me to drink mondragora^ 



That I may sleep out this great gap of ^ime 
My Antony is away." 

c In. The quarto of. Sente 0/ is the medf (n Qse of the 
term* knowledge of; tente in is the more proper and peeu- 
liarly Shaksperian use, whieh implies the impression upoi^ 
the senses, and not upon the understanding.- The diflTerenco 
is the same as between a tentible mant and a man teneible to 
ptUw. 

4 Fed well. The quarto haa not these words, and they 
are not found in some modem ediUons. Their rejection 
}yf the variorum editors can only be accounted for by 
the fact, that they would make noy sacrifice of sense or 

retry, and prefer the feebleat to the strongest expression, 
thev could prevent the intrusion of a line exceeding ten 
syllables. 
• TroefM. Tlie quarto, troop. 
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That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 
Farewell tbe neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife,* 
ITie royal banner ; and all quality, 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit. 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation *s gone ! 

logo. Is 't possible, my lord ? 

OIL Villain, be sure thou prove my love a 
whore; 
Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof ; 

{Taking him by the throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul. 
Thou had'st been better have been bom a dog 
Than answer my wak*d wrath. 
. logo. Is *t come to this ? 

Olh. Make me to see 't ; or, at the least, so 
prove it. 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 
To hang a doubt on : or woe upon thy life ! 

logo. My noble lord, — 

0th, If thou dost slander her, and torture me. 
Never pray more : abandon all remorse ; 
On horror^s head horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd. 
For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

lago. grace ! heaven forgive* me ! 

Are you a man P have you a soul, or sense ? — 
God be wi' you ; take mine office. — wretched 

fool. 
That lov'st** to make thine honesty a vice ! — 

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, 

world. 
To be direct and honest is not safe. 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence, 

I '11 love no friend, sith love breeds such offence. 

0th. Nay, stay : — ^Thou should'st be honest. 

logo, I should be wise ; for honesty 's a fool. 
And loses that it works for. 

0th. *By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not ; 
I'll have some proof: My name,^ that was as 
fresh 



. * Forgive. The quarto, deftnd. 

b Lov'st. The quarto, liv'tt, which the modern editors 
adopt. Surely the man that love* to carry hit honesty so far 
that it becomes a vice it what lago meant when he callt 
himself a fool. 

e This fine speech of Othello it only found in the folio. 

4 Mg name. In all modem editions, except Rowe't, this 
has been changed into her name. There is probably not a 
more fatal corruption of the meaning of the poet amongst the 
thousand corruptions for which his editors are answerable. 
It destroys the master-key to Othello's character. It is his 
intense feeling of honour that makes his wife's supposed fault 
so terrific to him. It is not that De»demona*B name is be- 
grimed and black, but thatAis owm name is degraded. 
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As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and bUck 
As mine own face. — If there be cords, or knives. 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
I '11 not endure it. — Would I were satisfied ! 

logo, I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 
I dp repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied ? 

Ofh, Would ? nay, and I wiD. 

lago. And may: But how? how satisfied, 
my lord P 
Would you the supervision* grossly gape on ? 
Behold her topp'd ! 

0th. Death and damnation ! O ! 

lago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think. 
To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then. 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster. 
More than their own ! What then P how then ? 
What shall I say P Where *s satisfaction P 
It is impossible yon should see this, 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys. 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say. 
If imputation, and strong circumstances. 
Which lead directly to the door of truth. 
Will give you satisfaction, you might ^ have *t. 

0th. Give me a living reason she 's disloyal. 

lago. I do not like the office : 
But, sith I am enter'd in this cause so far, 
Prick'd to 't by foolish honesty and love, 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 
And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul. 
That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs ; 
One of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say, — Sweet Desdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ! 
And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my 

hand. 
Cry, — O sweet creature ! then kiss me hard. 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots. 
That grew upon my lips; lay his leg o*er my 

thigh. 
And sigh, and kiss ; and then cry, — Cursed fate 
That gave thee to the Moor ! 

This one thought, here for the first time exhibited, pervades 
all the rest of the play ; and when we understand how the 
poison operates upon Othello's mind, we are quite prepared 
fUUy to believe him when he says, in conclusion, — 

" For nought I did in hate, but all in honour.** 
The thought that his own name is now tarnished drives 
him at once into a phrenzy. He has said, " I'll have tome 
proof f " but the moment that the idea of dishonour comes 
across his sensitive nature, be bursts into uncontrolled 
fury: — 

— •• If there be cords or hnives, 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
/ 'II not endure it." 
* Superoieion, The quarto, supertfieor, 
b Might. The quarto, man. 
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0th. O monstrous ! monstrous \ 

Iag<k Nay, this was but his dream. 

0th, But this denoted a foregone oonohision ; 
'T is a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

logo. And this may help to thicken other 
proofs. 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

0th, I '11 tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise ; yet we see nothing 
done; 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this, — 
Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand ? 

0th. I gave her such a one; 'twas my first 
gift. 

logo, I know not that : but such a hand- 
kerchief, 
(I am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

0th, Ifitbetliat,— 

Jago, K it be that or any, if 't was* her's. 
It speaks against her, with the other proofs. 

0th. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ; 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! 
Now do I see 'tis true. — ^Look here, lago ; 
All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven : 
'T is gone. — 

Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell ! * 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne. 
To tjrannous hate! swell, bosom, with thy 

fraught, 
For 'tis of aspick's tongues I 

lago. Yet, be content. 

0th. 0, blood, blood,*blood ! 

logo. Patience, I say ; your mind may 
change.' 

* // '< tea* net's. This Ib the reading of the second fiUe. 
The quarto and the first folio have, it wu Atfr**,— clearly an 
error. Malone correctert it to thai wat her'*. 

b From the hollow hell. The oommcntatora were aware 
that this was the reading of the folio, yet they adopted 
thg hollow cell, from the quarto. Warburton saw that 
koUfiw, as applied to cell, was " a poor unmeaning epithet ; " 
and be thoefore giyes us th' unhaUouf'd cell. Johnson, 
Steerens, and Malone rrjeeted the magnificent reading 
oi the hollow hell. Capell is the onlv one who bad the 
taste to adopt it. If the reading, from the hoUom htU, 
had failed^ to impress the comnientatora by its power, 
the ImitaUons of it by Milton ought to have readcred it 
sacred:— 



And 



*• He call'd so lond that tAX the hvllow deep 
Of AW/ resounded." 

** The universal host up sent 
A shout that tore heir* concave." 



But let us only mark the opposition of the two lines :— 
'* AH my fond love thus do I blow to hearen. 
Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell.** 
Surely this alone should have been enough to have secured 
us what Shakspere wrote, 
e The reading of the quarto is— 

" laoo. Pratft be content. 
0th. O, blood. lago, blood ! 

Ja^. Patience, I say ; your mhid, perhapr, mar change." 



0th. Never, lago.* Like to the Pontick sea. 
Whose icy current and compulsive course^ 
Ne'er keeps* retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pacf , 
Shall ne'er look bad:, ne'er ebb to humble 

love. 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. — ^Now^ by yen^ marble hea- 
ven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow [Kneeh, 
I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet. — 

[Kneels, 
Witness, you ever-burning lights above ! 
You elements that dip us round about ! 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, he^. 
To wrong'd Othdlo's service ! let him command, 
And to obey shaH be in me remorse, 
What bloody business ever* — 

0th, I greet thy lof e. 

Not with vain thanks, but with aeceptanee 

bounteous. 
And will upon the instant pirt thee to't : 
Within these three days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio 's not alive. 

Togo. My friend is dead ; 't is done, at your 
request : 
But let her live. 

0th. Damn her, lewd minx ! 0, damn her f 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw. 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant, 

lago, I am your own for ever. [Exeunt. 



■ The glorious passage from " Like to ike PonUck tea** to 
" ewallow them up," is not found in the quarto. Pope would 
also omit it, "as an unnatural excursion." Steevens sup- 
ports the proposed rejection in his characterisUo manner:— 
" Every reader will, 1 durst say, abide by Mr. Pope's cen- 
sure on this passage. When Shakspere jprew acquainted 
with such particulars of knowledge, he made a di'plag >/ 
them a* *oon a* opportwnit^ offered. He found this in the. 
second Book and 97th chapter of Pliny's ' Natural History,' 
as translated by Philemon Holland, 1601 :— * And the sea 
Pontus evermore floweth and runneth out into Propontis. 
but the sea never letiieth back again within Pontus.'" It 
is delightftil to see how Shakspere's knowledge impresses 
itself, even in technicalities, upon practical men whose minds 
are not clouded by the low pedantry of suoh critics as 
Steevens. A gentleman who writes to us as " a saflor," begs 
us to notice this passage as exhibiting a proof of the poet's 
knowledge "of the continual flow of the tide through the 
Out of Gibraltar." 

b Kee,>t. Pope changed this to feeU, The repetition^ of 
the word ke?p* would not be objectionable if in the first 
instance it gave us a clear meaning — the same meaning as 
in the second instance ; but it is not so. And yet fed* does 
not seem to be the right word. 

c The quarto, " What bloody work eoever.** In both texts 
it is quite clear that Othello interrupu the conclusion of 
lago's speech. At the moment when he has said that obe* 
dience to Othello shall stand in the place of remorse (roercY) 
—"What bloody business ever" (iithellomav command), 
Othello, Jumping at his meaning, at once sets him upon tho 
murder of Cassio. 
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SCENE IV. —The tame. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Det, Do you know, sirrah, where lientenant 
Cassio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not saj he lies any where. 

Les. Why, man ? 

Clo. He is a soldier; and for me to say a 
soldier lies't is stabbing, 

Des, Go to *t. Where lodges he P 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges is to tell you 
where I lie. 

I)ef, Can any thing be made of this P 

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me 
to devise a lodging, and say he lies here, or he 
lies there, were to lie in mine own throat. 

Des. Can you inquire him out^ and be edi&ed 
by report P 

Clo, I will catechize the world for him ; that 
is, make questions, and by them answer. 

Des. Seek him, bid him coma hither; tell 
him, I have moved my lord on his bebalfi and 
hope all will be well. 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man's 
wit; and therefore I will attempt the doing it. 

[ExiL 

De$. Where should I lose the handkerchief| 
Emilia P 

Emil. I know not, madam. 

Lei. Believe me, I had rather have lost my 
purse 
Full of cruzadoes.^ And> buc my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
As jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking* 

Emil. Is he not jealous P 

Des, Who, he? I think the sun, where he 
was bom. 
Drew all such humours from him. 

Emil. Look where he comes. 

Des. I will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call'd to him.— How is 't with you, my lordP 

Enter Othello. 

OlA. Well, my good lady ;— [^«Vfc.] O, hard- 
ness, to dissemble !— 
How do you, Dcsdemona P 
Des. Well, my good lord. 

Olh. Give me your hand : This hand is moist, 

my lady. 
JJes. It yet has felt no age, nor known no 

sorrow. 
Oik, This argaes fruitfulness, and liberal 
heart; 
Hot, hot, and moist : This hand of yours requires 
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A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 
Much castigation, exerdse devout ; 
For here 's a young and sweating devil here. 
That commoidy rebeb. 'T is a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Des. You may, indeed, say so ; 

For 't was that hand that gave away my heart 

OIL A liberal hand : The hearts of old gave 
hands : 
But our new heraldry is — ^hands, not hearts^ 

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now» your 
promise. 

OlA. What promise, chuck ? 

Des. I haye sent to bid Cassio come speak 
with you. 

OIL I have a salt and sony* rheum offimids 
me; 
Lend pie thy handkerchief. 

Des, Here, my lord. 

Oik. That which I gave you. 

Des. I have it not about me. 

Oik. Not P 

Des. No^ indeed, my lord. 

Oik. That is a fault I 

That handkerchief* 
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 
She was a charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she 

kept it, 
'T would make her amiable, and subdue my 

father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it. 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly,^ and his spirits should 

hunt 
After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 
To give it her. I did so : and take heed on 't. 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 
To lose 't or give 't away, were such perdition 
As nothmg else could match. 

Des. Is 't possible P 

Oik, 'Tis true : There 's magic in the web of it: 
4 sibyl, that bad numbered in the world 
The sun to course ^ two hundred compasses. 
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work : 
The worms were hallowed that did breed the silk ; 
And it was d/d in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserved of maidens' hearts. 

Des, Indeed! is 't true P 

Oik. Most veritable ; therefore look to 't well 

Des. Then 'would to heaven that 1 had never 
seen it. 

^ Sifrry. The quarto, tnllen. 

b Loathly. So the quarto. The folio, loathtd. 

c Count. The quarto. moJ-a. 
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0th, Ha! wherefore? 

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ? 

Olh. Is 't lost ? is 't gone ? speak, is 't out of 
the way P 

Let. Bless us ! 

Oih. Say you? 

Dei. It is not lost : But what and if it were ? 

Oih, How? 

Des. I say, it is not lost. 

0th. Fetch *t, let me see it. 

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now ; 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit ; 
Pray you, let Cassio be receiv*d again. 

0th. Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind 
misgives. 

Det, Ck)me, come ; 
You *11 never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th. The handkerchief.— 

De9, [I pray, talk mc of Cassio. 

OtL The handkerchief,—]' 

Des. A man that, all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love, 
Shar'd dangers with you ; — 

0th. The handkerchief,— 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

0th. Away! [JEriV Othello. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 

Des. I ne'er saw this before. 
Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief; 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emit. 'T is not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. Look you! Cassio, and my 
husband. 

Enter Iaoo and Cassio. 
Iftgo. There is no other way; 'tis she must 
do't; 
And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her. 
Des, How now, good Cassio P what *s the news 

with you? 
Cos. Madam, my former suit: I do beseech 
you, 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love. 
Whom I, with all the office^ of my heart. 
Entirely honour ; I would not be delay'd : 
If my offence be of such mortal kind. 
That nor my* service past, nor present sorrows. 
Nor purposed merit in futurity 
Can ransom me into his love again. 
But to know so must be my benefit ; 

* The lines in bracketo »re in the quarto onljr. 
b CMTce. The quarto, riviy. 
c Nor my. The quai to, luUher. 



So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content. 
And shut' myself up in some other oourse. 
To fortune's sdms. 

Des. Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him. 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd. 
So help me every spirit sanctified. 
As I have spoken for you all my best. 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure. 
For my free speech! You must a while be 

patient : 
What I can do I will ; and more I will. 
Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

logo. Is my lord angry ? 

Emit. He went hence but now. 

And, certainly, in strange nnquietness. 

logo. Can he be angry? I have seen the 
cannon. 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air ; 
And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff'd his own brother ; — And can he be angry? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him ; 
There 's matter in 't indeed, if he be angry. 

Des. I prithee, do so. — Something, sure, of 
state, \_Exit Iago. 

Either from Venice ; or some nnhatch'd practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him. 
Hath puddled hid clear spirit : and, in such cases. 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior thmgs, 
Though great ones are their object. 'T is even so ; 
For let our finger ache, and it indues 
Our other healthful members ev'n to a sense^ 
Of pain : Nay, we must think men are not gods , 
Nor of them look for such observancy 
As fits the bridal. — Beshrew me much, Emilia, 
I was (unhandsome warrior as I am ^) 
Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 
But now I find I had subom'd the witness. 
And he's indicted falsely. 

Emit. 'Swi^f heaven it be state matters, as you 
think; 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy. 
Concerning you. 

Des. Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause. 

Emit. But jealous souls will not be answered so; 
They are not ever jealous for the cause, . 
But jealous for they 're jealous : It is a monster. 
Begot upon itself, bom on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep the monster from Othello s 
mind! 

Emit. Lady, amen. 



a Shut. The quarto, $koot, 

t> A »en»: The quarto, that ttnat. 

c See Note on Act ti.. Scene i. 
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Des. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk here- 
abont: 
If I do find him fit, I *11 move your suit, 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 
Cos, I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[ExeuiU Desdekona and Emilia. 

Enter Bunca. 

Bian, Save yon, friend Cassio ! 

Cm. What make yon from home ? 

•How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
Indeed, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

Bian, And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What ! keep a week away P seven days and nights ? 
Eight score eight honrs P and bvcrs' absent hours. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

weary reckoning ! 

Cax, Pardon me, Bianca ; 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been 

press'd ; 
But I shall, in a more continuate^ time. 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 
[Giving her Desdemona's handkerchief. 
Take me this work out.^ 

Bian, O, Cassio, whence came this P 

This is some token from a newer friend. 



■ Continuate. The quarto, eontenient. 
is time uninterrnpted. 
i> See Note on Scene in. cf thi« act. 



Continuate time, 



To the felt absence now I feel a cause. 
Is 't come to this P Well, well. 

Cos. Go to, woman ! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth. 
From whence yon have them. Yon are jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, some remem- 
brance: 
No, in good troth, Bianca. ^ 

Bian, Why, whose is it ? 

Ca^, I know not, neither :* 1 found it in my 
chamber. 
I like the work well : ere it be demanded, 
(As like enough it will,) I'd have it copied : 
Take it, and do 't ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave yon ! wherefore ? 

Cos 1 do attend here on the general ; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish. 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Bian. Why, I pray you ? 

Cos. Not that I love yon not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 
And say, if I shall see yon soon at night. 

Cos. 'T is but a little way that I can bring you. 
For I attend here : but I 'U see yon soon. 

Bian. 'Tis very good: I mnst be circum- 
stanc'd.^ [Ejeeunt 

* Neither The quarto, sweet. 

b I mutt be ctrcutfutanc'd. I mutt yield to clrcumttancct. 
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' Scene III. — " The spirit-attrring di'um, the ear- 
piercing fife" 

Warton saya that the fife acoompanyiDg the 
drum is of considerable antiquity in the European 
armies, particularly in the German. There is a 
picture in the Ashmolean Museum^ painted in 
1525, representing the siege of Pavia, in which we 
see fifes and drums ; and, in a journal of the siege 
of Boulogne^ 1544, which is printed in Kymei^s 
' Foddera,' mention is made of drutnmes and vifflew'8 
marching at the head of the king's army. At a 
subsequent period, however, the fife was disused in 
the English armies ; and was first revived, within 
the memory of man, says Warton, among our troops 
by the British guards, by order of the Duke of 
Cumberland, when they were encamped at Maes- 
tricht, in 1747. Amongst the French regiments 
the fife is not found; and those who have wit- 
nessed this peculiarity must have observed howdull, 
and monotonous, and \xn-8pirit-itirriaig is the drum 
without its sar-piercirtg companion. The fife is so 
completely unknown to the French in the present 
day, that M. Alfred de Vigny, in his translation of 
this passage of Othello, gives us only thd drum :— 
'* Adieu, beaux bataillons aux panaches ^o^tants; 
Adieu, guerre, adieu, tol dont les jeux ^latanta 
Font de I'anibition une vertu sublime I 
Adieu done, le coursier que la troinpette anime, 
£t ses hennissements et les bruits du tambour, 
L'itendard qu'on diploic aveo des crfs d'amour ! " 

« Scene IV.— " / had rather have loft my 

purte 
Full of cruzadoeg" 

The cruzado was a Portugese coin, 8o called 
from the oross being stamped on it. Douce says 
that it was of gold, of the value of 9«. English ; 
and that the sovoreigns who struck this coin were 
Emanuel and his son Jphn. Douce adds, that ** the 
cruzado was not current at Venice, though it cer- 
tainly was in England in the time of Shakspere, who 
has here indulged his usual practice of departing 
from costume." It would have been an exceedingly 
difficult thing for any antiquary of the last genera- 
tion not to have indulged his usual practice of 
girding at Shakspere, for some supposed violation 
of propriety. In this case, we would ask, how could 
the cruzado be current in England, except as an in- 
strument of commercial exchange ; and how could 
the same instrument of exchange be kept out of 
Venice, whose foreign trade at that period was much 
greater than that of England f 

» Scene IV.— " The hearts of old gave hands ; 
Bat our new heraldry is— hands, not hearts.** 
James I., in 1611, created the order of baronets ; 
and, in 1612, to ampliate his favour towards the 
baronets, he granted them, by a second patent, 
" the arms of Ulster, that is, in a field argent, a 



hand geules, or a hloudie hand** Spenser tells us, 
in his * State of Ireland,' that '* the bloody hand is 
O'STeel's badge." This was a notable device of 
James to raise money, for the alleged purpose of 
settling and improving the province of Ulster ; and 
the sum of money paid for the patent upon each 
creation was 1095^, estimated as equivalent to the 
support of thirty infantry for three years. War- 
burton, with these fects befoi*e him, says, " "We are 
not to doubt but that this was the new heraldry 
alluded to by our author, by which he insinuates 
that some then created had hands indeed, but not 
hearts ; that is, money to pay for the creation, but 
BO virtue to purchase the honour." Johnson and 
Douce believe in the interpretation of Warburton. 
Steevene and Malone are opposed to it. In his 
* Chi-onology ' of the plays, Malone gives a passage 
from the ' Essays ' oi Sir William Comwallis, 1601, 
which certainly has a considerable resemblance to 
the passage in the text : — " We of these later times, 
full of a nice curiosity, mislike all the performances 
of our forgathers ; we say they were honest plain 
men, but they want the capering wits of this ripe 
age. . . They had wont to give their hands and 
their hearts together ; but we think it a finer grace 
to look asquint, our hand looking one way, and our 
heart another." One thing is perfectly certain : — 
if the passage be an allusion to the new heraldry of 
the baronets' arms, it must have been an interpola- 
tion at least ten years after the first production of 
the playi for we know that Othello was performed 
before Elizabeth, in 1602. If, too, it were an inter- 
polation, it must have displaced some other pas- 
sage ; for if we omit these two lines the context is 
destroyed. We do not think that Shakspere would 
have gone out of his way to introduce a Covert sar- 
casm at a passing event, offensive as it must have 
been if understood, and perfectly tiseless if not un- 
derstood. The obvious meaning of the words, 
without any allusion, is plain enough ; and our new 
heraldry, if it be any more than a figurative express 
sion, may be easily referred to the practice of quar- 
tering or joining the arms of the husband and wifa 

* Scene IV.—" That handkerchief." 

The description of Uus tremendous handkerchief 
'in the original Italian novel is, "lavorato alia 
morisco sottilissimamente." Mrs. Jameson thus 
explains this: — :" Which, being interpreted into 
modern English, means, I b^eve, nothing more than 
that the pattern was what we now call arabesque" 
Shakspere has expand^ this into one of the finest 
poeti(^ passages in the play, in which the Moor 
crowds together some of the prevailing supersti- 
tions of his nation, for the purpose of disturbing the 
imagination of Desdemona, and thus, as he sup- 
poses, arriving at the truth through the influence 
of terror. This was a fatal mistake ; for she loses 
her balance, and evades the question. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE \.— Before the Cattle, 
Enter Othello and Iago. 



Jago Will you think so ? 

0th. Think 80, Iago? 

Iago. What, 

To kiss in private P 

0th. An unauthorized kiss ? 

logo. Or to be naked with her friend in bed, 
An hour, or more, not meaning any harm P 

0th, Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean harm ? 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 
'i'hey that mean virtaously, and yet do so. 
The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 
heaven. 

Iago. If they do nothing, 't is a venial slip : 
But if T give my wife a handkerchief, — 

0th. What then P 

Iago. Why then 'tis hers, my lord; and, be- 
ing hers. 
She may, I think, bestow 't on any man. 

0th. She is protectress of her honour too ; 
May she give tliat P 
S02 



Iago. Her honour is an essence that 's not seen ; 
They have it very oft that have it not : 
But, for the handkerchief, — 

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have 
forgot it : — 
ITiou said'st, — 0, it comes o'er my memory. 
As doth the raven o'er the infectious* house, 
Boding to all, — he had my handkerchief. 

Iago. Ay, what of that P 

0th. That *s not so good, now. 

Iago. What, if I had said I had seen him do 
you wrong P 
Or heard him say, (as knaves be such abroad, 
Who, having by their own importunate suit, 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress. 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab,) — 

0th. Hath he said any thing P 

Iago. He hath, my lord; but be you well 
assur*d. 
No more than he '11 unswear. 

0th. What hath he said P 

* Jnftctioua The quarto, infeelsd 
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logo. Why, ihat he did, — I know not what he 
did. 

Otk. What? what? 

logo. Lie — 

0th, With her? 

logo. With her ; — on her \ — arhat you wiU. 

Olh, Lie with her ! lie on her ! — We say, lie 
on iier, when they belie l^t; Lie with her! 
that *s fulsome. — ^UandkerchiBf, — oonfessions, — 
handkerchief. — To confess, and be hanged for 
his labour. — First, to be hanged, and then to 
confess: — I tremble at it. Nature would not 
invest herself in such shadowing passion, without 
some instruction.* It is not words that shake 
roe thus : — Pish ! — ^Noses, ears, and lips :— Is *t 
possible P— Confess I—Handkerchief !—0 devil ! 
\¥alls^ in a tranced 

logo. Work on. 
My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are 

caught; 
And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus, 
All guiltless meet reproach. — What, ho I my 
lord! 

Enter Cassio. 

My lord, I say ! Othello I— How ^ow, Cassio P 

Coi. What is the matter P 

logo, "iiy lord is fallen into an epilepsy ; 
This is his second fit ; he bad one yesterday. 

Cos, Kub him about the temples. 

lago. [No, forbear:*] 

The lethargy must have his quiet course : 
If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by. 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while. 
He will recover straight : when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. — 

[Exit Cassio. 
How is it, general P have you ];iot hurt your 
head? 

OtA. Dost thou mock me P 

* tmtmclion, Warburton would read {iMfvr^iM. Johnson 
that explains inttructUm ;— ** There has always prevailed in 
the world an opinion, that when any sreat calamity happens 
at a disUnce, notice is given of it to the suflTerer by somede- 

eetion or perturbation of mind, of which he discovers no 
txtemal cause. This is ascribed to that fteneral communica- 
tion of one part of the universe with another which is called 
•rmpathy and antipathy ; or to the secret monition, imtrue- 
UoMt and influenee of a superior ffeingt which superintends 
the order of nature and of life. Othello says, * Nature could 
not invest herself in such shadowing passion without instme- 
Hon.' • It is not words that shake me thus.' This passion, 
which spreads its clouds over me, is the effect of someagency 
more than the operation of words ; it is one of those notices 
which men have of unseen calamities." Instead of thadutc- 
ing poisioH, Mr. Collier, upon the authority of his prosaic 
Corrector, would reed tkudderingptutivn. 

b The stage direction of the folio is, falts in o trance. We 
have altered the punctuation to express, what no doubt waa 
meant, that Othello actuallv falls The direction of the first 

2aartu is, he falls down, lago's statement to ChssIo, My lord 
f JtUUn into on tpUeptg* Is not meant for a fhlsehood. 

• The words In brackeu are not in the fidlo. 



lago, I mock you P no, by heajen : 

'Would you would bear your fortune * like a man. 

0th. A homed man's a monster, and a beast 

lago. There 's many a beast then in a popu- 
lous city. 
And many a civil monster. 

0th. Did he confess it P 

logo. Good sir, be a man ; 

Thiii, every bearded fellow that 's but yok'd 
May draw with you : there 's millions now alive 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds, 
WMoh they dare swear peculiar; your case is 

better. 
O, *t is the spite of heU, the fiend's arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch. 
And to suppose her cbast-e ! No, let me know; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what she 
shall be. 

0th. O, thou art wise ; 't is certain. 

lago. Stand you awhile apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list.** 
Whibt you were here, overwhelmed ' with your 

grief, 
(A passion most unsuiting ' such a man,) 
Cassio came hither ; I shifted him away. 
And laid good 'sense upon your ecstasy ; 
Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 
The which he promised. Do but encave your- 
self, 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable 

scorns. 
That dwell in eveiy region of hb face ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, — 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
^e bath, and is again to cope your wife ; 
I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ; 
Or I shall say, you are all in all in spleen. 
And nothing of a man. 

0th. Dost thou hear, lago P 

I will be found most cunning in my patience; 
But (dost thou hear ?) most bloody. 

lago. That 's not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in dl. Will you withdraw P 
[Othello mthdratos, 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca» 
A housewife, t^at by selling her desires 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature 
That dotes on Cassio, — as 't is the strumpefft 
plague. 



a Fortune, The quarto, fortunet. 

*» LUi. Bound, Carrier, -as In Henry V., ActT..8c. ii. :— 
** Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confln'd within the weak 
list of a country's fashion." 

« Overwhelmed. The quarto, ere-while mad. This Is one 
evidence, amongst many, that both the texts wen; printed 
ttom a Tnanuscript. 

' UneuUing. 8o the quarto. The folio, reeuUing. 
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To beguile many, aud be beguil'd by one ; — 
He, when be hewcs of her, cannot refrain 
From the eioess of laughter : — ^Hcre he comes : — 

Re-enter CASSia 
As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 
And his unbookish jealoosy mnst construe * 
Poor Cassio*s smiles, gestures, and light be- 
haviour. 
Quite in the wrong. — How do you now, lieu- 
tenant? 
(k$. The worser, that you give me the ad- 
dition. 
Whose want even kills me. 
logo. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure 
on't. 
Now, if this suit lay m Bianca s power,^ 

[Speaking lotcer. 
How quickly should you speed ? 

Cos. Alas, poor caitiff ! 

01 A. Look, how he laughs already ! [Jside, 
logo, I never knew woman love man so. 
Cos. Alas, poor rogue! I think indeed she 

loves me. 
OiL Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it 
out. IMide. 

logo. Do you hear, Cassio ? 
OiA. Now he importunes him 

To tell it o'er : Go to ; well said^ well said. 

[Aside, 
logo. She gives it out, that you shall marry 
her: 
Do you intend it P 

Cos, Ha, ha, ha! 

Olh, Do you triumph, Eoman? do you tri- 
umph ? [Aside. 
Cos, I marry! — what? a customer! Prithee 
bear some charity to my wit ; do not think it so 
unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Oik. So, so, so, so : They laugh that win. 

[Aside, 
lago. Why, the cry goes, that you many her. 
Cos, Prithee, say true. 
lago. I am a very villain else. 
OiA. Have you scored me ? Well. [Aside. 
Cos. This is the monkey's own giving out : 
she is persuaded I will marry her, out of her 
own love and flattery, not out of my promise. 



* Corutnu. There it an obrioua aMoclation between the 
epithet unbookUh, and eonttrue. The folio, however, reads 
eofuerve. The quarto has coiu4«r; which satisflee us that eon- 
«/r«« is the riffht reading, the word con$ter being used in this 
sense in Sir Thomas WyaU's poems :— 

*' ConsUr what this is, and tel not, 
For I am fast swome I may not." 

The little poem of Wyatt's is a riddle to be eomiler'd. 
b P9wer In the quarto ; the folio has dowir, 
8Q4 



Oik. Ligo beckcms me; now he begins the 
story. [Aside.. 

Cas. She was here eyen now; she haants me 
in every place. I was, the other day, talking on 
the sea-bank with certain Venetians ; and thither 
comes the bauble, and falls me thus * abont my 
neck; — 

OlA. Crying, O dear Cassio ! as it were: his 
gesture imports it [Aside. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon Die ; 
so shines *> and pulls me : ha, ha, ha ! — 

Oik. Now he tells how she plucked him to 
my chamber: O, I see that nose of yours, but 
not that dog I shaU throw it to. [Asitk. 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

logo. Before me ! look« where she comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Cas. 'T is «uch another fitchew ! marry, a per- 
fumed one. — ^What do you mean by this haunt- 
ing of me P 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt yon ! 
What did you meani)y that same handkerchief 
you gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to take 
it. I must take out the work ! *— A likely piece 
of work that you should find it in your chambet; 
and know not who left it there! This is some 
minx's token, and I must take out the work ! 
There,— give it your hobby horse : wheresoever 
you had it I 'U take out no work on 't. 

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ? how now, 
how now? 

Otk. By heaven, that should be my handker- 
chief ! [Aside. 

Bian. If you *11 oome to supper to-night yon 
may ; if you will not, come when you are next 
prepared for. . [Exit, 

logo. After her, after her. 

Cas. I must; she '11 rail in the streets else. 

lago. Will you sup there P 

Cas. Yes, I intend so. 

lago. Well, I may ohanoe to see you ; for I 
would very fain speak with you. 

Cas. Prithee, come : Will youP 

lago. Go to ; say no more. [Exit CASSia 

Otk. How shall I mnrther him, lagoP 

lago. Did you perceive how he kughed at 
his vice? 

Otk. 0, lago! 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief P 

Otk. Was that mine ? 

lago. Yours, by this hand ; and to see how he 



The quarto, by tkU kand,»ke/alU tkut, 
k Shaket. The quarto, hales. 
e The qusiio—the tchoU work. 
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prizes the foolish woman, your wife ! she gave it 
him, and he hath given it his whore. 

0th. I would have him nine years a killing : — 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman ! 

logo. Nay, you must forget that. 
Oih, Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be 
damned to-night ; for she shall not live : No, my 
heart is turned to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts 
my hand. O, the world hath not a sweeter 
creature : she might lie by an emperor's side, 
and command him tasks. 

Jiiffo, Nay, that *s not your way. 

0th, Hang her ! I do but say what she is : — 
So delicate with her needle! — ^An admirable 
musician ! 0, she wiU sing the savageness out of 
a bear » — Of so high and plenteous wit and in- 
vention ! 

logo. She 's the worse for all this. 

0th, O, a thousand, a thousand times :^And 
then, of so gentle a condition ! 

lago, Aj, too gentle. 

0th. Nay, that 's certain : But yet the pity of 
it, lago I— O, lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

logo. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give 
her patent to offend; for, if it touch not you it 
comes near nobody. 

0th, I will chop her into messes -.—Cuckold 
me! 

lifgo, O, 't is foul in her. 

0th, With mine officer ! 

lago. That 's fouler. 

0th, Qet me some poison, lago ; this night : 
— ^I'U not expostulate with her, lest her body 
and beauty nnprovide my mind again: — ^this 
night, lago. 

logo. Do it not with poison ; strangle her in 
her bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th, Good, good : the justice of it pleases ; 
very good. 

logo. And, for Gassio, — ^let me be his under- 
taker: 
Tou shall hear more by midnight. 

\_A trumpet within, 

0th. Excellent good.— What trumpet is that 
same? 

lago, I warrant, something from Yenice. 
'T is Lodovico. This comes from the duke ;* 
See, your wife 's with him. 

Enter LoDOYioo^ DfiSDEMONA, and Attendants. 
Lod, 'Save you, worthy general I 
0th. With all my heart, sir. 



• The qnarto roadt that :— 

** Somethlnf flrom Venice, ttin. T is Lodorko, 
Come from the duke." 



TsAQBOuea.— Vol. jL X 



Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet 
you. [^Oivet him a packet, 

0th. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 
[Opens the packet and reads, 

Les. And what's the news^ good oousin 
Lodovico? 

lago, I am very glad to see you, signior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod, I thank you : ho^ does lieutenant Gassio P 

lago. Lives, sir. 

Bes, Cousin, there's fiillen between him and 
my lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all welL 

Oth. Are you sure of that P 

Des, My lord? 

Oth. This fail you not to do, as you will^ 

[Reads. 

Lod. He did not call : he 's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt my lord^ and Cassio P 

Des, A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

Oth, Fire and brimstone ! 

Des, My lord P 

Oth. Are you wise P 

Des, What, is he angry P 

Lod, IAaj be, the letter mov'd him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home. 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. Trust me, I am glad on 't. 

Oth. LideedP 

Des. My lord? 

Oth. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. Why, sweet Othello P 

Oth, Devil ! [Striking her. 

Des. I have not deserv'd this. 

Lod, My lord, this would not be believ'd in 
Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw 't : 'T is very much; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

Oth, devil, devil ! 

If that the earth could teem with woman 's tears. 
Each drop she falls ^ would prove a crocodile : — 
Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend you. 

[Going, 

Lod, Truly, an obedient lady :— 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

Oth, Mistress— 

Des. My lord ? 

Oth. What would you with her, sir? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord? 

Oth. Ay; you did wish that I would make 
her turn ; 



* Mp lord. The quarto, tty Urd. 
b PMi, used as a Terb active. 
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Sir, she can tarn, and tarn, and yet go on. 
And torn agam ; and she can weep, sir, weep ; 
And she 'a obedient, as you say,— obedient, — 
Very obedient : — ^Proceed you in your tears. — 
Concerning this, sir, — well-painted passion ! 
I am commanded home : — Get you away ; 
I *11 send for you anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice ; — Hence, avaunt ! 

lExii Desdemona. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, — sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may sup together. 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.— Goats and 
monkeys ! lExit. 

Lod, Is this the noble Moor whom our full 
senate 
Call all-in-all sufficient ?— Is this the nature* 
Whom passion could not shake? whose solid 

virtue 
The shot of acpident, nor dart of chance. 
Could neither graze, nor pierce P 
logo. He is much chang'd. 

Lod, Are his wits safeP is he not light of 

brain? 
logo. He is that he is ; I may not breathe my 
censure. 
What he might "be, — if, what he might, he is 

not, — 
I would to heaven, he were. 
Lod, ' What, strike his wife ! 

Togo, Taith, that was not so well ; Yet 'would 
I knew 
That stroke would prove the worst. 

Lod, Is it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood. 
And new-create his fault ? 

logo. Alas, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me, to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe 

him; 
And his own courses will denote him so. 
That I may save my speech : Do but go after. 
And mark how he continues. 
Lod. I am sorry that I am deceiv'd in him. 

SCENE IL— ^ Boom in the Castle, 

Enter Othello and Eicilia. 

0th. You have seen nothing then ? 

Emit, Nor ever heard ; nor ever did suspect. 

0th, Yes, you have seen Cassio and she to- 
gether. 

EmiL But then I saw no harm: and tnen I 
heard 

• The quarto— Zr tkU the nohU maimre, 
J^06 



Each syllable that breath made up between 
them. 

0th, What, did they never whisper ? 

Emit. Never, my lord. 

0th. Nor send you out o' the way P 

Emit, NcvCT. 

0th. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, 
nor nothing P 

Emit, Never, my lord. 

0th. That 's strange. 

Emit, I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think oiher. 
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch have put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true. 
There 's no man happy ; the purest of their wives* 
Is foul as slander. 

0th. Bid her come hither : — go. — 

[Exit Emilia. 
She says enough ; — yet she 's a simple bawd 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle 

whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villainous secrets : 
And yet she '11 kneel, and pray ; I have seen her 
do't. 

Re-enter Emilia, with Desdemona. 

Les, My lord, what is your will P 

0th, Pray you, chuck, come hither 

Des. What is your pleasure P 

0th. Let me see your eyes ; 

Look in my face. 

Iks. What horrible fancy 's this ? 

0th. Some of your function, mistress ; 

[To Emilu. 
Leave procreants alone, and shut the door ; 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come ; 
Your mystery, your mystery ; — nay, despatch. 

\_Exit Emilia. 

Dee. Upon my knee what doth your speech 
import? 
I understand a fury in your words, 
[But not the words.^] 

0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Des. Your wife, my lord; your true and loyal 
wife. 

OtL Come, swear it, damn thyself; 
Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils them- 



therefore be double- 



Should fear to seize thee : 

damn'd, 
Swear — thou art honest. 



* The quarto— o/ ker teg. 

k Tbe pMsage in brackets is not in the folio. 
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Det, Heaven doth truly know it. 

0th. Heaven troly knows that thou art false 
as helL 

Des, To whom, my lord? with whom? How 
am I false ? 

Olh, Ah Desdemon ! — away ! away ! away ! 

Des, AJas, the heavy day! — ^Why do you 
weep? 
Am I the motive* of these tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back. 
Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost 

him, 
I have lost him too. 

0th, Had it pleas'd heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd 
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare head ; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
I should have found in some place ^ of my soul 
A drop of patience : but, alas ! to make me 
The fixed figure fdf the time of scorn 
To point his slow and moving fiuger at,° — 



* Motive* The quarto, oceaHon. 
b Place. The quarto, part. 

• Iji thifl pasaage the quarto reads, a JUeed Jifire, instead 
of the fixed Jtgure, and unmoringt instead of and moving, 
Howe altered time to hand. The commentators say that 
Othello takes his idea ftrom a clock ; and they support this 
opinion, as well as the epithet unmovinfft hy these tines from 
the 104lh Sonnet :— 

** Ah I yet doth beanty like a dial-hand 
Steal from hia fi}nire, and no pace perceiv'd." 
They say, too, that the finger of the dial was a technical 
phrase, as is seen in a passage of one of Davenant's plavs. 
The figure meant in the Sonnet was simply the Arabic 
numeral from which the dial-hand went on to distant 
/iguree. Steevens thus paraphrases the text :— " To make 
me a fixed figure on the diti of <he world, for the hour 
of scorn to point and make a ftiU stop at; " and then 
he adds, "In the clocks of the last age there waa. I think, 
in the middle of the dial-plate a figure of time, which, I be- 
lieve, waa in our poet's thoughts when he wrote the passage 
in the text." There certainly is a most extraordinary eon- 
fbsion here; for, if the figure be in the middle, the dial-hand 
points from it, and not at it, and there is nothing more re- 
markable in one numeral of a clock U>en in another. But 
why are we to hare the notion of a clock at all ! There is 
nothing whaterer in the passage to warrant us in believing 
that the poet meant such a metaphor. By the fixed fitfure we 
undertand, literally, a living man exposed to public shame ; 
or, an efllgy exhibited to a multitude, as Butler has it :— 

'* To punish in ^gie criminals." 
By the time we receive the same idea as in Hamlet :^ 

'* For who would bear the whips and scorns otlimef " 
Time is by Hamlet distinctly used to express the timee, the 
age; and it is used in the same way by Ben Jonson. 
** O how I hate the monstrousness of time/'* 
In the passage before us, then, the time of scorn is the age of 
eeom. Mr. Hunter proposed ~ 

" The fixed figure of the time for scorn 
To point his slow and moving finger at." 
This simple transposition removes the obscurity. But, in 
this revision of the Pictorial Shakspere, another transposition 
has suggested itself to the Editor :— 

** The fixed figure for the «eons of time 
To point his slow and moving finger at.'* 
As Hamlet has *' scorns oftiate,**-hf which he means con- 
temporary soom, the ides is repeated in Othello, where the 
word seom is printed with a ei4>ital letter, and time with a 

X 2 



Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 
But there, where I have gamer'd up my heart ; 
Where either I must live, or bear no life ; 
The fountain from the which my current runs. 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence ! 
Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in! turn thy complexion 

there. 
Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubin ! 
Ay, there, look grim as hell ! * 

Iks. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest 

0th, 0, ay; as summer flies are in the 
shambles. 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet. 
That the sense aches at thee, — 'would thou 
had'at ne'er been bom ! 

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I com- 
mitted P 

0th, Was this fair paper, this most goodly 
book. 
Made to write whore upon ? What committed P ** 
Committed ? — thou public commoner ! 
I should make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders bum up modesty. 
Did I but speak thy deeds. — What committed ? 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 
Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 
And will not hear it : What committed P 

Des. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

0th. Are not you a strumpet ? 

Des, No, as 1 am a Christian ; 
If to preserve this vessel for my lord. 
From any other foul unlawful touch. 
Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

0th. What, not a whore ? 

Des. No, as I shall be saved. 

0th. Is 't possible? 

Des, 0, heaven forgive us ! 

0th. I cry you mercy, then ; 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. — You, mistress, 

small I. The sUne finger is Okepausing finger, pointed at the 
fixed figure;' but, while it points, it moves in mockery. 
Shakspere was probably thinking of the DigUo Uonstruri of 
the ancients, and it may be, also, of the finger gesticulations 
of the Italians. In the quarto, after ^a^er at, we find, O / O / 
which mterjtfctiono do not uccur in the folio. 

• In all the old copies— f here look grim as hell. Jg Is 
often printed /. 

b What committed r Desdemona haa asked— 

" Alas ! what ignorant sin have I committed?'* 
Othello, indignant at the question, with a mocking fury re- 
peats it four timet— what committed t The commentators 
have changed this into an interjectional phrase, giving it tlie 
meaning of, what ! thou art committed I telling us thai com- 
mitted had a peculiar signification. The plain and natural 
interpretation seems the true one. The quarto omits the 
third, fourth, fifth, and sixth lines ot Othello's siieech, 
adding, after the last question, " impudent strumpet I '* 
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That have <be office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of heU; Ton! yon! ay, yon! 

Be-enier Emilu. 
We hare done our coHiae; there's moftey for 

yonr pains ^ 
I pray yon torn the key, and keep oar counsel. 

[£n7. 
^EM, Alas, what does this gentleman con- 
ceive P — 
How do yon, madam? how do you, my good 
lady? 
Den. 'Faith, half asleep. 
BmU, Good madam, what's the matter with 

my lord? 
iXw. With who? 

EmU, Why, with my brd, madam. 

IkM. Who is thy brd? 

Emil, He that is yours, sweet lady.* 

Det, I have none : Do not talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none. 
But what should go by water. Prithee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, — ^remem- 
ber;— 
And call thy husband hither. 
Emil, Here 's a change, indeed ! 

\ExiL 
Det, T is meet T should be us'd so, very meet. 
How have I been behav'd, that he m^t stick 
Tlie smallest opinion on my least misuse ? ^ 

Re-enter Emilia, with Llgo. 
lago. What is your pleasure, madam ? How 

is't with you? 
De9, I cannot telL Those that do teach 
young babes. 
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : 
He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 
logo. What is the matter, lady ? 

EmiL Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor'd 
her, 
Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon h^. 
That true hearts c^uu^ot bear it. 
Ik9. Am I that name, lago ? 
lago. What name, fair ladyf 

Jki, Such as slie said my lord did say I was. 
Emit, He call'd her whore ; a beggar, in bis 
drink, 
.Could not have laid such terms upon his callet 
lago. Why did he so ? 
Lei, I do not know ; I am sure I am none such. 

* Detdemoiu't question And this answer are omitted in the 
quarto. 

^ On my lta$i wUsute. The quarto raads, on mjf great'tt 
nbuit. 
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lage. Do not weep, do not weq>; Alas the 

day! 
Emit. Has she forso(^ so many Boble matdies. 
Her Sather, and her coun^, and her friends. 
To be called whore? would it not make one 
weep? 
Det, It is my wretched fortune. 
logo, Beshrew him fw 't ! 

How comes this tridc upon him ? 
Des. Nay, heaven doUi know. 

Eail, I will be hanged, if scmie eternal villain. 
Some busy and insinuating rogue. 
Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office. 
Have not devis'd this slander; I will be hanged 
else. 
logo. Fie, there is no sudi man; it is im- 
possible. 
Des. If any sueh there be, heaven pardon him I 
Emil. A halter pardon him! and hell gnaw 
his bones ! 
Why shoidd he call her whore ? who keeps her 

company ? '^ 

What place ? whi^ time ? what form P what like- 
lihood? 
The Moor's abus'd by some most viUainous 

knave. 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fel- 

bw: — 
0, heaven, that such companions thou 'dst un- 
fold; 
And put in every honest hand a whip. 
To lash the rascals * naked through the world. 
Even from the east to the west ! 
logo. Speak within door. 

Emit, 0, fie uppn them!^ some such squire 
he was 
That tum'd your wit the seamy side without. 
And made you to suspect me with the Moor, 
logo. You are a fool ; go to. 
Det. Alas, lago. 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of 

heaven, 
I know not how I lost him.* Here I kneel ; 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love. 
Either in discourse of thought,** or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, nunc ears, or any sense, 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 



a Btuealt. The quarto, rascai. 

b Them. The quarto, kim. 

The following lines to the end of the speech are not 
found in the quarto. 

<» Diseourte of thovifkt. In Hamlet we have ditcpuru of 
reeuon-iht discursion of reason. Sir John Davies has Me 
diseourHnff thought. Pope changed the text before us to 
discourse, or thou fit. 
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OTHELLO. 



ISCSXK II. 



And ever will,— though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, — love him dearly, 
Comfort forswear me! Unkindness may do 

mnch; 
And his unkindness may defeat my life. 
Bat never taint my love. I cannot say, whore ; 
It does abhor me, now I speak the word ; 
To do the act that might the addition earn, 
Not the world's mass of vanity could make me. 

logo. I pray you, be content; 'tis but his 
humour; 
The business of the state does him offence, 
[And he does chide with you.*] 

De$, If 't were no other ! 

logo. It is but so, I warraut. 

\Tt%mpets. 
Hark, hoT^ these instruments summon to supper ! 
The messengers of Venice stay the meat.^ 
Go in, and weep not : all things shall be welL 

\Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Bnier HoBEKiGO. 
How now, Ex)derigo ? 

Bjod, I do not find that thou deal'st justly 
with me. 

lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod, Every day thou daft»^ me with some de- 
vice, lago ; and rather, as it seems to me now, 
keep'st from me all convenienpy, than si^pliest 
me with the least advantage of hope. I will, in- 
deed, no longer endure it: Nor am I yet per- 
suaded to put up in peace what already I have 
foolishly steered. 

logo. Will you hear me, Eoderigo P 

Uod, I have heard too much ; and your words 
and performances are no kin together. 

logo. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod, With nought but truth. * I have wasted 
myself out of my means. The jewels you have 
had from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would 
half have corrupted a votarist: You have told 
me she hath received them, and returned me 
expectations and comforts of sudden respect and 
acquaintance \^ but I find none. 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well, 

Rod, Yery wdl ! go to ! I cannot go to, man ; 
nor 'tis not very well. Nay, I think,* it is 
scurvy ; and begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

* The line in brackets it not in the folio, 
k The quarto reads— 

** And the great mesiengert of Venice stay." 
Steevent calls the residing of the folio poor ; but its precision 
and iSsmiliaiitjr make it more dramatic and cbiracteristic. 

« Ba^^ The Prince of Wales, in Uennr IV., in described 
as one '*that de^ the world aside." The quarto reads, 
</({#ls. The words are the same. 

^ JcqiuHuUutet. The quarto reads, aeguManee, 

• Nttg, I think. The quarto reads, bg ikit hand I sag. 



logo. Very well 

Rod, I tell you, 'tis not very well. 1 will 
make myself known to Desdemona : If she will 
return me my jewels 1 will give over my suit, 
and repent my unlawful solicitation; if not, 
assure yourself I will seek satisfaction of you. 

lago. You have said now. 

Rod, Ay, and said nothing but what I pro- 
test intendment of doing. 

lago. Why, now I see there 's mettle in thee ; 
and even, from this instant, do build on thee a 
better opinion than ever before. Give me thy 
hand, Itoderigo: Thou hast taken against me 
a most just exception ; but yet, I protest^ I have 
dealt most d&ectty in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared; 
and your suspicion is not without wit and judg- 
ment. But, Roderigo, if thou hast that in thee 
indeed, which I have greater reason to bcUeve 
now than ever, — I mean, purpose, courage, and 
valour, — this night show it: if thou the next 
night following enjoy not Desdemona, take me 
from thi& world with treachery, and devise en- 
gines for my life. 

Rod. Wdl, what is it? is it within reason and 
compass? 

logo. Sir, there is especial commission come 
from Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true? why then Otbeilo and 
Desdemona return again to Venice. 

lago. 0, no; he goes into Mauritania, and 
taketh away with him the fisur Desdemona, un- 
less his abode be lingered here by some acci- 
dent; wherein none can be so determinate a^ 
the removing of Cassio. 

Rod How do you mean removing him ? 

Togo. Why, by making him uncapable of 
Othello's place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod, And that you would have me to do P 

lago. Ay; if you dare do yourself «>a profit^ 
and a right. He sups to-night with a harlotry, 
and thither will I go to him ; — he knows not yet 
of his honourable fortune : if you will watch his 
going thence, (which I will Ashibn to fall out 
between twelve and one,) you may take him at 
your pleasure ; I will be near to second your 
attempt, and he shall faH between us. Come, 
stand not amazed at it. But go along with me ; 
I will show you such a necessity in his death, 
that you shall think yourself bound to put it on 
him. It is now high supper-time, and the night 
grows to waste : about it. 

Rod, I will hear further reason for this. 

Togo. And you shall be satisfied. lExeunL 
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Act IV.J 



OTHELLO. 



[SCKVB III. 



SCENE lU.—Anoaer Room in the Castle, 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdekona, 
Emilia, and Attendants. 
Lod, I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself 

no further. 
OtL 0, pardon me; 'twill do me good to 

walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank 

your ladyship. 
Des. Your honour is most welcome. 
0th. Will you walk, sir P 

O, Desdemona, — 
Des. My lord P 

0th. Get you to bed on the instant; I will 
be returned forthwith: dismiss your attendant 
there ; look it be done. 
Des, I will, my lord. 

[Exeunt Othello, Lodoyico, and 
Attendants. 
Emit, How goes it nowP he looks gentler 

than he did. 
Des, He says he will return incontinent ; 
And hath commanded me to go to bed. 
And bade me to dismiss you. 
Emil. Dismiss me ! 

Des, It was his bidding; therefore, good 
Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu ; 
We must not now displease him. 
Emil. Ay, would ycu had never seen him ! 
Des, So would not I ; my love doth so approve 
him, 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, his 

frowns, — 
Prithee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in 
them.* 
Eniil, I have laid those sheets you bade me 

on the bed. 
Des, All's one: — Grood father! how foolish 
are our minds ! — 
If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 
Emil. Come, come, ^ou talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid called Barbara ;^ 
She was in love ; and he she lov'd proved mad. 
And did forsake her : she had a song of ' willow,' ' 
An old thing 't was, but it expressed her fortune. 
And she died singing it : That song, to-night. 
Will not go from my mind;* I have much to do, 

ft In them. The quarto reads, *' Have grace and fkvour 
in Ihem.*' The folio omitR rn tkem. 

^ Barbara. Barbarie in the reading of the quarto and first 
folio; it became Barbara in the second folio. Barbarie \% 
a pretty word, and we would not willinglv change it ; but it 
would appear like an affectation of singularity to retain it. 

c All that follows, to the end of the song, is not found in 
the quarto. 
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But to go hang my head all at one side. 
And sing it, like poor Barbara. Prithee, de- 
spatch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown P 

De^, No, unpin me here. — 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

Emil. A very handsome man. 

Des. He speaks weU. 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would have 
walked barefoot to Palestine, for a touch of his 
nether lip. 

I. 

J>es. The poor soul sat singing* by a sycamore tree, 

Sing all a green willow ; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee. 

Sing willow, willow, willow : 
The firesh streams ran by her, and munnur'd her 
moans; 

Sing willow, &c. 
Her salt tears fell from her, and soften'd the stones. 

Lay by these : 

Sing willow, willow, willow ; 

Prithee, hie thee : he'll come anon. — 

Shig all a green willow must be my garlAnd. 

II. 
Let nobody blame him, hia scorn I approve,— 

Nay, that's not next.— Hark! who is't that 
knocks P 
Emil. It 's the wind. 

J>e». Icairdmy love, false love; but what said he then! 

Sing willow, Ut, 
If I court mo women you'll conch with mo men. 

So, get thee gone; good night. Mine eyes do 

itch; 
Doth that bode weeping P 
Emit. 'T is neither here nor there. 

Des, I have heard it said 80.~0, these men, 
these men ! — 
Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, 

Emilia,— 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such gross kind P ^ 
Emil, There be some snoli, no question. 

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all 

the world P 
Emil. Why, would not you P 
Des, No, by this heavenly light ! 

Emil, Nor I neither by this heavenly Kght; 
1 might do 't as well i' the dark. 



* Singing. Tlie ordinary reading is eighingt which is 
supported by the copy of the old ballad given in Percy's 
* Reliques/ But as that ballad is so materially departed 
firom by Shakspere, it can scarcely be called an authority 
for the change of a word ft-om the original text. 

b This speech of Desdemona, and Emilia's answer, are 
not found i.i the quarto. 
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OTHELLO. 



[ScsHK in. 



Des, Would*st thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

Emil, The world 's a huge thing : 'T is a great 
price for a small vice. 

Des, In troth, I think thou would'st not. 

Emil. In troth, I think I should ; and undo 't, 
when I had done. Marry, I would not do such 
a thing for a joint-ring ;' nor for measures of 
lawn; nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor 
any petty exhibition: but, for all the whole 
world, — ^Why, who would not make her husband 
a cuckold, to make him a monarch? I should 
venture purgatory for't. 

Bet, Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
for the whole world. 

Emil, Why, the wrong is but a wrong i' the 
world; and, having theVorld for your labour, 
*t is a wrong in your own world, and you might 
quickly make it right. 

De9, I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emil, Yes, a dozen ; and as many to the van- 
tage, as would store the world they play'd for. 
*But, I do think it is their husbands' faults 

A The remainder of Emilia's speech, commencing at this 
Une, is wanting in the quarto. 



If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties. 
And pour our treasurer into foreign laps ; 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies. 
Throwing restraint upon us ; or, say, they strike 

us. 
Or scant our former having in despite ; 
Why, we have gaUs; and, though we have 

some grace. 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wives have sense like them : they see, and 

smell. 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour. 
As husbands have. What is it that they do. 
When they change us for others ? Is it sport P 
I think it is : And doth affection breed it ? 
I think it doth : Is 't frailty that thus errs ? 
It is so too : And have not we affections ? 
Desires for sport P and frailty, as men have P 
Then, let them use us well : else, let them know 
The ills we do their ills instruct us so. 
Bet. Good night, good night: Heaven me 

such uses* send. 
Not to pick bad from bad ; but, by bad, mend ! 

\Exeunt, 

* UieM. The quarto, Msage. 
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ILLUSTEATIONS OF ACT IV. 



* SOBNB 111,— '* She hadatong of willow" 

In Percy's ' Reliquee* will be found an old ballad, 
from the blaok-letter copy in iiie Pepys collection, 
entitled ' A Lover's Complaint, being forsaken of 
his Love.' Shakspere, in adopting a portion of tikis 
ballad, accommodated the words to the story of 
' Poor Barbaric' We subjoin four stanzas of the 
original from which the song in the text has been 
formed : — 

*' A pooT6 soule sat tlgbing under a skamore tree ; 

O willow, willow, wUlow! 
With hte hand on hU bosom, hit head on his knee : 

O willow, willow, willow 1 

O willow, willow, wiUow I 
Sing, O the greene willow shall be my garland. 

The cold streams ran by him, his eyes wept apace ; 

O willow, willow, willow I 
The salt tears fell from him, which drowned his fisce : 

O willow, ftc. 
Sing, O the greene willow, ttc 



The mute birds sate by him, made tame by his mones; 

O willow, ke. 
The salt tears fell (tmn him, which softened the stones 

O wOIow, fte. 
Sing, O the greene willow, fte. 

Let nobody blame me, her scomes I do prove ; 

O willow, ftc. 
She was bom to be fisir ; I, to die for her love. 

O willow, &c 
Sing, O the greene willow,*' arc. 

» SoENl III.—** A joint ring.** 
Dryden, in Don Sebastian, has described such a 
ring with a minute particularity : — 

" A curious artist wrought them. 

With Joints so close as not to be perceiv'd ; 
Tet are they both each other't counterpart; 
Her part had Juan inscrib'd, and bis bad Zayda, 
(You know those names are theirs, ) and, in the midat, 
A heart dirided in two halves was plae*d. 
Now, if the riTett of thote rings enclos'd 
Fit not each other, I have forg'd this lie : 
But if they Join, you must for ever part." 
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ACT V. 



SCENE L-^J Street, 

Enter Iago attd Rodeeigo. 
Ltgo, Here, stand behind this bulk ; * straight 
will he oome : 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick; fear nothing; I'll be at thy 

elbow ; 
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that, 
And fbc most firm thy resolution. 
Rod, Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in 't. 
logo. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take 
thy stand.^ [Retires to a little distance. 
Rod, I have no great devotion to the deed ; 
And yet he hath given me satisfying reasons : — 
^ is l)^t a man gone : — forth, my sword ; he dies. 
\Poes to his stand. 



• Bulk. 80 the quarto ; the folio has bark. We prefer the 
more intelligible reading of bulk, although we hare little 
doubt that bark was correctly used. A bar, in idl its uses, is 
a defence— that by which anything is fortified, strengthened, 
or defended.— (Tooke.) A bark, as we ordinarily receive it, 
is a ittrong vessel ; but Shakspere may have here used it as 
a orojecting part of the fortification— a buttress. 

^ Take tkg stamd. The quarto, take tkg iword. 



Iago. I have mbb'd this young quat * almost to 

the sense. 
And he grows angry. Now whether he kill 

Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other. 
Every way makes my gain : Live Eoderigo, 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb'd from him. 
As gifts to Desdemona ; 
It must not be : if Cassio do remain. 
He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there stand I in much 

peril: 
No, he must die : — But so, I hear him coming. 

Enter Cassio. 
Rod. I know his gait, 't is he : — Villain, thou 
diest. 
IRushes/rom hts post, and makes a pass at 
CASSia 

• Quai. The quarto reads gnai. Johnson explains, that 
a qnai, in the midland counties, is ^pimple, which l^ rubbing 
is made to smart, or is rubbed to sense. 
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Act V.l 



OTHELLO. 



[SCCKB I. 



Cm. That thrast had been mine enemy indeed. 
Bat that m j coat is better than thou know'st ; * 
I will make proof of thine.* 

. [Bratos and icoutuh Rodebigo. 
Rod* O, I am slain ! 

[Llgo ruthesfrom his post, cuts Cassio 
behind in the leffy and exit. 
Gas, I am maim'd for ever: — ^Help, hoa! 
mai*ther! murther! [FalU. 

Enter Othello, at a distance. 

0th. The voice of Cassio : — ^L^ keeps his 

word. 
Rod. 0, villain that I am ! 
. 0th. T is even so. 

Cas. O, help ! hoa ! light ! a surgeon ! 
0th. 'T is he; — brave lago, honest, and 
' just. 
That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thou teachest me: — Minion, your dear lies 

dead. 
And your unblest fate hies :^ — Strumpet, I come : 
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are 

blotted ; 
Thy bed, lust-stain'd, shall with lusf s blood be 
spotted. [Exit. 

Enter LoDOVico and Qbatiano, at a distance. 

Cas. What, hoa I no watch P no passage P ^ 

murther! murther! 
Ora. *T is some mischance ; the voice * is very 

direful. 
Cas. O, help ! 
Lad. Hark I 

Rod. wretched villain ! 

Led. Two or three groan ; — ^'t is heavy night : ' 
These may be counterfeits ; let 's think 't unsafe 
To come into the cry without more help. 
Rod. No body comeP then shall I bleed to 
death. 

- Enter Iaoo. 

Lod. Hark ! 

Ora. Here 's one comes in his shirt, with light 

and weapons. 
la^o. Who 's there P whose noise is this that 

cries on murther ? 



* Thorn know'H. The quarto, tkon think' it. 

k Mmlone explains that Cassio's speech implies that he 
wore some secret armour. The coat was, on the contrary, 
the hf^i jerkin. (See Introductory Notice.) 

e Yomr unble$M*dfmUhie$. The quarto, ^owfmte him apace. 

d Ne pattage. No one passing. 

• The voice. The quarto, the cry. 

f The quarto reads, and so in the modem edition!*, " two 
or three proanf-At is a heavy night." Lodovico does not 
mutely say that there are two or thee groans from one man, 
but that two or three men groan , and headdn, " these may 
be counterfeits." Tis hearg night, is, 't is dark night. 
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Lod. We do not know. 

la^o. Do you not hear a cry ? 

Cas. Here, here ; for heaven's sak^ help me. 
la^o. What *s the matter P 

Ora. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 
Lod. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
la^o. What are you here that cry so griev- 
ously ? 
Cas. Ligo? O, I am spoil'd, undone by 
villains! 
Give me some help. 
la^o. O me, lieutenant ! what villains have 

done this ? 
Cas. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 

la^o. treacherous villains ! — 

What are you there P come in, and give some 
help. 

[To Lodovico and Qratiano. 
Red. O, help me here ! 
Cas. That *s one of them. 
la^o. O murderous slave ! O vilbun ! 

[I AGO stabs Rodebigo. 
Rod. O damn'd Ii^ ! O inhuman dog ! — 

[Dies.* 
lago. Kill men i' the dark ! — ^Where be these 
bloody thieves P — 
How silent is this town! Hoa! murther ! murther ! 
What may you be P are you of good or evil P 
Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 
lago. Signior Lodovico. 

Lod. He, sir. 

lago. I cry you mercy ; Here s Cassio hurt 
by villains. 
Ora. Cassio P 

logo. How b 't, brother P 

Cas. My leg is cut in two. 
lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! — 

Light, gentlemen ; 1 '11 bind it with my shirt 

Enter BiANCA. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho ? who is 't that 

cry'd ? 
lago. Who is 't that cry'd P 
Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio ! 
Cassio ! Cassio ! Cassio ! 
lago. O notable strumpet I — Cassio, may you 

suspect 
Who they should be that have thus mangled 

you? 
Cas. No. 
Ora. I am sorry to find you thus: I have 

been to seek you. 



• The quarto has O. O, O ! which seems to stand in the 
place of the stage direction, Cie*. 
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Act v.] 



OTHELLO. 



[SCXITB IL 



logo. Lend me a garter : So. — 0^ for a chair. 
To bear him easily hence ! 
Bian. AJas, he faints: — Cassio! Cassio! 

Cassio ! 
logo. (Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. — 
Patience awhile, good Cassio. — CJome, come ; 
Lend me a light. — Know we this face, or no ? 
Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman, 
Eoderigo P no : — ^Yes, sure ; yes, 't is Roderigo. 
Qra, What, of Venice? 
lago. Even he, sir ; did you know him P 
Gra, Know him ? ay. 

lago, Siguier GratianoP I cry your gentle 
pardon; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my man- 
ners. 
That so neglected you. 

Qra, I am glad to see you. 

lago. How do you, Cassio P— O, a chair, a 

chair! 
Qra, Eoderigo! 

lago. He, he, 'tis he : — 0, that's well said ; — 

the chair : — \A chair brought in. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 

I'll fetch the general's surgeon. — Eor you, 

mistress, \To Bianca. 

Save you your labour. — He that lies slain here, 



Was my dear friend : What malice was between 

youP 
Cos, None in the world ; nor do I know the 

man. 
logo, [^oBiAN.] What, look you paleP— 

bear him o' the air. — 

[Cassio and Rod. are home off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen.* — ^Look you pale, 

mistress ? 
Do you perceive the ghastness of her eye P — 
Nay, if you stare we shall hear more anon : — 
Behold her well : I pray you look upon her ; 
Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will 

speak. 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil, Alas, what is the matter ? what is the 

matter, husband? 
lago, Cassio hath here been set on in the 
dark. 
By Roderigo, and fellows that are scap'd ; 



• Good gentlemen. The quarto reads, poo*l gentlewoman^ 
which Malone adopts; but Lodovico and (iratiano are 
ftoing away with Cassio, when lago stops them, to hear 
his accusation of Bianca. 



He's abnost slain, and Roderigo quite dead.* 
Emil, Alas, good gentleman! alas, good 

Cassio ! 
logo. This is the fruits of whoring. — ^Prithee, 
Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night :— 
What, do you shake at that P 
Bian. He supp'd at my house ; but I therefore 

shake not. 
logo, 0, did he so? I charge you, go witli 

me. 
Emil, O, ^ upon thee, strumpet ! 
Bian, I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest 
As you that thus abuse me. 
Emil, As IP fie upon thee! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cassio 
dress'd :— 
Come, mistress, you must tell us another 

tale.— 
Emilia, run you to the citadel. 
And tell my lord and lady what hath happ'd. — 
Will you go on afore ? This is the night, 

[Aside, 
That either makes me or fordoes me quite. 

[Exeuni. 



SCENE IL— ^ Bedchamber:^ Desdbmona in 
bed asleep, A light burning. 

Enter Othello. 

Olh, It is the cause, it is the caiLse, my 

soul, — 
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — 
It is the cause.— Yet I'll not shed her blood ; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[Takes off his sword. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Put out the light, and then Put out the 

light ?»> 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minister ! 



a Quite dead. The quarto omits quite. 

b We have pointed this controverted passage accoxding to 
a suggestion of Warburton. It it usually printed as it is 
found in the original copies : — 

" Put out the light, and then put out the light." 
Warbnrton's explanation of his reading is as follows:— 
" The meaning is, I will put out the light, and then proceed 
to the execution of mj purpose. But, the expression of 
putting out the liaht bringing to mind the effects of the 
extinction of the light of life, he breaks short, and questions 
himself about the effects of this metaphorical extinction, 
introduced by a repetition of his first words, as much as to 
say,— But hold, let me first weigh the reflections which 
this expression so naturally excites." The reading of the 
folio in a subsequent line, " but once put out <Ay light,*' 
strengthens, we think, this interpreUtion of Warburton's. 
Instead of this, some editors have adopted the weaker read- 
ing of the quarto, " but onee put out thine." 
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I can again thy fonner light restore^ 

Should I repent me: — but once pat out thy 

light, 
Thon conning'st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light rehme; When I have plack'd 

thy rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again, 
It needs must wither : — ^1 *11 smell thee on the 

tree.* — [JTtMiVie^ her. 

balmy breath, that doth almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword! — Oiie more, one 

more. — 
Be thus when thou art dead^ and I will kill 

thee, 
And love thee after :— One more, and that's the 

last: 
So sweet was ne'er so fatat. I must weep; 
But they are cruel tears : This sorrow 's hea- 
venly; 
It strikes where it doth love. — She wake9 — 
DeB. Who's there P OtheUo ? 
0th, Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to b©i, my lord ? 
0th, Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemon ? 
Des. Ay, my lord. 

0th, If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace. 
Solicit for it straight. 
Dei, Alack, my lord, what may you mean by 

that? 
0th, Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by : 

1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 

No, — ^Heavens forfend. — ^I would not kill thy 

souL 
Des, Talk you of killing? 
0th. Ay, I do. 

Des, Then heaven 

Have mercy on me ! 
0th. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Des, If you say so, I hope you will not kill 

me. 
0th, Humph ! 
Des. And yet I fear you; for you are fatal 

then. 
When your eyes roll so : Why I should fear I 

know not, 
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 
0th, Think on thy sins. 
Des, They are loves I bear to you. 

0th, Ay, and for that thou diesi 
Des. That death's unnatural that kiUs for 

loving. — 



* ru Mmell Ihee, The quarto, Til smell U, 
S16 



I Abs, why gnaw you so your nether lip P 
I Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
lliese are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 

0th, Peace, and be still ! 

Des, I will so: What's the matter? 
0th, Thai handkerchief, which I so lov'd and 
gave thee, 
lliou gav'st to Cassio. 

Des, No, by my life and soul ; 

Send for the man and ask him. 

Otk, Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed, of perjury; thou'rt on thy death- 
bed. 
Des, Ay, but not yet to die. 
0th. Yes, presently ; 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 
For to deny each article with oath 
Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong concep- 
tion. 
That I do groan withaL Thou art to die. 
Des. O, heaven have mercy on me ! 
0th, I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Cassio, 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I mig^t love : I never gave him token. 
Olh, By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in 's 
hand. 

peijur'd woman ! thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak'st me call what I intend to do, 

A murther, which I thought a sacrifice : 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He foimd it then ; 

I never gave it him :< — Send for him hither ; 
Let him confess a truth. 

0th, He hath oonfess'd. 

J)es, What, my lord? 

0th, That he hath us^d thee. 

Des, How P unlawfully P* 

0th, Ay. 

Des, He will not say so. 

0th, No, his mouth is stopp'd ; 

Honest lago hath ta'en order fos 't. 

Des, 0, my fear interprets, *— What^ is he 
dead? 

0th, Had all his hairs been lives, my great 
revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des Alas ! he is betray'd, and I undone. 

0th, Out, strumpet ! Weep'st thou for him to 
my face ? 

Des, O banish me, my lord, but kill me not. 



* The quarto, mp/emr MerpnU Iheru 
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0th, Down, strampet! 

Lei, Kill me to-morrow, lei me live to-night. 
0th, Nay, if yon strive. — 
Des, But half an hour. 

0th, Being done, 

There is no pause.* 
Des, But while I say one prayer. 

Oth^ It is too late. [He smoihen her. 

EmU, \_JFithifi.']Uy lord! my lord! what 

hoa ! my lord ! my lord ! 
0th, What noise is this P — ^Not dead ! not yet 
quite dead P 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. — 
So, so.^ 
EmiL [Within,'] What hoa, my lord ! my lord ! 
0th, Who's there P 

Emit, [Within,] 0, good my lord, I would 

speak a word with you. 
OtL Tea ;— 't is £m^ ;— by and by :— ^he 's 
dead. 
T is like she comes to speak of Caasio's death ; 
The noise was high. — Ha ! no more moving P 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in P Were 't 

goodP 
I think she stirs again : — No. — ^What *8 best to 

doP« 
If she come in she *11 sure speak to my wife : 
My wife ! my wife ! what wife P — I have no 

wife: 
O, insupportable ! O heavy hour 1 
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted 

globe 
Did yawn at alteration. 
Emit, [Within.'] I do beseech you that I may 
speak with you, 
O, good my lord ! 

0th, 1 had forgot thee : 0, come in, Emilia : — 

Soft,— ^by and by : — Let me the curtains draw. — 

Where art thou P What 's the matter with thee 

now P [Unlocks the door. 



• A correspondent luggesU that the reading thonld be, 
** being d"wnf there is no paase." We cannot agree to receive 
Othello^s meaning so literally. He certainly has already 
said, Dotm^ stntrnp^t *nd has probably at that moment 
commenced the death-struggle; for he »lds, "nay, if you 
9triv9." But the words being done appear to Qs to have a 
much greater depth of meaninff. They are not addressed 
to Desdemona, out exhibit what is passing in Othello's 
mind. The conflict between hts love and his wounded 
honour is over ; he looks upon the act of retribution as 
done when he has lifted his murderous hand against his wife 
It is done. For the mere completion of the ^olence, which 
will then be mercy, ** there is no pause." 

b There is no stage direction at this place in the original 
copies; but it is most probable that the poet intended 
Othello here to stab Desdemona, according to the practice of 
the modem stage. His previous resolution, " 1 11 not shed 
her blood," is forgotten in the agony and terror of the 
moment, when he says, not dead, not vet quite dead. 

e ITkat *s beet to do t The quarto. What '» the b^t t 



Enter EmuA. 

Emit, 0, my good lord, yonder 's foul murthers 
done. 

0th, WhatP now? 

Emit. But now, my lord ! 

0th, It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more nearer earth* than she was 

wcmt. 
And makes men mad. 

Emit, Cassio, mjr lord, hath kill'd a young 
Venetian, 
Call'd Roderigo. 

0th. Eodeiigokill'd! 

And Cassio kill'd! 

Emit, No, Cassio is not kill'd. 

0th. Not Cassio kill'd ? Then murther 's out 
of tune, 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Dee, fiedsely, falsely murther'd! 

Emit, Alas ; what cry is that P 

01 h. That! whatP 

Emit, Out, and alas! that was my lady's 
voice : — 
Help ! help, hoa ! help !— lady, speak agam ! 
Sweet Desdemona ! 0, sweet mistress, speak ! 

Lee, A guiltless death I die. 

Emit, O, who hath done 

This deed P 

Dee, Nobody; I myself; farewell: 

Commend me to my kind lord. O, farewell. 

[Dies, 

0th, Why, how should she be murther'd? 

Emit, Alas, who knows P 

0th, You heard her say herself, it was not 1. 

Emit, She said so : I must needs report the 
truth. 

0th, She 's, like a liar, gone to burning hell ; 
'T was I that kill'd her. 

Emit, 0, the more angel she, 

^nd you the bhicker devil ! 

0th, She tum'd to folly, and she was a whore. 

Emit, Thou dost belie her, and thou art a 
devil. 

0th, She was false as water. 

Emit, lliou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was false ; O, she was heavenly true I 

0th, Cassio did top her: ask thy husband 
else. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell. 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity : Thy husband biew it all. 

Emit, My husband P 

0th, Thy husband. 

* Mvre nearer earth. The quarto, more near tkeearih. 
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Emit, That she was false to wedlock ? 

Oih, Ay, with Cassio. 

Had she been true, 

If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I 'd not have sold her for it. 

EmiL My husband ? 

0th. Ay, *t was he that told me on her first ;* 
An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

EmiL My husband ? 

Oih, What needs this iterance, woman? I 
say thy husband. 

EmiL O mistress, yillamy hath made mocks 
with love ! — 
My husband say that she was false ? 

0th, ' . He, woman ; 

I say, thy husband : Dost understand the word? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

EmiL If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart ; 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th, Ha! 

EmiL Do thy worst ; 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven. 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th, Peace, you were best 

EmiL Thou hast not half that power to do me 
liarm. 
As I have to be hurt. gull! O dolt! 
-As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed, — 
I care not for thy sword ; I'll make thee known. 
Though I lost twenty lives : — Help ! help ! hoa ! 

help! 
The Moor hath kill*d my mistress. Murther ! 
murther ! 

Enter Montano, Gratiaiio, and Iago. 
Mon, What is the matter! — ^How now, ge- 
neral? 
Emit, O, are you come, Iago? you have 
done well. 
That men must lay their murthers on your neck. 
Ora, What is the matter ? 
EmiL Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a 
man: 
He says, thou toldst him that his wife was. 

fifdse: 
I know thou didst not, thou'rt not such a 

villain : 
Speak, for my heart is full. 
Iago. I told him what I thought; and told no 
more 



• Thattoldmeonhtr/lrtL Thtqxxsito, that told me Jfrgt. 
818 



Than what he found himself was apt and true. 
EmiL But did you ever tell him she was lalse 
logo. I did. 

EmiL You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
Upon my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie : — 
She false with Cassio! — ^Did you say with 
Cassio P 
Togo. With Cassio, mistress: Go to, charm 

. your tongue. 
EmiL I will not charm my tongue, I am 
bound to speak ; 
My mistress here lies murther'd in her bed. 
JIL O heavens f orfend ! 
EaaL And your reports have set the murthor 

on. 
0th. Nay, stare not, masters ; it is true, in- 
deed. 
Gra. 'T is a strange truth. 
Mon. O monstrous act ! 
EmiL Villainy, villainy, villainy ! — 

I think upon % — ^I think, — ^I smell 't ; — O vil- 
lainy ! — 
I thought so then ;— I 'U kill myself for grief. — 

villainy, vilhdny! 

Iago. What, are you mad P I charge you, get 
you home. 

EmiL Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 
speak; 
'Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 
Perchance, Iago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th. Oh! Oh! Oh! [FaUing on the bed, 

EmiL Nay, lay thee down, and roar : 

For thou hast kill'd tiie sweetest innocent, 
ITiat e'er did lift up eye. 

0th, O, she was foul ! — 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : There lies your 

niece. 
Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly 

stopp'd : 
I know this act shows horrible and gnm. 
Gra, Poor Desdemon ! 1 am glad thy £ather 's 

dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now. 
This sight would make him do a desperate turn. 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 
And fall to reprobance,* 

0th. 'T is pitiful ; but yet Iago knows. 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio oonfess'd 

it: 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 

» Reprobance. The quarto, reproiaHam, 
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WTiich I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand ; 
It wasn handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 
Emil. O heaven ! heavenly powers ! 
lago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil, 'T will out, 't will out !— 1 hold my peace, 
sirP no; 
No, I will speak as Liberal as the north ;* 
Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all. 
All, all, cry shame against me, yet I '11 speak. 
lago. Be wbe, and get you home. 
EmiL I will not. 

[Llgo offers to stab his wife. 
Ora. Fie ! 

Your sword upon a woman ? 
EmiL O thou dull Moor! that handkerchief 
thou speak*st of 
I found by fortune, and did give my husband, 
For often with a solemn earnestness, 
(More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle,) 
He begg'd of me to steal it. 

logo. Villainous whore ! 

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas, I found it. 
And I did giv 't my husband. 

lago. Filth, thou liest. 

EmiL By heaven, I do not ; I do not, gentle- 
men: 
O murtherous coxcomb; what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife ? 

[LiGO stabs Emilia, then runs out. 

Otk. Are there no stones in heaven. 

But what serve for the thunder? — Precious 

villain! 

Gra. The woman falls ; sure he has kill'd his 

wife. 
Ei/iiL Ay, ay: O, lay me by my mistress* 

side! 
Ora. He 's gone, but his wife 's kill'd. 
Mon. 'T is a notorious villain. Take you this 
weapon. 
Which I have here recovered from the Moor : 
Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass. 
But kill him rather ; I*U after that same villain. 
For 'tis a damned slave. 

lEsit MONTANO.^ 

0th. I am not valiant neither. 

But every puny whipster gets my sword. — 
But why should honour outlive honesty ? 
Let it go all. 

EffiiL What did thy song bode, lady ? 
Hark, can'st thou hear me ? I will play the swan. 



* Ai liberal as the north. The quarto, at li''eral as the air. 
Liberal is used in the sense of unrestrained— uncontrolled. 

b The ordinary stage-direction is here, Ereunt Montana 
and Gratiano ; and Oratiano is afterwards made to re-enter. 
See Illustration, p. 322. 



And die in music; — 'Willow, willow, wil- 
low.'— 
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel 

Moor; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 
So speaking as I think, alas, I die. [^Dies. 

0th. I have another weapon in this chamber. 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper ; — * 
0, here it is : — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will cost thee 
dear; 
Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 

Olh. Look in upon me then, and speak with 
me. 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter P 

0th. Behold ! I have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day. 
That with this little arm, and this good sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop : — But, O vain 

boast ! 
Who can control his fate ? 't is not so now. — 
Be not afraid though you do see me weapon'd; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt. 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back dismay'd ? 't is a lost fear; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast. 
And he retires ; — Where should Othello go P — 
Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr'd 
^ wench ! 

Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at 

compt. 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven. 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my 

girl? 
Even like thy chastity. — 
O cursed, cursed slave ! — ^Whip me, ye devils. 
From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! — 
Desdemon ! dead Desdemon ! dead. Oh, oh. 

Enter LoDovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a 
chairy and Officers, toith Llgo, prisoner. 
Lod, Where is this rash and most unfortunate 

man? 
Otk That 's he that was Othello ; here I am. 
Lod. Where is that viper? bring the viUain 
forth. 



* Ice-Book's temper. Pope and others vrould read Ehro*s 
temper. The practice of the Spaniards to temper their swords 
by plunging them, when hot from the forge, Into waters of 
an icy coldness, is noticed by Martial and Justin. 
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0th, I look down towards his feet; — but 
. that's a fable: 
li that thou be'st a devil I camiot kill thee. 

[Othello wounds Iago. 

Lod, Wrench his sword from him. 

Iago. I bleed, sir; but not kill'd. 

0th, I am not sorry neither ; I 'd have thee 
live; 
For, in my sense, 'tis liappiness to die. 

Lod, O thou Othello, that was onoe so good, 
Fall'n in the practice of a cursed slave, 
What shall be said to thee ? 

0th, Why, any thing : 

An honourable murtlierer, if you will; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod, This wretch hath part confessed his 
villainy: 
Did you and he consent in Cassio*s death P 

0th, Ay. 

Cas, Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

0th, I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 
Will you, 1 pray, demand that demi-devil, 
Why he hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body ? 

logo. Demand me nothing : What you know, 
you know : 
From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod, What? not to pray P 

Oru. Torments will ope your lips. 

0th. Well, thou dost best. 

Lod, Sir, you shall understand what hath be- 
faU'n, 
Wluch, as I think, you know not : Here is a 

letter, 
Found in the pocket of the slain Koderigo ; 
And here, another : the one of them imports 
The death of Cassio to be undertook 
By Itoderigo. 

0th. O villain! 

Cat, Most heathenish and most gross ! 

Lod. Now here 's another discontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems, 
Boderigo meant to have sent this damned vil- 
lain; 
But that, belike, Iago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

0th, thou pernicious caitiff ! — 

How came you, Cassio, by tliat handkerchief 
That was my wife's P 

Cas, I found it in my chamber ; 

And he himself confessed, but even now. 
That there he dropp'd it, for a special purpose, 
Which wrought to his desire. 

0th, O fool! fool! fool! 

Cas. There is, besides, in Boderigo*s letter, — 
How he upbraids Iago, that he made him 

320 



Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : And even but now he spake. 
After long seeming dead, — ^lago hurt him, 
Iago set him on. 
Lod, You must forsake this room, and go 

with us; 
Your power and your command is taken off. 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 
If there be any cunning cruelty. 
That can torment him much, and hold him long. 
It shall be his : You shall close prisoner rest. 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state : Come, bring away.' 

0th, Soft you ; a word or two, before you go. 
I have done the state some service, and they 

know't; 
No more of that :— I pray you, in your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate. 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 
Nor set down aught in malice : then must you 

speak 
Of one that lov'd not wisely, but too well ; 
Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one, whose hand. 
Like the base Indian,^ threw a pearl away, 
Bicher than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdu'd 

eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood. 



• Briii^ awojf. The quarto, brin§ Mm awof. 

b Indian. The first quarto reads dittinctly, InditM—^ht 
first folio, ludean. We might have thought that there was 
only a suhttitution in thia reading of u for n, had ve not 
turned to all the passages in that edition where Indian occurs, 
and found it invariably spelt In-d-i-thn. The controTcrsy 
as to reading Indian, or Judean^ and who was the bmt Judeak, 
occupies si X pages of the variorum editions. Theobald main- 
tained that he vras ** Herod, vrho, in a fit of blind jealousy, 
threw away such a Jewel of a wife as Mariamne was to him.*' 
Steevens brings forward an old story of a Jew, which he has 
read in some book, who threw a pearl into the Adriatic. 
This story looks ezcessiTcly like a forgeiy, in which art 
Steevens dabbled. Steevens will not have the Indian, be- 
cause he thinks bate is an improper epithet. Malone rejects 
him, because the word tribe appears to hare a peculiariy 
Hebrew signification. To show how fkr conjecture may be 
carried, we may mention that a correspondent wishes to 
impress upon us that the allusion was to Judas Iscariot. 
Boiwell, in a very sensible note, shows that tribe meant in 
Shakspcre's day kindred; that base is used in the sense of 
ignorant ; and, what is very important, that two poets alter 
Shakspere, have described the Indian* as casting away 
iewels of which they knew not the value. Uabbington, 
in his ' Castara,' has these lines : — 

*' So the nnskUful Indian those bright gems 
Which might add majesty to diadems 
*Mong the wave* ecatler*.^ 
And Sir Edward Howard, in *The Woman's Conquest,' 
has — 



* Behold my queen- 
ore concern V\\ cast a' 



Wlio with no more concern 1 '11 cast away 
Than Indian* do a pearl, that ne'er did know 
lU value." 

The preference of ColerU ge for Indian has great weight with 
us. He says " Othello wuhes to excuse himself on the score 
of ignorance, and yet not to excuse himself— to excuse him- 
self by accusing. This struggle of feeling is finely conveyed 
in the word ' base,' which is applied to the rude Indian, not 
in his own character, but as the momentary representative 
of Othello's." 
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Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medioinable gum : Set you down this : 
And say, besides, — ^that in Aleppo once. 
Where a malignant and a turban*d Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and tradnc'd the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 
And smote him — thus. [Stabs himself, 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Gra, All that is spoke is marr'd. 

0th. I kiss'd thee, ere I killed thee;-No 
way but this. 
Killing myself to die upon a kiss. [Lies. 

Cat, This did I fear, but thought he had no 
weapon; 



For he was great of heart. 

Lod, O Spartan dog ! 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 

[To Lioo. 
This is thy work : the object poisons sight ; — 
Let it be hid. — ^^Gratiano, keep the house. 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed on you. — To you, lord 

governor, 
Eemains the censure of this hellish villain ; 
The time, the place, the torture, — enforce it ! 
Myself will straight aboard ; and, to the state, 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. 

[BxeuiU, 



I Venetian Glaive, Halberds, aud Sword of an Estradiot. Mjyrlck'i Collection.] 



Tragedies.— Vol !• T, 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT V. 



> ScBHB IL — "A hedchamber, arc." 

Thb stage directions in the original copies of 
Bhakspere are very scantily supplied ; and we have 
no indications either of general or particular locali- 
ties. In the scene before ui, the original direction 
is, enter Othello, and Desdemona in her bed. It ap- 
pears to us that, to understand this scene properly, 
we must refer to the peculiar construction of the 
ancient theatres. In Romeo and Juliet (Illustra- 
tions of Act III.) we have described the balcony or 
upper stage, in explanation of the old direction, 
enter Romeo and Juliet aloft. We there gave Ma- 
lone's description of the uses of this balcony. Mr. 
Collier has also thus described another arrangement 
of the old stage, independent of the balcony : " Be- 
sides the curtain in front of the stage, which con- 
cealed it from the spectators until it was drawn on 
each side, upon a rod, there were other curtains at 
the back of the stage, called travertea, which served, 
when drawn, to make another and an inner apart- 
ment, when such was required by the business of 
the play. They had this name at a very early date." 
The German commentators upon Shakspere have 
bestowed much attention upon this subject Ulrici 
says, ''In the midst of the stage, not far from 
the proscenium, was erected a sort of balcony or 
platform, supported by two pillars which Blood 
upon $ome broad steps. These steps led up to an 
interior and smaUer stage, which, formed by the 
space under the platform and betwixt the pillars^ 
was applied to the most varied uses." Tieck, 
in his notes upon Lear has shown, we think very 
satisfactorily, that the horrid action of tearing 
out Qloster's eyes did not take place on the 
ttage proper. He says, "The chair in which 
Gloster is bound is that which stood somewhat 
elevated in the middle of the scene, nnd from 
which Lear delivered his first speech. This little 
theatre in the midst was, when not in use, con- 
cealed by a curtain ; when in use, the curtain was 
withdrawn. Shakspere, therefore, like all the dra- 
matists of his age, has frequently two scenes at 
one and the same time. In Henry YIII. the nobles 
stand in the ante-chamber; the curtain of the 
smaller stage is withdrawn, and we are in the cham- 
ber of the king. Again, while Cranmer waits in the 
ante-chamber, the curtains open to the council- 
chamber. We have here this advantage, that by 
the pillars which divided the little central theatre 
from the proscenium, or proper stage, not only 
could a double group be presented, but it could be 
partially concealed ; and thus two scenes might be 
played, which could be wholly comprehended, al- 
though not everything in the smaller frame was ex- 
pressly and evidently seen." It appears to us 
not very material to determine whether Ulrici is 
right about the "broad stops." Cei-tainly the ele- 
vation of the " little central theatre " was not consi- 
derable — it was "somewhat elevated," as Tieck 
observes. Now, let us apply this principle to the 
scene before us ; and we doubt not that we shall 
get rid of some anomalies which are presented to 
us in the modem representations. Enter Othello^ 
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to the proper stage ; Desdemona in her bed is con- 
cealed from the audience in the little central stage, 
whose curtains are drawn. After Othello has 
said, "I'll smell thee on the tree," he ascends the. 
little elevated stage, and undraws its curtain. The 
dialogue between him and Desdemona then takes 
place. After the murder he remains upon the cen- 
tral stage, while Emilia is knocking at the door; 
and after 

" Soft, by and by :— let me the curtains draw," , 

he steps down. The dialogue between Emilia and 
Othello at first goes on without any apparent con- 
sciousness on the part of Emilia of Desdemona's 
presence. When Desdemona has spoken Emilia 
withdraws the curtain of the secondary stage. When 
Montano, Qratiano, and lago enter, a long dialogue 
takes place between lago and Emilia, wid^out Mon- 
tano and Qratiano perceiving " what is the matter." 
Had Desdemona been upon the stage proper, there 
would have been no time for this dialogue. Her 
murder would have been at once discovered. The 
actors now get over the difficulty by having a four- 
post bedstead, with curtains closely drawn. When, 
however, Emilia ascends the central stage, and 
exclaimi?, 

*' My mistress here lies murdered in her bed." 

a double group is presented. Emilia is in the 
chamber with Desdemona; Othello and the others 
remain on the stage proper ; Montano then follows 
lago out, who had previously rushed to the central 
stage, and stabbed bis wife. Qratiano remains upon 
the proper stage; but why then does Montano order 
Qratiano to guard the door without ? Othello has 
entered into the secondary stage, and he speaks 
from within the curtain to Qratiano, — 

" I have another weapon in this chamber, 
It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper;— 
O, here it is :— Uncle, I must come forth." 

Qratiano, still remaining upon the proper stage, an- 
swers, " If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear." 
But when Othello says, " Look in upon me then," 
the curtain is withdrawn, and Qratiano ascends to 
the secondary stage. It is the practice of the mo- 
dem theatres to get over the difficulty by making 
Qratiano go out with Montano, contrary to the ori- 
ginal text ; and to make him enter again when 
Othello says, " Look in upon me." But how then 
shall we account for the speech of Lodovico, when 
he subsequently enters, — " Where is this rash and 
most unfortunate man ? ** without the secondary 
stage ? From that stage Othello answers, " That 's 
he that was Othello ; here I am." The subsequent 
events take place upon the stage proper; although 
it was ])robably contrived that Othello should kill 
himself on the secondary stage. Those who com- 
plain, with Voltaire, of an exhibition where a wo- 
man is stran?fled upon the stage, may be relieved by 
finding that in the ancient theatre "two scenes 
might be played which could be wholly compre- 
hended, although not everything in the sm^ler 
frame was expressly and evidently seen." 



Digitized by 



Google 



( ParomfrusUi} Crom a recent Sketch.] 



SUPPLEMENTARY NOTICE. 



Whxm Shakspere first became aoqtudnted with the 'Moor of Venice' of Giraldi Cinthio (whether in 
the original Italian, or the French tranalation, or in one of the little story-books that familiarized the 
people with the romance and the poetry of the souths he saw in that no^el the tcaffolding of Othello. 
There was formerly in Venice a yaliant Moor, says the story. It came to pass that a virtuous lady of 
wonderful beauty, named Detdemona, became enamoured of his great qualities and noble yirtues. 
The Moor loTed her in return, and they were married in spite of the opposition of the lady's friends. 
It happened too (says the story), that the senate of Venice appointed the Moor to the command of 
Cyprus, and that his lady determined to accompany him thither. Amongst the officers who attended 
upon the General was an ensign, of the most agreeable person, but of the most depraved nature. The 
wife of this man was the friend of Desdemona, and they spent much of their time together. The 
wicked ensign became violently enamoured of Desdemona; but she, whose thoughts were wholly 
engrossed by the Moor, was utterly regardless of the ensign's attentions. His love then became 
terrible hate, and he resolved to accuse Desdemona to her husband of infidelity, and to connect with 
the accusation a captain of Cyprus. That officer, having struck a centinel, was discharged from his 
command by the Moor ; and Desdemona, interested in his favour, endeavoured to reinstate him in her 
husband's good opinion. The Moor said one day to the ensign, that his wife was so importunate for 
the restoration of the officer, that he must take him back. ' If you would open your eyes, you would 
see plainer,' said the ensign. The romance-writer continues to display the perfidious intrigues of the 
ensign against Desdemona. He steals a handkerchief which the Moor had given her, employing the 
agency of his own child. He contrives with the Moor to murder the captain of Cyprus, after he has 
made the credulous husband listen to a conversation to which he gives a fulse colour and direction ; 
and, finally, the Moor and the guilty officer destroy Desdemona together, under circumstances of great 
brutality. The crime is, however, concealed, and the Moor is finally betrayed by his accomplice. 

Mr. Dtmlop, in his 'History of Fiction,' has pointed out the material differences between the 
novel and the tragedy. He adds, "In all these important variations, Shakspere has improved 
on his original. . In a few other particulars he has deviated from it with less judgment ; in most 
respects he has adhered with close imitation. The characters of lago, Desdemona, and Cassio, are 
taken from Cinthio with scarcely a shade of difference.. The obscure hints and various artifices of 
the villain to raise suspicion in the Moor are the same in the novel and the drama." M. Quiaot, 
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SUPPLEMENTAEY NOTICR 

wiili the eye of real criticism, has been somewhat farther than Mr. Dunlop. " There was wanting 
in the narrative of Cinthio the poetical genius which furnished the actors — which created the 
individuals — which imposed upon each a figure and a character — which made us see their actions, 
and listen to their words — ^which presented their thoughts and penetrated their sentiments : — that 
vivifying power which summons events to arise, \o progress, to expand, to be completed : — that 
creative breath which, breathing over the past> calls it again into being, and fills it with u present and 
imperishable life : — ^this was the power which Sh&kspere alone possessed, and by which, out of a 
foigotten novel, he has made Othello." 

Beforo we can be said to understand the idea of Shakspere in the composition of Othello, we 
must disabuse ourselves of some of the commonplace principles upon which he has been interpreted. 
It is with this object that we have here, instead of in our Introductory Notice, given a rapid sketch - 
of the source from which he derived thts tragedy. The novel, be it observed, is a very intelligible 
and consistent story, of wedded happiness, of unlawful and unrequited attachment, of revenge 
growing out of disappointment, of jealousy too easily abused, of confederacy with the abuser, of 
most brutal and guilty violence, of equally base falsehood and concealment. This is a story in 
which we see nothing out of the common course of wickedness; nothing which licentious craft 
might not prompt, and frenzied passion adopt. The lago of the tragedy, it is said, has not sufficient 
motives for his crimes. Mr. Skottowe tells us that in the novel, except as a means of vengeance 
on Desdemona, the infliction of pain upon the Moor forms no part of the treacherous officer's 
design. But, with regard to the play, he informs us, that it is surely straining the matter beyond 
the limits of probability to attribute lago's detestation of Othello to causes so inadequate and vague 
as the dramatist has assigned.* We have here the two principles upon which the novelist and 
the dramatist worked thoroughly at issue; and the one is to be called natural and the other, 
unnatural. The one would have produced such an OthoUo as is cleverly desci^bed in the introduction 
to a French translation of the play recently published : f in which the nature of jealousy and all 
its cruel effects would have been explained, with great pomp of language, by a confidante in an 
introductory monologue; and the same subject would have served for a continued theme, until 
the fatal conclusion, which was long foreseen, of an amiable wife becoming the victim of a cruel 
oppressor. This is the Zaire of Voltaire. Upon the other principle, we have no explanations, no 
regular progress of what is most palpable in human action. We have the "motiveless malignity** 
of lago, — '<a being next to devil, and only not quite devil, and yet a character which Shakspeare 
has attempted and executed without scandal/' t as the main spring of all the fearful events which 
issue out of the unequal contest between the powers of grossness and purity, of falsehood and truth. 
This is the Othello of Shakspei-e. 

If it had been within the compass of Shakspere's great scheme of the exposition of human 
actions and the springs of action, to have made lago a supernatural incarnation of the principle of 
evil, he would not have drawn him very differently from what he is. In all essentials he is " only 
not quite devil." He is very much less *Hhan archangel ruined." Milton, when he paints his 
Satan as about to plunge our first parents in irretrievable misery, makes him exhibit ''signs of 

remorse : '* — 

H Should I ftt your hannleM IniMoence 

Melt, Ml do, jet publle leaton Just, 

Honour and empire with revenge enlatg'd, 

B J conquering this new worid, compels me now 

To do what else, though damn'd, 1 should abhor. 

So spake the Fiend, and with necessity, 

The tyrant's plea, esicus'd his devilish deeds." 

When lago beholds a picture of happiness, not much inferior to that upon which the Satan of Milton 
looked, ho has no compunctious visitings at the ^x>spect of destroying it : — 



* O, you are well tun'd now! 



But I'll set down the pegs that tnake this music, 
As honest as I am." 



But there is another great poetical creation to which lago bears mote resemblance— ^the Mephistophilea 

• The Life of Shaksptoaie. By Augustine Skottowe. Vol. ii. p. 76. 
t Chefs-d'CEuvre de Shakspeare. Tome it Paris .1839. t Coleridge. 
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of Qoethe. Take away the supernatural power in Mephistophiles, and the «en8e of the supernatural 
power in Faust, and the actions of the human fiend and of the real fiend are reduced to pretty much 
the same standard. It could not be otherwise. Goethe, to make the incarnation of the evil principle 
intelligible in its dealing with human afi&irs, could only paint what Shakspere has painted— a being 
passionless, self-possessed, imsympathising, sceptical of all truth and purity, intellectually gross and 
sensual,~of a will imcontrolled by fear for himself or respect for others, —the abstract of the reason- 
ing power in the highest state of activity, but without love, without veneration, without hope, 
uuspiritualized, earthy. Mephistophiles and lago have this in common, also, that they each seek to 
destroy their victims through their affections, and each is successful in the attempt. If Shakspere had 
made lago actually exhibit the vulgar attributes of the fiend, when Othello exclaims — 

" I look down towards bis feet *•— 
would the character have been a partide more real ? Fiends painted by men are but reflections of 
the baser principles of humanity. Shakspere embodied those principles in lago; and, it being 
granted that great talent oombined with an utter destitution of principle, and a complete denudation 
of sympathy, has produoed the monsters which history has described, who shall say that the character 
is exaggerated ? 

The list of ''persons represented,'' afflxed to the folio edition of Othello, and called "the names 
of the actors," is as little wanted for the information of the reader of this tragedy, as any prepara- 
tory scenic deteripHon of the characters. In this list we have "lago, a villain," — **Roderigo, a 
guird gentleman." But Shakspere has given us very clear indications by which to know the gull 
from the rogue. We have not read a dosen sentences before we feel the intellectual vigour of 
lago, and the utter want of honour, which he is not ashamed to avow. He parries in an instant 

the complaint of Roderigo, — 

** That thou, lago, who hast had ray pune,"— 

and commands a sympathy with his own complaiqts against the Moor. He is not nice in the avowal of 

his principles of action : — 

" In following him, I follow but myself." 

He lays bare, without the slightest apprehension, the selfish motives upon which he habitually acts. 

And is not this nature ? Roderigo, blinded by his passion and vanity, overlooks, as all men do under 

similar circumstances, the risk which he himself runs from such a confederate ; aqd lago knows that 

he will overlook it. He never makes a similar exposition of himself directly tp persons of nice 

honour and sensitive morality. To Othello he is the hypocrite : — 

" I lack iniquity. 

Sometimes to do me service." 
And thercfere, in Othello's opinion, 

" A man he is of honesty and tmst.*' 
And even to the ''gull'd gentleman," while he is counselling the most abominable wiokedness, he is a 
sort of moralist, up to the point of securing attention and belief : — ** our bodies are our gardens." 
When he is alone he revels in the pride of his intellect : — 

'* Thas do I ever make my fool my purse : 

For I mine own gained knowMgt should profkne, 

If I would time expend with such a snipe, 

But for my sport and profit." 
To Desdemona, in the first scene at Cyprus, he is ''nothing if not oritioal," according to hie own 
account; but retailing "old fond paradoxes," to conceal his real opinions. When he tasks his 
understanding to meet Desdemona's demand o( "What praise could'st thou bestow on a deserving 
woman indeed ? " he exhibits the very perfection of satirical verse, — th^ precise model of what used 
to be called poetry, — the light without warmth of cleverness without feeling. To Cassio, a fraok 
and generous soldier, somewhat easily tempted to folly, and with morals just loose enough not to 
destroy his native love of truth and purity, he ventures to exhibit himself more openly. The dialogue 
4n the third scene of the second act, where they discourse of Desdemona, is a key to the habitual 
grossness of his imagination. His sarcasm to Cassio after the anger of Othello, " As I ani aQ honest 
man, I thought you had received some bodily wound ; there is more sense in that than in reputation," 
— discloses the utter a'bsence from his mind of the principle of honour. And then, again, he can 
accommodate himself to all the demands of the frankest joviality : — 
•* And let me the cannakin, clink, cUok.** 
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Other dramatiats would hare made blm c^oomy and morose, but Shakspere kaew that the boon com- 
panioDy and the cheat and traitor, are not eeaentially distinct characters. In these lighter demonstra- 
tions of his real nature we have seen the deyer scoundrel and the passionless sensualist tainted with 
impurity to the extremest depth of his will and his understanding. We have seen, too, at the reiy 
commencement of the play, his hatred to Othello exhibited in the rousing up of Desdemona's father. 
We have learned something, also, of the motive of this hatred — the preferment of Cassio : — 



-" Now, sir, be Judge youTsclf, 



Whether 1 in any Just term am affin'd 
To love the Moor." 

But it remained for lago himself, thinking aloud, or, as we call it, soliloquizing, to disclose the entire 
scope of his villainy. He is to get Cassio's place, and "to abuse Othello's ear." To justify even to 
himself this second fiendish determination, he shows us, as Coleridge has beautifully expressed it, 
** The motive hunting of a motiveless malignity." We may well add with Coleridge, ** how awful it 
is I ** To understand the confidence with which lago exclaims, *' I have it, it is engender^/* we must 
examine the elements of Othello's character. 

lago paints the Moor with bitter satire, as one " loving his own pride and purposes." He exhibits 
him lofty and magniloquent, using ''a bombast circimiBtance.*' This is the mode in which a cold, 
calculating man of the world looks upon the imaginative man. The practical men, as they are called, 
regard with dislike those who habitually bring high thoughts and forcible expressions into the 
commerce of life. And yet lago is compelled to do justice t<Fthe Moor's high talent : — 

" Another of his fathom they have none, 
To lead their business.". 

Tlie firanknees and generosity of the Moor, on the contrary, is a subject for his utter scorn. Here he 
has no sympathy with him : — 

" The Moor is of a f^ee and open nature, 
That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose 
As asses are." 
Again, — 

" The Moor— howbeit that I endure him not— 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature." 

It is his dependence upon this constant, loving, noble nature,— it is upon Othello's freedom from all 
low suspicion, that lago relies for his power to 

" Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 

For making him egregiously an ass ; 

And practising upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madness." 
But let Othello speak for himself. Not vain, but proud ;—relymg upon himself, his birth, his 
actions, be is oahn at the prospect of any u^jury that Brabantio can do him. He is bold when he ha« 
to confront those who come as his enemies : — 



' I must be found ; 



My parts, my title, and my perfect soul. 
Shall manifest me rightly." 

When the old senator exclaims, "down with him— thief 1 " how beautiful is his self-command ! — 

" Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust them." 
It was this forbearance and self-restraint, bottomed upon the most enthusiastic energy, that made him 
a hero. When he is wrought into fi-enzy, lago himself is suprised at the storm which he has produced ; 
and he looks upon the tempest of passion as a child does upon some niachine which he has mis- 
chievously set in motion for damage and destruction, but which under guidance is a beautiful instru 
ment of usefulness. " Can he be angry ? " Lodovico, in the same way, does justice to his habitual 

equanimity : — 

** Is this the noble Moor whom our Aill senate 
Call all-in-all sofScient f This the nature 
Whom passion could not shake t " ' 

The senate scene is the triumph of Othello's perfect simplicity and fearless enthusiasm : — 

** X think this tale would win my daughter too." 
And then his affection for Desdemona. Before the assembled senators he puts on no show of violence 
— no reality, and, unquestionably, no affectation, of warmth and tenderness : — 
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' * She lov'o me for the dangers I had pass'd, 
And I lov'd her that she did pity them." 
But when the meeting comes at Cyprus, after their separation and their dangek*, the depth of his 
affection bursts forth in irrepressible words : — 

" If it were now to die, 

Twere now to be mott happy, for I fear 
My soul hath her content so absolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate." 

Such are the materials upon which lago has to work in Othello. But had Desdemona been other- 
wise than she was, his success would not have been so asaiired. Let us dwell for a moment upon 
the elementary character of this pure and gentle beins?. 

Desdemona's fiither first describes her : — 

■" A maiden never bold ; 
Of spirit so still and quiet that her motion 
Blush'd at herself." 

Yet upon her very first appearance she does not shrink from avowing the strength of her affec- 
tions : — 

" That I love the Moor, to live with bim, 

My downright violence and stonn of fortunes 

May trumpet to the world." 

But she immediately adds the reason for this : — 

— ' " My heart *$ tubdued 

Even to the very quality of my lord." 
The impresnbilily of Desdemona is her distinguishing characteristic With this key, the tale of 
Othello's wooing is a most consistent one. The timid girl is brought into immediate contact with 
the earnest warrior. She hears of wonders most remote from her experience ;— caves and deserts, 
rocks and hills, in themselves marvels to an inhabitant of the city of the sea, — 

" Of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field." 

How exquisite is the domestic picture which follows : — 

" But still the house affairs would draw her thence : 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 
She 'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse." 

But this impressibility, this exceeding sympathy arising out of the teuderness of her nature, is 
under the control of the most perfect purity. lago does full justice to this purity, whilst he sees 
that her kindness of heart may be abused : — 

" For 'tis most easy 

The inclining Desdemona to subdue 

In any honest tuit; she's fram'd as (hiitful 

As the firee elements." 

Her confidence in the power which she possesses over Othello is the result of the perfect sympathy 
which she has bestowed and received. And her zeal in friendship, vrithout a thought that she 
might be mistaken, has its root in the same confiding nature : — 

" I give thee warrant of thy place ; assure thee. 

If I do vow a friendship I 'II perform it 

To the last article." 

The equivocation about the handkerchief is the result of the same impressibility. She is teriified 
out of her habitual candour. The song of ** Willow/' and the subsequent dialogue with Emilia, are 
evidences of the same subjection of the mind to external impressions. But her unassailable purity 
is above alL " I do not think there is any such woman " is one of those minute touches which we 
in vain seek for in any other writer but Shakspere. 

Understanding, then, the native characters of Othello and Desdemona, we shall appreciate the 
marvellous skill with which Shakspere has conducted the machinations of lago. If the novel of 
Cinthio had fisdlen into common hands to be dramatized, and the dramatist had chosen to depart 
from the motive of revenge against Desdemona which there actuates the villain, the plot would 
probably have taken this course: — The Desdemona would have been somewhat less pui'e than 
our Desdemona; the Cassio would have been somewhat more prosiunptuous than our Cassio, and 
have not felt for Desdemona the religious veneration which he feels; the Othello would have 
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been 'eaafly jealous,** and woold baye done something ''in bate/' bnt nott "all in bononr," aaonr 
Otbellow It is a part of tbe admirable knowledge of boman nature possessed by Sbakspere, 
tbat lago does not, eyen for a moment, entertain the thought of tampering with tbe virtue of 
Desdemona, either through CSassio, or Roderigo, or any other instrument. Coleridge has boldly 
and truly said that ** Othello does not kill Desdemona in jealousy, but in a conyiction forced upon 
bim by the almost superhuman art of lago — such a conyiction as any man would and must bave 
entertained wbo bad belieyed Iago*s honesty as Othello did. We, the audience, know tbat lago is a 
yillain from tbe beginning; but, in considering tbe essence of the Shaksperian Othello, we must 
perseyeringly place ourselves in bis situation, and under bis circumstances." 

But Othello was not only betrayed by bis reliance on ** lago's honesty," but also by bis confideooe 
ui Isgo's wisdom : — 

*• Thii fellow •« of exceeding honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 
Of human dealings." 

A0un» 

*< o thou art wise ; *t is certain." 

Wben Othello tbus bows bis own lofty nature before the grovelling but most acute worldly intel- 
lect of lago, bis habitual view of "all qualities " bad been clouded by the breath of tbe slanderer. 
His confidence in purity and innocence had been destroyed. The sensual judgment of ''human 
dedings" bad taken the place of tbe spiritual. Tbe enthusiastic love and veneration of bis wife bad 
been painted to bim as the result of gross passion : — 

" Not to affect many proposed matches," tec. 
His belief in tbe general prevalence of virtuous motives and actions bad been degraded to a reliance 
on tbe lit|Brtme's creed that all are impure :~ 

" there's millions now alive," &c. 
Wben the innocent and tbe high-minded submit themselves to tbe tutelage of tbe man of tbe 
world, as be is called, the process of mental change is preoiBely that produced in tbe mind of 
Othello. The poetiy of life is gone.. On them, never more 

** The fieshnesi of the heart can fall like dew." 
They abandon themselves to the betrayer, and they prostrate themselves before tbe eneigy of bis 
"gain*d knowledge." They feel that in their own original powers of judgment they bave no 
support against tbe dogmatism, and it may be the ridicule, of experience. This is the course with 
tbe young when they fall into tbe power of the tempter. But was not Othello in all essentials 
ymmgt Was he not of an enthusiastic temperament, confiding, loving, — most sensitive to opinion, 
— jealous of bvs honour, — truly wise, bad he trusted to his own pure impulses ? — But be was most 
weak, in adopting an evil opinion against his own faith, and conviction, and proof in bis reliance 
upon tbe honesty and judgment of a man whom be really doubted and bad never proved. Yet this 
is tbe course by which the highest and noblest intellects are too often subjected to tbe dominion of 
the subtle understanding and the unbridled ynW, It is an unequal contest between tbe principles 
tbat are struggling for the mastery in tbe individual man, wben tbe attributes of the serpent and 
the dove are separated, and become conflicting. The wisdom which belonged to Othell(/s entbu- 
stastio temperament was bis confidence in the truth and purity of the being with whom his life was 
bound up, and bis general reliance upon the better part of human nature^ in his judgment of bis 
friend. Wben tbe confidence was destroyed by the craft of bis deadly enemy, bis sustaining 
power was also destroyed;— the balance of bis sensitive temperament was lost; — bis enthusiasm 
became wild passion ; — bis new belief in the dominion of grossness over tbe apparently pure and 
good, shaped itself into gross outrage; bis honour lent itself to schemes of cruelty and revenge. 
But even amidst the whirlwind of this passion, we every now and then bear something which 
sounds as the softest ecbo of love and gentleness. Perhaps in tbe whole compass of the Shaksperian 
pathos tbere is nothing deeper than " But yet tbe pity of it, lago I O, lago, tbe pity of it, lago." 
It is the contemplated murder of Desdemona which tbus tears his heart. But bis "disordered 
power, engendered within itself to its own destruction," hurries oil the catastrophe. We would 
ask, with Coleridge, " As tbe curtain drops, which do we pity tbe most !** 
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Statb of the Text, and Chbonology, of Timon of Athens. 

' The life of Tymon of Athens ' was first published in the folio collection of 1628 ; and imme- 
diately preyious to that publication, it was entered in the books of the Stationers' Company, as one 
of the plays "not formerly entered to other men." The text, in this first edition, has no division 
into acts and scenes. We have reason to believe that, with a few exceptions, it is accurately 
printed from the copy which was in the possession of Heminge and Condell; and we have judged 
it important, for reasons which we shall feel it our duty to sUte in considerable detail, to follow 
that copy with very slight variations. 

The text which, before our Pictorial edition, was ordinarily printed, that of Steerens, underwent^ in 
an almost unequalled extent^ what the editors called ** regulation.*' Steevens was a great master in this 
art of regulation "—a process by which what was originally printed as prose is sometimeB transformed 
into Terse, with the aid of transposition, omission, and substitution ; and what, on the contrary, stood 
iu the original as verse, is changed into prose, because the ingenuity of the editor has been unable 
to render it strictly metrical There are various other modes of "regulation," which have been 
most extensively employed in the play before us ; and the consequence was that some very important 
characteristics were utterly destroyed in the variorum editions — ^the record was obliterated. The 
task, however, .which Steevens undertook, was in some cases too difficult a one to be carried 
through consistently ; and he has been compelled, therefore, to leave several passages, that invited 
his ambition to " regulate," even as he found them. For example, in that part of the first scene 
where Apemantus appears, we have a dialogue, of which Steevens thus speaks : — '' The very 
imperfect state in which the ancient copy of this play has reached us, leaves a doubt whether 
several short speeches in the present scene were designed for verse or prose; I have, therefore, 
made no attempt at * reg^ulation.' " Boswell upon this very sensibly asks, '* Why should not the 
same doubt exist with regard to other scenes, in which Mr. Steevens has not acted with the same 
moderation?" It will be necessary that^ in addition to the notices in our foot-notes, we should 
here call the attention of the reader to a few specimens of the difference between the ancient and 
the modem text. 

The original presents to us in particular scenes a very considerable number of short lines, 
occurring in the most rapid succession. We have no parallel example in Shakspere of the fre- 
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quency of their use. The hdmistich is iDtrodnced with great effect in some of the finest paRsnges 
in Lear. But in Timon of Athens, its perpetual recurrence in some scenes is certainly not always 
a heauty. The ** regulation/' however, has not only concealed this peculiar feature, but has necea- 
sarily altered the structure of the verses preoediug or following the hemistich. We print a few 
such passages in parallel columns : — 

ANCIENT COPIES. MODERN COPIES. 



Act t. Scbvk i. 
•• Tim. What trumpet's that? 

Serv, TIs AloiMadet, snd 

Some twenty hone, all of companionship. 

SCBHE II. 

Fen. Most honoui'd Tiraon, 't hath pleas'd the foda 
remember 
My father's age, and call him to long peace. 



Ay. 



Act I. SccKB i. 
•« Tim. What trumpet 's that ? 

itet. T is Alcibiadcs, and some twenty horse, 
All of companionship. 

ScrwB II. 
Fen. Most honoured Timon, 
It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my father's agt, 
And call him to long peace : 

Act III. ScEHB iv. 
SUw. Ay, if money were as certain as your waiting, 
T were sure enough. 

Why then prefen'd you not your sums and bills. 
When ynur false masters eat of my lord's meat 7 
Then they could sniiie, and fawn upon his debts. 
And take down th* interest into their glutt'nous maws. 
You do yourselves but wrong, to stir me up ; 
Let me pass quietly. 

Act it. Scenr hi. 
Tim. Had I a steward, 
80 true, so Just, and now so comfortable? 
It almost turns my dangerous nature wild. 
Let me behold thy Ace : Surely, this man 
Was bom of woman." 

No one we believe, having the passages thus exhibited, will consider that Steevens has improved 
the poet by his "regulation." But even if there should be differences of taste in this particular 
with reference to the passages before us, we maintain that in those passages, and in the examples 
we are about to give, the integrity of the text ought to have been preserved upon a principle. 

The next examples which we shall take are those in which the prose of the original has been 
turned into verse ; — 



Act III. ScEKB iv. 
F/av. 
If money were as certain as your waiting, 
T were sure enough. Why then preferred you not 
Your sums and bills, when your CUse masters eat 
Of my lord's meat? Then they could smile, and fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down th' interest 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselTes but wrong. 
To stir me up; let me pass quietly : 

Act IV. Scene hi. 
Tim. Had I a steward so true, so Just, and now 
80 comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy face.->8urely this man was bom of woman.** 



Act I. ScEKB 11. 
" Tim. Now Apemantus if thou wert not sullen I would 
be good to thee. 

Apem. No. I '11 nothing ; for if I should be brib'd too, 
there would be none left to rail upon thee, and then thou 
would'st sin the faster. Thou giv'st so long, Timon, I fear 
me thou wilt give away thyself in paper shortly. 



Act II. ScEvz 11. 
Tim. I will dispatch you severally. 
You to Lord Lucius, to Lord Lucullus you. I hunted with 
his honour to-day: you to Sempronius; commend me ro 
their loves; and I am proud, say, that my occasions have 
found time to use 'em toward a supply of money : let the 
teque&t be fifty talents. 



Act it. Scevz hi. 

Ale. Noble Tinon, what friendship may I do thee ? 

Tim. None, but 10 maintain my opinion. 

Ale. What is it, Timon? 

Tim. Promise me (Kendship, but perform none. If thou 
wilt not promise the Gods plague thee, fbr thou art a man : 
If thou dost perform, confound thee, for thou art a man." 
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Act I. ScEXE 11. 
" Tim. Now Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen, 
I *d be good to thee. 

Apem, No, 1 'II nothing; for 

If 1 should be brib'd too, there would be none left. 
To rail upon thee; and thou wouldst sin the fkster. 
Thou giv'st so long. Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyself in paper shortly. 

Act II. ScEKE 11. 
rim. I will despatch you severally.^You to lord Lu- 
cius, — 
To lord Lucullus you ; I hunted with hit 
Honour to.4ay ;— you, to Sempronius ; 
Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, say, 
That my occasions have found time to use them 
Toward a supply of money : let the request 
Be fifty talents. 

Act TV. SccKB iii. 

Ale. Noble Timon, 

What flriendship may I do thee ? 

Tim. None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

Ale. What is it, Timon? 

Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none: If 
Thou wilt not promise, the Gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man ! if thou dost perform, confound thee^ 
For thou 'rt a man I " 
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The third and last senes of examples which we sha]l funuBh, exhibits the metamorphosis of the 
Terse of the original into prose ; — 



Act ▼. ScEKB x. 
** Painter. Oood as the best. 
PromiMing is the very air o' th' time ; 
It opens the eyes of expectation. 
Performance is ever the duller for his act, 
And, but in the plainer and simpler kind of people, 
The deed of saying is quite out of use. 
To promise is most courtly and fashionable i 
Performance is a kind of will and testament 
Which argues a great sickness in his Judgement 
That makes it. 



Act v. Sckkb i. • 
" Painter. Good as the best. Promising is the very air 
o' the time ; it opens the eyes of expectation : performance 
is ever the duller for his act ; and, but in the plainer and 
simpler kind of people, the deed of saying is quite out of use. 
To promise is most courtly and fashionable: performance is 
a kind of will, or testament, which argues a great sickness 
in his Judgment that makes it. 



Poet. I am thinking what I shall say I have provided for 
him : It must be a personating of himself: a satire against 
the softness of prosperity ; with a discovery of the infinite 
flatteries that follow youth and opulency." 



Poet. I am thinking 

What I shall say I have provided for him : 

It must be a personating of himself: 

A satire against the softness of prosperity, 

With a discovery of the infinite flatteries 

That follow youth and opulency." 

We have thus prepared the reader, who is familiar with the ordinary text, not to rely upon it as 
a transcript of the ancient copies; and we shall now endeavour to show that, by a careful 
examination of the original, we may ariive at some conclusions with regard to this drama which 
have been hitherto entirely overlooked. 

The disguises of the ancient text, which have been so long accepted without hesitation, have 
given to the Timon of Athens something of the semblance of uniformity in the structure of 
the verse ; although in i-eality the successive scenes, even in the modern text, present the most 
startling contrarieties to the ear which is accustomed to the yersi6cation of Shakspere. The ordinary 
explanation of this very striking characteristic is, that the ancient text is corrupt. This is the 
belief of the English editors. Another theory, which has been received in Qermany, is, that the 
Timon being one of the latest of Shakspere's performances has come down to us unfinished. The 
conviction to which we have ourselves ariived neither rests upon the probable corruption of the 
text, nor the possibility that the poet has left us only an imfinished draft of his performance ; but 
upon the belief that the differences of style, as v^ell as the more important differences in the cast 
of thought, which prevail in the successive scenes of this drama, are so remarkable as to justify the 
conclusion that it is not wholly the work of Shakspere. We think it will not be veiy difficult so 
to exhibit these differences in detail, as to warrant us in requesting the reader's acquiescence in the 
principle which we seek to establish, namely, that the Timon of Athens was a play originally 
produced by an artist very inferior to Shakspere, and which probably retained possession of the 
stage for some time in its first form ; that it has come down to us not wholly re-written, as in the 
instance of the Taming of the Shrew, and the King John, but so far remodelled that entire scenes 
of Shakspere have been substituted for entire scenes of the elder play ; and lastly, that this 
substitution has been almost wholly confined to the character of Timon, and that in the development 
of that character alone, with the exception of some few occasional touches here and there, we must 
look for the unity of the Shaksperian conception of the Qreek Mi6anthi*opo8— the Timon of 
Aristophanes and Lucian and Plutarch — "the enemy to mankind,** of the popular story books — of 
the 'Pleasant Histories and excellent Novels,' which were greedily devoured by the contemporaries 
of the boyish Shakspere.* 

The contrast of style which is to be traced throughout this drama is sufficiently striking in the two 
opening scenes which now constitute the first act. Nothing *can be more free and flowing than the 
dialogue between the Poet and the Painter. It has all the equable graces of Shakspere's facility, with 
occasional examples of that condensation of poetical images which so distinguishes him from all 
other writers. For instance : — 

** All those which were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance. 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear. 
Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him, 
Drink the f^ air." 

• ' The Pislace of Pleasure,' in which the story of Timon is found, was first published in 1575. 
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The fore-shadowing of the fate of Timon in the oonolusion of this dialogue is. part of the ahnoet 
inyariable system by which Shakspere yeiy early infuses into his audience a dim notion of the 
catastrophe,— most frequently indeed in the shape of some presentiment. When Timon enters we 
feel certain that he is the Timon of Shakspere*s own conception. He is as graceful as he is 
generous ; his prodigality is without the lightest particle of arrogance ; he builds his munificence 
upon the necessity of gratifying without restraint the deep sympathies which he cherishes to all of 
the human family. He is the very model too of patrons, appearing to receire instead of to confer 
a favour in his reward of art, — a complete gentleman even in the act of purchasing a jewel of a 
tradesman. That the Apemantus of this scene belongs wholly to Shakspere is not to our minds 
quite so certain. There is little of wit in any part of this dialogue ; and the pelting Yolley of abuse 
between the Cynic, the Poet, and the Painter, might have been produced by any writer who was 
not afraid of exhibiting the tu quoque style of repartee which distinguishes the angry rhetoric of 
fish-wiyes and sohool-boys. Shakspere, however, has touched upon the original canvas; — ^no one 
can doubt to whom these lines belong :— 



' So, so { there t 



Aches contract and starve your supple Joints !— 
That there should be small love 'roongst these sweet knaves. 
And all this conrt'sy 1 The strain of man 's bred out 
Into baboon and monkey." 

These lines in the original are printed as prose ; and they continued so to be printed by llieobald 
and the editors who succeeded him, probably from its not being considered that a^ea is a dis- 
syllable. This circumstance is a confirmation to us that the dialogue with Apemantus is not entirely 
Shakspere's ; for it is a most remarkable fact thaty in all those passages of which there cannot be a 
doubt that they were wholly written by our poet, 'there is no confusion of prose for verse, — no 
difficulties whatever in the metrical amingement, — ^no opportunity presented for the exercise of any 
ingenuity in " regulation/' It was this fact which first led us to perceive, and subsequently to trace, 
the differences between particular scenes and passages. Wherever the modem text follows the 
ancient text with very slight changes, there we could put our finger undoubtingly upon the work of 
Shakspere. Wherever the tinkering of Steevens had been at work, we could discover that he had 
been attempting to repair, — ^not ** the chinks which time had made/' — ^but something veiy different 
from the materials with which Shakspere constructed. The evidence of this is at hand. 

If, in the first scene, it would be very difficult to say with certainty what is not Shakspere's, so in 
the second scene it appears to us equally difficult to point out what is Shakspere's. We believe 
that scarcely any part of this scene was written by him ; we find ourselves at once amidst a different 
structure of verse from the foregoing. We encounter this difference remarkably in the first speech 
of Timon : — 

" I gave it freely ever; and there's none 
Can truly say he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them; faults that are rich are fair." 

In the first qcene we do not find a single rhyming couplet ; —in the second scene their recurrence 
is more frequent tlian in any of Shakspere's plays, even the earliest This scene alone gives us 
sixteen' examples of this form of verse ; which, in combination with prose or blank verse, had been 
almost entirely rejected by the mature Shakspere, except to render emphatic the close of a scene. 
In the instance before us, we find the couplet introduced in the most arbitrary and inartificial manner 
— in itself neither impressive nor harmonious. But the contrast between the second scene and 
the first is equally remarkable in the poverty of the thought, and the absence of poetical imagery. 
It will be sufficient, we think, to put in apposition the cynic of this scene and of a subsequent scene, 
to show the impossibility of the character having been wholly minted from the same die : — 



Act I. ScEVB ii. 
" Hey day, what a sweep of vanity comes this way I 
They dance 1 they are mad women : 
Like madness is the glory of this life. 
As this pomp shows to a little oil, and root. 
M'e make ourselves fools to disport ourselves ; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men, 
Upon whose age we void it up again, 
884 



Act IV. ScEKS lit. 
' Thou hast cast away thyself, being like thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool : What, think'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain, 
Will put thy shirt on warm 7 Will these moss'd trees. 
That have outliv'd the eagle, pi^ thy heels, 
And skip when thou point'st out T Will the cold brook, 
Candied with tee, caudle thy morning taste. 
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with poiionoiM spite and envy. To cure thy o'er-nlght's rarfelt f e«U the eieaturei,— 

Who lives that '« not deprsTod, or depraves f Whose naked natures live in all the spite 

Who dies, that hears not one spurn to their graves Of wreakfiil heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks, 

Of their friends' gift t To the conflicting elements expos'd, 

I should fear, those that dance before me now, Answer mere nature,-— bid them flatter thee } 

Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done : 01 thou shalt find " 

Men shut their doors against a setting sun." 

Let us try the Steward of the first act and the Steward of the second act by the same test. We 
print the speech m the first column as we find it in the original With the exception of the twc 
rhyming couplets, it is difficult to say whether it is prose or Terse. It has been *' regulated " into 
yerse, as we shall show in our foot-notes ; but no change can make it metrical ; — the feebleness of 
the thought is the same under every disguise. On the other hand, the harmony, the vigour, the 
poetical elevation of the second passage, like the greater part of the fourth and fifth acts, effectually 
prevent all substitution and transposition : — 



Act X. ScxxB xi. 
" Ftav. What wIU this oome to t 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 
And all out of an empty coffer. — 
Nor will he know his purse; or yield me this, 
To show hira what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wishes good ; 
His promises fly so beyond his state, 
That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes for every word ; 
He is so kind, that he now pays Interest for 't ; 
His lands put to their books. Well, 'would I were 
Gently put out of office, before 1 were forc'd out I 
Happier is he that hath no friend to feed, 
Than such that do even enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my lord." 



Act II. ScElTB ii. 

*' Ftav. If you suspect my husbandry, or flilsehood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors. 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me, 
When all our offices have been oppressed 
With riotous feeders } when our vaulu have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine ; when every roam 
Hath blax'd with lights, and bray'd with minstrelsy ; 
i have retir'd me to a wasteftil cock. 
And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tim. Prithee, no more. 

Fktv, Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord I 
How many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants. 
This night englutted 1 Who Is not Tlraon's t 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is lord Timon'st 
Oreat Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon I 
Ah I when the means are gone that buy this praise. 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
Feast-won, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers. 
These flies are coucU'd." 

The modem division of this play into acts and scenes has given us a remarkable short second act 
The Senator of the first scene may be Shakspere's. The scene between the Servants, the Fool, and 
the cynic, has very little of his animation or his wit. But who is the fool's mistress ? Johnson saw 
the want of connexion between this dialogue and what had preceded it : — *' I suspect some scene 
to be lost, in which the entrance of the Fool and the Page that follows him, was prepared by some 
introductory dialogue, in which the audience was informed that they were the fool and page of 
Phrynia, Timandra, or some other courtezan, upon the knowledge of which depends the greater part 
of the ensuing jocularity." We shall have occasion to notice this want of connexion in other scenes 
of the play. In that before us, if the Timon were an older drama remodelled by Shakspere, the 
reason for the retention ol the scene, disjointed as it is, is obvious. — The audience had been accus- 
tomed to the Fool ; and it was of little consequence whether his speeches had any very strict 
connexion with the more important scenes. The whole thing wants the spirit of Shakspere, and it 
wants also the play upon words which he almost invariably employed upon such occasions. The Fool, 
the Page, the cynic, and the Servants, are simply abusive. 

The scene between Timon and the Steward, to the end of the act, is unquestionably from the 
master-hand of our poet. The character of Timon as his ruin is approaching him is beautifully 
developed. His reproach of his steward, slightly unjust as it is, is in a tone perfectly in accord- 
ance with the kindness of his nature ; and his rising anger 'is forgotten in a moment in his 
complete conviction of the integrity of that honest servant. His entire reliance upon the gratitude 
of his friends is most touching. Thoroughly Shaksperian is the steward's description of the 
coldness of the senators ; and Timon's answer is no less characteristic of the great interpreter of 
human feelings. 

We venture to express a conviction that very little of the third act is Shakspere's. The ingra- 
titude of Lucullus in the first scene, and of Lucius in the second, is amusingly displayed ; but there 
is little power in the development of character— little discrimination. The passionate invective of 
Flaminius is forcible : but the force is not exactly that of Shakspere^ The dialogue between the 
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Strangers, at the end of the second scene, is nnmetrical enough in the original ; Steevens has made 
it hobble still worse. The third scene has the same incurable defects.- It seems to us perfectly 
impossible that Shakspere could have produced thoughts so commonplace, and Terse so aamusical, 
as we find in the speech of Sempronius. The fourth scene, again, has little peculiarity. It might 
be Shakspere's, or it might be the work of an inferior writer. Of the fifth scene we venture to say 
most distinctly that it is not Shakspere's. Independently of the internal evidence of thought and 
style (which we shall come to presently), this scene of the banishment of Alcibiades, and the con- 
cluding scene of his return 'to Athens, appear to belong to a drama of which the story of this brave 
and profligate Athenian formed a much more important feature than in the present play. That 
story stands here strictly as an episode. The banishment of Alcibiades is perfectly unconnected 
with the misanthropy of Timon; — the rettim of Alcibiades takes place after Timon's death. We 
feel no interest in either event. Ulrici has noticed the uncertain connexion of this drama as a whole, 
particularly in the scene before us, "where it remains quite unknown who is the unfortunate 
friend for whom Alcibiades petitions so earnestly that he is banished for it" In Shakspere's hand 
the banishment of Alcibiades is only used in connexion with the wonderful scene in the fourth ack 
In the older drama we have no doubt that it formed an integral portion of the action, and that 
Timon himself was only incidental to the catastrophe. Shakspere was satisfied to take the frame- work, 
as he found it, of the story which he might connect with his display of the character of Timon. 
The scene before us, and the concluding scene of the fifth act, present, we think, nearly every 
characteristic by which the early contemporaries of Shakspere are to be distinguished finom him; 
and the negation, in the same degree, of all those qualities which render him so immeasurably 
superior to every other dramatic poet. 

The scene between Alcibiades and the Senate consists of about a hundred and twenty lines. — Of 
these Imcs twenty-six form rhyming couplets. This of itself is enough to make us look suspiciously 
upon the scene, when presented as the work of Shakspere. Could the poet have proposed any object 
to himself, by this extraordinary departure from his usual principle of veraification, presenting even 
in this play an especial contrast to the mighty rush and sustained grandeur of the blank veraA in 
the speeches of Timon in the fourth and fifth acts ? Is not the perpetual and offensive recurrence 
of the couplet an evidence that this and other scenes of the play were of the same school as ' The 
Histoiy of King Lear and his Three Daughters,' upon which Shakspere founded his own Lear ? 

The whole of the senate scene in Timon is singularly immetrical ; but wherever the verae becomes 
regular it is certainly not the metre of Shakspere. Mark the pause, for example, that occura at 
the end of every line of the firat speech of Alcibiades. ** The linked sweetness long drawn out ** 
is utterly wanting. The last scene of the fifth act has the same peculiarity. But in addition to the 
structure of the verae, the character of the thought is essentially different from that of the true 
Shaksperian drama. Where is our poet's imagery? From the ficst line of this scene to the last, 
the speeches, though cast into the form of verse, are in reality nothing but measured prosa The 
action of this scene admitted either of passion or reflection; and we know how Shakspere puts 
forth either power whenever the occasion demands it. The passion of Alcibiades is of the most 
vapid character : — 

•* Now the gods keep you old enough ; that you may live 
Only in bone that none may look on you I ' 

Ijet U3 contrast for a moment the Shaksperian Ck>riolanus, imder somewhat similar circumstanoes : - 

" You common cry of curs, whose breath T hate. 
As reek o' th* rotten fens : whose loves I prize, 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air: I banish you." 

In this scene between Alcibiades and the senate, the usually profound I'eflection of Shakspere, 
which plunges us into the depths of our own hearts, and the most unfathomable mysteries of the 
world around us and beyond us, is exchanged for such slight axioms as the following : — 

** For pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants use it cruelly." 
" To revenge is no valour, but to bear." 
** To be in anger is impiety, 

But who is man that is not angry." 
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The form of expression ia these sceaoa with Alcibiades appears to as (ts remarkably un-Shaksperlaii 
as the character of the thought Bj nothing is our poet more distipgrished than by his concise- 
ness,— the quality that makes him so often apparently obscurou Sbakspere would have dismiiaad 
the following idea in three words instead of three lines : — 

** By decimation, and a tithed death, 
(If thy reTenges hunger for that food. 
Which nature loaUm) talce thou the desUn'd teoth." 

The original stage direction of the sixth scene of the fourth act is> " Enter dirers Friends at 
•ereral doors ; " and there is a subsequent direction at the end of the scene—" Enter the Senators 
with other Lords." Ulrici, looking at the modem stage direction, "enter divers lords," is surprised 
ilM^ Timor's most Intimate friends (Ludus, Lucullus, Sempronius) are omitted. We doubt 
whether the previous scenes in which these friends are introduced are those of fihakspere ; and in 
the same way it appears to us that our poet took the scene before us as he found it, adding perhaps 
Timon*s vehement imprecations against his— ' 

** |fot( imiling, tmopth, detettod paraaites.** 
The scene concludes with thb line— 

" One day he givet as diamonds, next day stopet.^ 

8teevens had seen a MS. play, written or transcribed about 1600, entitled Timon, which was In the 
possession of Mr. Strutt Of this play he says, — " There is a scene in it resembling Shakspeare's 
banquet given by Timon to his flatterers. Instead of warm water' h^ sets before them stones paintad 
like artichokes." This manuscript has passed into the possession of the Rev. A. Dyce; and the 
Shakespeare Society have printed the play, under Mr. Dyoe's superintendence. We transcribe the 
passage (modernizing the orthography) in which Timon, having invited his false friends to a banquet^ 
resents their perfidy and ingratitude. Laches is the faithful steward of this old play. The guests are 
Gelasimus, Eutrapelus, Demeas, Philargurus, Hermogenes, and Stilpo : 

" Timon, O happy me, equal to Jove himself I 
I goipg touch the stars. Break out, O Joy, 
And smother not thyself within my breast 1 
So many fHends, so many friends I see; 
Not one hath falsified his faith to me. 
What if I am oppress'd with poverty f 
And grief doth vex me? fortune left me poorf 
All this is nothbig: they relieve my wants; 
This one doth promise help, another gold, 
A third a friendly welcome to his house. 
And entertainment; each man acts his part ; 
An promise counsel and a faithful heart. 

OHa$. Timon, thou art forgetful of thy feast. 

Tim. Why do ye not fall to? I am at home: 
I II sUnding sup, or walking, if I please.— 
Laches, bring here the artichokes with speed.— 
Eutrapelus, Demeas, Hermogenes, 
I 'II drink this cup, a health to all your healths I 

Lach, Convert it into poison, O ye gods I 
Let it be rattbane to them. f ^»id4. 

(Hia*. What, yrllt thou have the le^ or else the wtag ? 

Kuir. Carve ye that capon. 

Dem, I will cut him up 
And make a beast of him. 

Pktl. Timon, this health to thee. 

Tim. I '11 pledge you, sir. 
These artichokes do no man's palate plssss. 

i>«iii. I love them well, by Jovel 

Tim, Here, take them then I 

[SUmu painted like to them^ and ikromt tkem mt iktm. 
Nay, thou shalt have them, thou, and all of yet 
Te wicked, base, perfidious rascals. 
Think ye my hate 's so soon extinguish'd t 

\TiM. beats HzKU.abontaUtktrtti, 

Dtm, O my head! 

Hertm, O my cheeks 1 

Phil. Is this a feast? 
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Gelas. Truly, a strny one. 

SHI. Stonet lublunary have tbe tame aaatUr with the beate^k, 

Tim. If I Jove's horrid thunderbolt did hold 
Within my hand, thus, thus would I dart it I IHe kit* Hkem. 

Herm. Woe and alas, my brains are dashed eat I 

GeUts. Alas, alas, 't will never be my hap 
To travel now to the antipodes I 

Oh I that I had my Pegasus but here ! ^ 

I "d fly away, by Jove ! [Bxeumt all eccfpi Ti m . oiul L icn. 

Tim. Te are a stony generation, 
Or harder. If aught harder may be found ; 
Monsters of Scythia inhospital, 
Nay, very devils, hateful to the gods. 

Lack. MVuter, they are gone.* 

It is preity clear that Shakspere owed no obligation to the writer of this scene. Mr. Dyce justly 
says, *^ I entertain considerable doubts of his having been acquainted with a drama which was ceitainly 
never performed in the metropolis, and which was likely to have been read only by a few of th« 
author's particular friends, to whom transcripts of it had been presented." We have little doubt^ how- 
ever, that Timon was familiar to the stage before i:hakspere took up the subject; although it is 
tolerably evident that the play which Mr. Dyce has given to the world was not the play which 
Shakspere, as we believe, partly made his own. Shakspere, according to our belief, did what he 
undertook to do, and perhaps he did more than he intended. He completely remodelled the character 
of Timon. He left it standing apart in its naked power and majesty, without much regard to what' 
surrounded it. It might have beeb a hasty experiment to produce a new character for Burbage, the 
greatest of Elizabethan actors. That Timon is so all in all in the play is, to our minds, much better 
explained by the belief that Shakspere engrafted it upon the feebler Timon of a feeble drama that 
held possession of the stage, than by the common opinion that he, having written the play entirely, 
had left us only a corrupt text, or left it unfinished, with parts not only out of harmony with the 
drama as a whole, in action, in sentiment, in versification, but altogether different from anything he 
had himself produced in his early, his mature, or his later years. 

It is scarcely necessary for us very minutely to follow the successive passages of the fourth and 
fifth acts, in our endeavours to trace the hand of Shakspere. We may, however, briefly point out 
the passages which we believe not to be hi& The second scene of the fourth act, between the 
steward and the servants, has some touches undoubtedly of the master^s hand; the steward's 
speech, after the servants have left, again presents us the rhyming couplets, and the unmetrical 
blank verse. The scene between the Poet and the Pa'nter, at the commencement of the fifth 
act, is so unmetrical, that it has been printed as prose by all modern editors, and we scarcely 
know how to avoid following the example. We have already exhibited a specimen of this 
hobbling approach to metre — the characteristic of several of the rude plays which preceded Shak- 
spere, such as * The Famous Victories of Henry the Fifth.* Mr. Collier considers that play to be 
wholly prose; but he adds, "by the time it was printed, blank- verse had completely superseded 
both rhyme and prose :* the publisher seems, on this account, to have chopped up much of the original 
prose into lines of various lengths, in order to look like some kind of measure, and now and then kt 
kcu contrived to find lines of ten syUablei each, ihcU run with tolerable smoothness, and as if they had 
been written for blank-verse.'* We venture to think, that, although the greater part of ' The 
Famous Victories * was intended for prose, " the lines of tfen syllables each that nm with tolerable 
smoothness," were written for blank verse ; and this, we believe, is the case with pai-ts of the scene 
in Timon which we are now describing. But, whether they speak in prose or verse, the Poet and 
the Painter of this scene are as unlike the Poet and the Painter of the first act, in the tone of their 
dialogues, as can be well imagined. Timon, in the lines which he speaks aside, has caught this 
infection of unmetrical blank verse, which reads like prose, and jingling couplets which want the 
spirit of poetry. The Soldier at Timon*s tomb is marked by the jame characteristics. Of the con* 
eluding scene of the return of Alcibiades to Athens, we have already spoken. 

It is not by looking apart at the scenes and passages which we hare endeavoured to separate from 
the undoubted scenes and passages of Shakspere, in this play, that we can rightly judge of their 
inferiority. They must be contrasted with the groat scenes of the fourth act, and with Timou*s 
portion of the fifth,— the essentially tr.igic portions of this extraordinary drama. In power those 
scenes are almost unequalled. They are not pleasing — they are sometimes positively repulsive 
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Digitized by 



Google 



TLMON OF ATHENS. 

in the images which thf^ present to us ; but in the tremendous strength of passionate invective we 
know not what can be compared to them. In Lear, the deep pity for the father is an ever-present 
fueling, mingling with the terror which he produces by his denunciations of his daughters; but 
in Hmon, the poet has not once sought to move our pity; by throwing him into an attitude 
of undiscciminating hostility to the hum'an race, he soaroely claims any human sympathy. Properiy 
to understand the scenes of the fourth and fifth acts, we must endeavour to form a general esti- 
mate of the character which Shakspere has here created. 

The Timon of Shakspere is not the Timon of the popular stories of Shakspere*s day. The 
28th novel of * The Palace of Pleasure ' has for its title ** Of the strange and beastly nature of 
Timon of Athens, enemy to mankind." According to this authority, *'he was a man but by shape 
only "—he lived " a beastly and churlish life." The story further tells us, " at the same time there 
was in Athens another of like quality called Apemantus, of the very same nature, different from the 
natural kind of man." * Neither was the Timon of Plutarch the Timon of Shakspere. The Qreek 
biographer, indeed, tells us, that he was angry with all men, and would trust no man, ''for the 
nnthankfulness of those he had done good unto, and whom he took to be his ftiends," but that he 
was represented as "a viper and malicious man unto mankind, to shun all other men's com- 
panies but the company of young Alcibiades, a bold and insolent youth, whom he would greatly 
feast and make much of and kissed him very gladly.** Plutarch also adds, ** This Timon some- 
times would have Apemantus in his company, because he was n^ch liked to his nature and con- 
ditions, and also followed him in manner of life." f The Timon, therefore, of Plutarch, and of the 
popular stories of Shakspere's time, was little differedt from the ordinary cynic, such as he is 
described by Lucian : ** But now, mind how you are to behave : you must be bold, saucy, and 
abusive to everybody, kings and beggars alike ; this is the way to make them look upon you, and 
think you a great man. Tour voice should be barbarous, and your speech dissonant, as like a dog 
as possible ; your countenance rig^d and inflexible, and your gait and demeanour . suitable to it : 
everything you say savage and uncouth : modesty, equity, and moderation, you must have 
nothing to do with : never suffer a blush to come upon your cheek : seek the most public and 
frequented place ; but when you are there, desire to be alone, and permit neither friend nor 
stranger to associate with yon; for thefte things are the ruin and destruction of power and 
empire." t The contrast in Shakspere between Timon and Apemantus, as developed in the fourth 
act, is one of the most remarkable proofs of our poet's wonderful sagacity in depicting the nicer 
shades of character. Johnson, speaking of the scene between the misanthrope and the cynic in 
the fourth act, sa^s, "I have heard Mr. Burke commend the subtlety of discrimination with which 
Shakspere distinguishes the present character of Timon from that of Apemantus, whom to vulgar 
eyes he would now resemble.** The Timon of Shakspere is in many respects essentially different 
from any model with which we are acquainted, but it approaches nearer, as Mr. Skottowe first 
observed, to the Timon of Lucian than the commentators have chosen to point out : " It has been 
deemed a satisfactory conclusion that he derived none of his materials from Lucian, because no 
translation of the dialogue of Timon is known to have existed in Shakspere's age. But it should 
rather have been inferred, from the many striking coincidences between the play and the dialogue, 
that Lucian had some influence over the composition of Timon, although the channel through which 
thAt influence was communicated is no longer to be traced." § Before we proceed to an analysis 
of the Shaksperian Timon, it may be well to take a rapid glance at the dialogue of Lucian, to which 
Mr. Skottowe refers. 

•Timon, or the Misanthrope,* opens with an address of Timon to Jupiter,— the protector of 
friendship and of hospitality. The misanthrope asks what has become of the god's thunderbolt, 
that he no longer revenges the wickedness of men ? He then describes his own calamities 
After having enriched a crowd of Athenians that he had rescued from misery, — after having 
profusely distributed his riches amongst his fk*iends, those ungrateful men despise him because he 
has become poor. Timon speaks from the desert, where he is clothed with skins, and labours with a 
spade. Jupiter inquires of Mercury who it is cries so loud from the depth of the valley near 
Mount Hymettus; and Mercury answers that he is Timon— that rich man who. so frequently 

• We give Uito novel at length as an Illustration of Act v. 
t See the quotation fW)m 'North's Plutarch/ as an Illustration of Act in. 
I Lueian's * Sale of Philosophers.'— Franklin's Translation. 
i * Life of Shakspeare,' vol. ii., page 180. 
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, offered whole Lecatombs to Uie gods; and sdds, that it was at firat thought that he was the 
victim of his goodness, his philanthropy, and his compassion for the unfortunate, but that he 
ought to attribute his foil to the . bad choice which he made of his friends, and to the want of 
discernment which prevented him seeing that he was heapiug benefits upon wolves and ravens. 
"Whilst these vultures were preying upon his liver, he thought them his best friends, and that 
they fed upon him out of pure love and affection. After they had gnawed him all round, eaten his 
bones bare, and, if there was any marrow in them, sucked it carefully out, they left him, cut down 
to the roots and withered ; and so far from relieving or assisting him in their turns, would not so 
much as know or look upon him. This has made him turn digger ; and here, in his skin garment^ 
he tills the earth fur hire ; ashamed to show himself in the city, and venting his rage against the 
ingratitude of those who, enriched as they had been by him, now proddly pass along, and know 
not whether his name is Timon.** Jupiter resolves to despatch Mercury and Plutus to bestow 
new wealth upon Timon, and the god of riches very reluctantly consents to go, because, if he 
return to Timon, he should again become the prey of parasites and courtezans. The subsequent 
dialogue between Mercury and Plutus, upon the use of riches, is exceedingly acute and amusing. 
The gods, upon approaching Timon, descry him working with his spade, in company with Labour, 
Poverty, Wisdom, Courage, and all the virtues that are in the train of indigence. Poverty thua 
addresses Plutus : — " Tou come to find Timon ; and as to me who have received him enervated by 
luxury, he would forsake me wlAn I have rendered him virtuous : you come to enrich him anew, 
which will render him as before, idle, effeminate, and besotted." Timon rejects the offera which 
Plutus makes him ; and the gods leave him,' desiring him to continue digging. He then finds gold, 
snd thus apostrophizes it: — "It is, it must be, gold, fine, yellow, noble, gold; heavy, sweet to 

behold. Burning like fire, thou shiuest day and night : come to me, thou dear delightful 

treasure ! now do I believe that Jove himself was once turned into gold : what virgin would not 
■pread forth her bosom to receive so beautiful a lover T But the Timon of Lucian has other 
uses for his riches than Plutus anticipated ;— he will guard them without employing them; he 
will, as he says, ** purchase some retired spot, there build a tower* to keep my gold in, and live for 
myself alone : this shall be my habitation ; and, when I am dead, my sepulchre also : from this 
time forth it is my fixed resolution to have no commerce or connection with mankind, but to 
despise and avoid it. I will pay no regard to acquaintance, friendship, pity, or compassion : to 
pity the distressed or to ralieve the indigent I shall consider as a weakness, — nay, as a crime ; my 
life, like the beasts of the field, shall be spent in solitude, and Timon alone shall be Timon's 
friend. I will treat all beside as enemies and betrayers ; to converse with them were profanation ; 
to herd with them, impiety : accursed be the day that brings them to my sight !" The most 
agreeable name to me, he adds, shall be that of Misanthrope. A crowd approach who have heard of 
his good fortune ; and first comes Gnathon, a parasite, who brings him a new poem — a dithyrambe. 
Timon strikes him down with bis spade. Another, and another, succeeds; and one comes from 
the -senate to hail him as the safeguard of the Athenians. Each in his tutn is welcomed with 
blows. The dialogue concludes with Timon's determination to mount upon a rock, and to receive 
«very man with a shower of stones. 

There can be no doubt, we think, that a great resemblance may be traced between the Greek 
satirist and the English dramatist. The false friends of Timon are much more fully described by 
Lucian than by Plutarch. The finding the gold is the same, — ^the rejection of it by the Timon 
of Shakspere is essentially the same : — the poet of the play was perhaps suggested by the flatterer 
who came with the new ode; — ^the senator with his gratulations is not reiy different from the 
senatora in the drama ; — the blows and stones are found both in the ancient and the modem. Thera 
are minor similarities which might be readily traced, if we believed that Shakspero had gone direct 
to Lucian. But our opinion is that he found those similarities in the play which we are convmced 
he remodelled. It is in the conception and the execution of the character of Timon that the 
original power of Shakspere is to be traced. 

The vices of Shakspere's Timon are not the vices of a sensualist. It is true that his ofificds have 
beon oppressed with riotous feedera, — ^that his vaults have wept with drunken spilth of wine,-* 
that every room — 

* A building caAed the Tower of Timon is mentioned by Pautaniai. 
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" HAtb blu'd with Ughti, and bny*d with minitielsy ; " 
but he h»B iiuthiDg Belflsh in the enjoyment of his prodigality and hia magnificence. He himselt 
truly expresses the weakness, as well as the beauty, of his own character : *' Why, I baye often 
wished myself poorer, that I might come nearer to you. We are bom ta do benefits, and what 
better or properer can we call our own, than the riches of our friends? O, what a precious comfort 
'tis, to have so many, like brothers, commanding one another's fortunes 1" Charles Lamb, in hift 
conti'ast between Timon of Athens and Hogarth's ' Rake's Progress,* which we have quoted as an 
illustration to Act L, has scarcely done justice to Timon : " The wild course of riot and extravagance, 
ending in the one with driving the Prodigal from the society of men into the solitude of the deserts ; 
and, in the other, with conducting Hogarth's Rake through hli several stages of dissipation into the 
still more complete desolations of the mad-house, in the play and in the picture are described with 
almost equal force and nbture." Hogarth's Rake is all sensuality and selfishness; Timon is 
esseptially high-minded and generous : he truly says, in the first chill of his fortunes — 

" No TUlalnoiu bounty yet hath pass'd my heart. 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given." 

In his splendid speech to Apemantus in the foui-th act, he distinctiy proclaims, that in the we.ik- 
nees with which he had lavished his fortunes upon the unworthy, he had not pampered his own 
passions : — 

*' Hadst thou, like us, from our flrst swath, proceeded 

The sweet degrees that this brief world aifords 

To such as may the passive dnigs of it 

Freely command, thou wouldst have plung'd thyself 

In general riot ; melted down thy youth 

In different beds of Inst ; and never leam'd 

The icy precepts of reitpect, but followed 

The sugar'd game before thee. But myself, 

Who liad the #orld as my confectionsry ; 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 

At dnty, more than I could frame employment ; 

That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 

Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 

Pell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 

For every storm that blows." 

The all-absorbing defect of Timon — the root of those generous vices which wear the garb of virtue — 
is the entire want of discrimination, by which he is also characterized in Lucian's dialogue. Shak- 
spere has seized upon this point, and held firmly to it. He releases Ventidius from prison, — he 
bestows an estate upon his servnnt,— he lavishes jewels upon all the dependants who crowd hie 
board ;-^ 

" Methinks I could deal kingdoms to my friends 
And ne'er be weary." 

That universal philanthropy, of which the most selfish men sometimes talk, is in Timon an active 
principle; but let it be observed that he has no preferences. It appears to us a most remarkablis 
example of the profound sagacity of Shakspere, to exhibit Timon without any especial affections. 
It is thus that bis philanthropy passes without any violence into the extreme of universal hatred to 
mankind. Had he loved a single human being with that intensity which constitutes affection in 
the relation of the sexes, and friendship in the relation of man to man, he would have been exempt 
from that uujudging lavishness which was necessary to satisfy his morbid craving for human 
sympathy. Shakspere, we think, has kept this most steadily in view. His surprise at the fidelity of 
his steward is exhibited, as if the love for any human being in preference to another came upon him 
like a new sensation : — 

•* Ftav. I beg of you to know me, good my lord. 

To accept my grief, and whilst this poor wealth lasts, 

To entertain me as your steward still. 
Tim. Had I a stewaid 

80 true, so Just, and now so comfortable F 

It almost turns my dangerous nature wild. 

Let me behold thy face. — Surely, this man 

Was bom of woman.— 

Forgive my.general and exceptless rashii.MS, 

You perp<'tual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 

One houeit roan, — mistake nic nut. — bttt cne; 
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Ko mere, I praj,— and h« is a itewanl.-* 
How fain voald 1 have hat«d all maokfaid. 
And thoQ ledeem'st thyself: But all, aare thee^ 
I fell with cones.** 

AVith Uiia key to Timon's character, it appears to us that we may properly understand the 

"general and exceptlesa rashness " of his misanthropy. The enly relations in which he stood to 

mankind are utterly destroyed. In lavishing his wealth as if it were a common property, he had 

believed that the same common property would flow back to him in liis hour of adversity. '* 0, 

you gods, think I, what need we have any friends, if we should never have need of them ? they 

were the most needless creatures living, should we ne*er have use for them : and would most 

resemble sweet instruments hung up in cases, that keep their sounds to themselves." His false 

confidence is at once, and irreparably, destroyed. If Timon had possessed one friend with whom he 

could have interchanged confidence upon equal terms, he would have been saved from his £sll» 

and certainly from his misanthropy. If he had even fallen by false confidence, he would* have 

confined his hatred to his — 

** Mast smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Courteoas destroyers, allkble woWes, medL bears.'* 

But his nature has sustained a complete revulsion, because his sympathies were forced, exaggerated, 
artificial It is then that all social life becomes to him an object of abomination : — 



' Piety and fear. 



Religion to the gods, peace. Justice, truth, 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades. 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 
Decline to your oonfoundiog contraries 
And yet confusion live I—Plagues incident to men. 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for sUoke! thou cold sciatica. 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners I lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive. 
And drown themselves in riot I itches, blains. 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop 
Be general leprosy I breath infect breath ; 
That their society, as their Mendship. may 
Be merely poison ! " 

Nothing can be more tremendoits than this imprecation, — ^nothing, under the circumstances, more 
true and natural 

It is observed by Ulrici that the misanthropy of Timon is as idealized as his philanthropy. " But 
as that idealized philanthropy was his life's element, the equally idealized misanthropy was a choke- 
damp in which he cotdd not long breathe : his destroying rage against himself, and all human kind, 
must of course first destroy himself." Considering Timon's artificial love of mankind and his 
artificial hate as the results of the same ill-regulated temperament, we can appreciate the beautiful 
distinction which Shakspere has drawn between the intellectual cynicism of Apemantus and the 
passionate misanthropy of Timon. The misanthropy of Timon is not practical — it wastes itself in 
generalizations ; the misanthropy of Apemantus is not imaginative— it gratifies itself in petty insults, 
and unkiudnesses :— 

" Aptm. I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tim, I hate thee wone. 

Jpetn. Why t 

Tiim, Thou flatter'st miseiy. 

Apem. I flatter not; but say, thou art a oaitifl*. 

Tim, Why dost thou seek me out t 

Apem. To vex thee. 

TiMi. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Dost please thyself in't! 

Aptm, Aye, 

Tim. What I a knave toot** 

The sulaicr, the courtezan, the thief, are equally included in Timon's fiery denunciations ; bnt they are 
all equally gratified in essentials. The equanimity with which the fair companions of Aloibiades 
submit to his railings, when accompanied by his gifts, is profoundly satirical :-« 
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'* More counsel with more money, bounteous Tiroon.** 

It tells, io a word, the impotence of his misaDthropy. It id cherished for his own gratification alone. 
Beeper than this fancy of hatred to the human race lies the romantic feeling with which he cherishes 
imagei of tranquillity beyond this agitating life : — 

** CoQie not to me again : but say to Athens, . 
Tiroon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 
Whom once a day with his embossed froth 
The tuibulent surge shall cover." 

The novelist of the * Palace of Pleasure * thus explains Timon's choice of " his everlasting mansion : " — 
" He ordained himself to be interred upon the sea-shore, that the waves and surges might beat and vex 
his dead carcass." Shakspere has made Alcibiadea furnish a more poetical solution of tbis choice, 
which is at the same time a key to Timon*s general character : — 

" Though thou abhorr'dst in us our human griefs, 
Scom'dst our brain's flow, and those our droplets which 
From niggard nature fall, yet rick eoneeii 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven." 



We have endeavoured to prove that the Timon of Athens is not wholly a work of Shakspere, and 
thos the question of its chronology becomes a mixed one. The older play which we believe Shakspere 
must have remodelled, belongs, we have little doubt, to the period when our poet began to write for 
the stage— a period when the public ear was not familiarized to the flowing harmony of his own 
verse, or the regular cadences of Marlowe's and Qreeue's. The parts of Timon which unquestion- 
ably belong to Shakspere, bear the marks of his mature hand. We are aware that the belief which 
this necessarily implies, that Shakspere was an alterer of plays after he had produced some of his 
most splendid original works, is opposed to the prevailing theory; but it must be borne in mind 
that Shakspere's vocation as a poet was not an "idle trade*' opposed to his proper ''calling."* 
Whatever his duty as a manager would lead him to do, that he would naturally do without those 
scruples of self-importance which belong to smaller men. The author of Othello might, therefore, 
without any compromise of his dignity, become the remodeller of Timon. Malone places Corio- 
lanus and Titnon in 1610. Nothing we think can be idler than his reasons. Having attributed 
other plays to former years, he gives these two plays to 1610, because that year is vacant; and he 
thinks, also, that Julius Ctesar, Antony and Cleopatra, Timon, and Coriolanus, were written in suc- 
cession^ because the subjects are found in North's 'Plutarch.' Chalmers thinks that the play 
was written- in 1601, during the existence of Essex's rebellion. He says, — "In persuading the 
return of Timon, the first senator observes : — 



* So soon we shall drive back 



Of Alciblades tbe approaches wild. 
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country's peace.' 

Here is as exact a picture of Essex as, at that period, it was fit to draw." Snch attempts to deter- 
mine the date of any particular play of our po«t are, for the most part, very harmless exhibitions 
of pedantry; and are as amusing, to the inventors of them at least, as any other of the solemn 
diversions which supply the pteoe of the riddles of childhood. 



SOBNKRY AND COSTUMB. 

The localities which are represented in this play are chiefly of such Athenian remains as 
belong to the historical period of Alcibiades. 

It may be sufficient for the Costume of this play to refer our readers to the Midsummer Night's 
Dream. The Elgin Marbles, in both cases, furnish the principal authorities. The age of Pericles, 
rich in art, as well as luxurious and magnificent, was the period which immediately preceded that 
of Timon; and it would, of course, suggest the employment, in the representation of this drama, of 
great scenic splendour. 

• •• I left tio culling for this idle trade."— Port; 

J^i3 
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[View of Athens.] 



ACT I. 



SCENE L—Athens. A Hall in Timon** 
House. 

EnUr Poet, Fainter, Jeweller, Merchant, and 
olhert, at several doors. 

Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pain. I am glad jou are well. 

Poet, I have not seen you long : How goes 
the world ? 

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet, Ay, that 's weU known : 

But what particular rarity P what strange. 
Which manifold record not matches P See, 
Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Hath oonjur'd to attend. I know the merchant. 

Pain. I know them both ; th' other 's a 
jeweller. 

Mer. 0, 't is a worthy lord ! 

Jew.' Nay, that 's most fix'd. 

Mer. A most incomparable man ; breath'd,* 
as it were, 

• BrtaWd. When Hamlet sayt. 

** It is the trtathing time of day witli me," 
be nien to the time of liabitual exerciae, by which hie ani- 
mal atrength was^tted for " uniir^ble aud continuate " ex- 



To an untirable and continuate goodness : 
He passes.* 
Jew. I have a jewel here. 
Mer. 0, pray, let's see't: For the lord 

Tiraon, sirP 
Jew. If he will touch the estimate : But, for 

that— 
Poet. * When we for recompense have prais'd 
the vile. 
It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good.' ^ 
Mer. 'T is a good form. 

\Looking at the jewel. 
Jew. And rich : here is a water, look you. 
Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some 
dedication 
To the gi'eat lord. 

Poet. A thing slipp'd idly from me. 

Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 

eition. The analogy between thia and the habitual exercise 
of " goodness " is obvious. 

• H«pa$ie$ — he excels — he goes beyond common virtues. 
In the Merry Wives of Windsor we have, *' Why this passes, 
Muster Ford." 

b The poet Is here supposed to be reading his own per- 
formance. 
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From whence *t is nourished : • The fire i' the 

flint 
Shows not till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes^ What have you there ? 

Fain. A picture, sir. — When comes your 
book forth P 

Poet. Upon the heels of mj presentment, sir. 
Let 's see your piece. / 

Pain. 'T is a good piece. 

Poet. So 't is : this comes off well and excel- 
lent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable : How this grace 

Speaks his own standing ! ^ what a mental power 
This eyes shoots forth 1 how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch : Is H good ? 

Poet. 1 11 say of it, 

It tutors nature : artificial strife ^ 
Lives in these touches, livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senators, and pass over. 
Pain, How this lord 's followed ! 
Poet. The senators of Athens : — Happy men ! 
Pain. Look, more ! 

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood 
of visitors. 
I have, in this rough work, shap'd out a man 



' The reading of the original it— 

" Our poesie It as a gowue which uset 
From whMice 't is nourisht : •* 
Tope changed this to— 

" Our poetie is as a gum which issuu.** 
The reading ooze$ is that of Dr. Johnson. Tieck maintains 
that the passage should stand as in the original: he says, 
*' The act, the flattery of this poet of cccasions, which is 
useful to those who pay for it. The expression is hard, 
;foroed and obscure, but yet to be understood." We cannot 
see how the construction of the sentence can support this 
iuterpratation, and we therefore retain the reading of Pope 
and Johnson, 

b This passage has been considered difficult, but if we 
receive boumdt in the sense of boundaiy, obstacle, the image 
is tolerably clear. The " gentle flame '' of poesy which pro- 
vokes itself, runs the quicker even for obstruction, like the 
turroot which flies Cuter after it has chafed the obstacles 
to its equal flow. 

e Monck Mason believes that the passage should be writ- 
.ten-* 

" How this Grace 

Speaks it* own standing : "— 
saying the figure alluded to was a representation of one of 
the Graces. The commentators have not noticed, what ap- 
pears to us tolerably obvious, that the pattering painter had 
brought with him a portrait of Timon, in which the grace 
of the attitude spoke ** his own standing,"— the habitual 
carriage of the original. 

. d Artificial «<fV»-4he contest of art with nature. So in 
the Venus and Adonis— 

•' Look, when a painter would surpass the lif^, 
In limning out a well-proportiou'd steed, 
His art with nature's workmanship at strife, 
As if the dead the living should exceed ; 
So did this horse excel." 
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Wliom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment : Mj free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax : * no levelled malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold ; 
But flies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on. 
Leaving no tract behind. 

Pain, How shall I understand jou ? 

Poet, I'll unbolt »» to you. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds, 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to lord Timon : his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of heaxts ; yea, from the glass-fac'd 

flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself: even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon's nod. 

Pain. I saw them speak together. 

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant 
hill, 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd : The base o* the 

mount 
Is rank*d with all deserts, all kinds of natures. 
That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states : amongst them all. 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd. 
One do I personate of lord Timon's frame. 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ; 
Whose present grace to present slaves and ser- 
vants 
Translates his rivab. 

Pain. 'T is conceived to scope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill methinks. 
With one man beckoned from the rest below. 
Bowing his head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well expre8S*d 
In our condition.* 

Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me on : 

All those which were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance,* 
Kain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 
Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him 
Drink the free air.* 

Pain, Ay, marry, what of these P 



• An allusion to the ancient practice of writing upon 
waxen tablets with a style. 

b Unbolt — ^unfold— explain. 

« Condition is here used for, art. The painter has here 
formed a picture in his mind according to the description of 
the poet, and he would sav that it was a subject fbr the 
skill of each to be exercised upon. 

d Drink tJie fret a<r— live, breathe but through, hlbu 



Digitized by 



Google 



Aw 1.1 



TIMOK OF ATHENS. 



C9CBIIB 1. 



Foet. When Fortune, in her shift and change 

of mood. 
Spurns down her late beloT'd, all his dependants, 
Which labour'd after him to the mountain's top, 
£?en on their knees and hands, let him slip* 

down. 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. 'T is common: 
A thousand moral paintings I can show. 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of 

fortune's 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well. 
To show lofd Timon that mean eyes have seen 
The foot above the head. 

Trumpets iound. EtUer Timon, attended; the 
Servant of Yektioius talking with him,^ 
Tim. Imprisoned is he, say you P 

Fen. Sere. Ay, my good lord : five talente is 
* his debt ; 
His means most short, his creditors most strait : 
Your honourable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up; which failing to 

him, 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well ; 

I am not of that feather, to shake off 
My friend when he must need me. I do know 

him 
A gentleman that well deserves a help, 
Which he shall have : I 'U pay the debt and free 
him. 
Ten, Serv. Your lordship ever binds him. 
Tim. Commend me to him: I will send his 
ransom; 
And, being enfranchised, bid him come to me : — 
T is not enough to help the feeble up. 
But to support him after. — Fare you well. 
Fen. Serv. All happiness to your honour. 

[Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian. 
Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 
Tim» Freely, good father. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant named Lucilius. 
Tim. I have so : What of him P 
Old Mh. Most noble Timon, call the man 

before thee. 
Tim. Attends he here, or no P — Lucilius ! 

Enter Lucilius. 
Luc. Here, at your lordship's service. 

» Slip t in the original, Ht. 

b The original staice direction U, " trumpets sound, enter 
Lord Timuu, addressing himselT courteoualj to ev«ry 
suitor." 



Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this 
thy creature, 
By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That from my first have been inclined to thrift ; 
And my estate deserres an heir more rais'd 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim. Well; what further? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin 
else. 
On whom I may confer what I have got : 
llie maid is fair, o' the youngest for a bride. 
And I have bred her at my dearest cost, 
In qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love: 1 prithee, noble lord. 
Join with me to forbid him her resort ; 
Myself have spoke in vain. 

2'itn. The man is honest 

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon : 
His honesty rewards him in itsel^^ 
It must not bear my daughter. 

Tim. Does she love him P 

Old Ath. She is young, and apt : 
Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity *s in youth. 

Tim. [Tb Luciuus.] Love you the maid P 

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it. 

Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be 
missing, 
I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine hek from forth the beggars of the world. 
And dispossess her all. 

Tim. How shall she be endow'd. 

If she be mated with an equal husband P 

Old Ath. lliree talents, on the present; in 
future, all 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath serv'd me 
long; 
To build his fortune I will strain a littl^ 
For 't is a bond in men. Give him thy daughter: 
What you bestow, in him I '11 counterpoise, 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath. Most noble lord. 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee; mine honour on my 
promise. 

Lue. Humbly I thank your lordship : Never 
may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping; 
Which is not ow'd to you ! 

[Exeunt Lucilius and old Athenian. 

• The following is Coleridge's expUoation of this pas* 
sage :— " The meaning of the first line the poet himself 
explains, or rather unfolds, in the secoad. 'The man is 
honest ! '«'True;^and for that Terv cause, and with no 
additional or extrinsic motive, he will he so. No man can 
be justly called honest, who is not m (o^ honesty'^ sake, 
itaelf including iu own reward.'" 
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FoeL Yoochsafe my labour^ and long live 
your lordsbip ! 

Tim, I thank you; you shall hear from me 
anon: 
Go not away. — What have you there, my friend ? 

Fain. A piece of painting, which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almost the natural man ; 
For since dishonour traffics with man's nature, 
He is but outside : These pencil'd figures are 
Even such as they give out. I like your work ; 
And you shall find 1 like it : wait attendance 
Till you hear further from me. 

Fain. The gods preserve you ! 

Tim. Well fare you, gentlemen: Give me 
your hand : 
We must needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffered under praise. 

Jew. What, my lord ? dispraise P 

Tim, A meer satiety of conunendations. 
If I should pay you for 't as *t is extoU'd 
It would unclew me quite. 

Jew. My lord, 't is rated 

As those which sell would give : But you well 

know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners. 
Are prized by their masters: believe 't, dear 

lord. 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it. 

Tim. Wellmock'd. 

Mer, No, my good lord ; he speaks the com- 
mon tongue. 
Which all men speak with him. 

Tim. Look, who comes here. Will you be 
chid? 

Enter Apemaj^tus. 

Jew. We will bear with your lordship. 

Mer, He '11 spare none. 

Tim. (Jood morrow to thee, gentle Ape- 

mautus ! 
Jpem. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy 

good morrow ; 
When thou art Timon's dog, and these knaves 

honest. 
Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves P thou 

know'st them not. 
Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 
Tim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 
Jew. You know me, Apemantiis. 
Apem. Thou know'st I do ; I called thee by 

thy name. 
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 
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Apem. Of nothing so mudi as that I am not 
like Timon. 

Tim. Whither art going ? 

Ajiem. To knock out an honest Athenian's 
brains. 

Tim. That's a deed thou 'It die for. 

Ajtem. Bight, if doing nothing be death by 
the law. 

Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apeman- 
tus P 

Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well that painted it P 

Apem. He wrought better that made the 
painter ; and yet he 's but a filthy piece of work. 

Fain. You are a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother 's of my generation^: 
What *8 she, if I be a dogP 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus P 

Apem. No ; I eat not lords. 

Tim. An thou shoald'st, thou 'dst anger ladies. 

Apem. 0, they eat lords; so they oome by 
great bellies. 

Tim, That's a lascivious apprehension. 

Apem. So thou apprehend'st it : Take it for 
thy labour. 

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Ape- 
mantus P 

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing; which 
will not cost a man a doit. 

Tim. What dost thou think 't is worth P 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. — How now, 
poet? 

Foet. How now, philosopher P 

Apem. Thouliest. 

Foet. Art not one P 

Apem, Yes. 

Foet. Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet P 

Foet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou liest • look in thy last work, 
where thou hast feign*d him a worthy fellow. 

Foet. That 's not feign*d, he is so. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay 
thee for thy hibour : He that loves to be flattered 
is worthy o' the flatterer. Heavens, that I were 
a lord! 

Tim. What would*st do then, Apemantus I 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a 
lord with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself P 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore P 

Apem, That I had no angry wit to be a lord. 
— Art not thou a merchant ? ' 

Jder. Ay, Apemantus. . 
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Jpem. Traffic oonfoand thee, if the gods will 
not! 

Mer, If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Jpem, Traffic's thy god, and thy god con- 
found thee ! 

TrumpeU iound. Enter a Servant, 

Tim, What trumpet's that? 
Sen. 'Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse, 
AH of companionship. 

Tim, Pray entertain them; give them guide 
to OS. — \ExeuHi some Attendants. 
You must needs dine with me: — Go not you 
h6nce 
* Till I have thank'd you ; when dinner 's dood. 
Show me this piece. — I am joyful of your 
sights. 

Ejtier Alcibiades, with Ms company. 

Most welcome, sir ! {^TAey salute. 

Apem. So, so ; there ! — 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints ! — 
That there should be small love 'mongst these 

sweet knaves. 
And all this court'sy ! Tl^e strain of man 's bred 

out 
Into baboon and monkey.* 
Alcib, Sir, you have sav'd my longing, and 1 
feed 
Most hungerly on your sight. 

Tim. Bight welcome, sir. 

Ere we depart, we 'U share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

[ISxeufU all but Apemantus, 

Enter Two Lords. 

I Lord. What time a day is 't, Apemantus ? 
Jpem, Time to be honest. 

1 Lord. That time serves still 

Jpem. The most accursed thou that still 
Omitt'st it. 

2 Lord, Thou art going to lord Timon's feast. 
Jpem. Ay; to see meat fill knaves, and wine 

heat fools, 

• 2 Lord, Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Jpews, Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twice. 

2 Lord. Why, Apemantus P 

Jpem, Should'st have kept one to thyself, for 
I mean to give thee none. 

I Lord. Hang thyself. 

Jpem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding ; 
make thy requests to thy friend. 

• This Is printed w prose In the original. (See Intro- 
ductory Notice.) 



2 Lord, Away, unpeaceable dog, or I '11 spurn 
thee hence. 

Jpem, I will fly, like a dog,iJie heels of the 
ass. {Exit. 

1 Lord, He's opposite to humanity. Ck)me, 

shall we in. 
And taste lord Timon's bounty P he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lord. He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of 

gold. 
Is but his steward : no meed, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance. 

1 Lord, The noblest mind he carries. 
That ever govem'd man. 

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall 

wo inP 
1 Lord, I '11 keep you company. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL,—The same. J Boom of State in 
Timon'j House. 

Hautboys playing loud music. J great banptet 
served in; 'Elattus and others attending ; then 
enter TiMOK, Alcibiades, Lttcius, Lucxtllus, 
Semfronitjs, and other Athenian Senators, 
with Yentidius, and Attendants. Then comes, 
dropping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly,^ 

Fen. Most honour'd Timon, 
It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my father's 

age, 
And call him to long peace.^ 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 
Then^ as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return those talents. 
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from ^hose 

help 
I deriv'd liberty. 

Tim. O, by no means. 

Honest Yentidius : you mistake my love ; 
I gave it freely ever ; and there 's none 
Can truly say he gives, if he receives : 
If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them : Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Fen. A noble spirit I 

[They all stand ceremoniously looking 
on TiHON. 



• The original stage direction Is curious : " Then comes, 
dropping after all, Apemantus discontentedltr, like himself .'* 

l> This is one of the many instances in which we adhere 
to the metrical arrangement of the original, discarding the 
** regulation " of SteoYens. It would be tedioiu to point 
out all these passages as they occur, but our readers when 
thej And a departure Trom the arrangement of the ordinary 
text, may be assured that we hare ourselves made no 
capricious change of the ancient copy. We have explained 
the necesftiiy for a general adherence to this copy in tlu 
Introductory Notice. 
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Tim. Naj> my lords, ceremony was but de- 

yis'd at first 
To set a gloss oiffaiiit deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recaating goodness, sorry ere 't b shown ; 
But where there is true friendship, there needs 

none. 
Pray sit; more welcome are ye to my for- 
tunes. 
Than my fortunes to me. {_Tk^ hL 

1 Lord. My lord, we always have confessed it. 
Apem. Ho, ho, confessed it! hang*d it, have 

you not P 
Tim, 0, Apemantus ! — you are welcome. 
Apem. No, you shall not make me welcome : 
I come to have thee thrust rae out of doors. 
Tim. Eye, thou 'rt a churl ; you have got a 

humour there 
Poes not become a man, *t is much to blame : — 
They say, my lords, ira furor brevii esty 
But yond' man *8 very angry.* 
Go, let him have a table by himself; 
For he does neither affect company. 
Nor is he fit for't, indeed. 

Ajpem, Let me stay at thine apperil,^ Timon ; 
I come to observe ; 1 give thee warning on 't. 

Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou art an 

Athenian ; therefore welcome : I myself would 

have no power : prithee, let my meat make thee 

silent. 

Apem. I scorn thy meat ; t would choke me, 

for I should 
Ne'er flatter thee. — you gods ! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not ! 
It grieves me to see so many dip their meat 
In one man's blood ; and all the madness is^ 
He cheers them up too. 
1 wonder men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks, they should invite them without 

knives;* 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There 's much example for 't ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and 

pledges 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 
Is the readiest man to kill him: it has been 

proved. 
If I were a huge man, I should fear to drink at 

meals ; 



* Tery angry. So the original : Rowe changed twry to 
•woer^ marking an antithesis with the Lattn sentence. The 
Introduction of a scrap of LftUn it not at all in Shakspere'a 
manner, nor indeed is any pnrt of the speech^ 

b Appnil. The word repeatedly occurs in Ben Jimson, 
•a in the * Tale of a Tub : '-^ 

** As you will answer It at your apperil." 
c Every Ruest in our author's time brought his own knife. 
Z50 



Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangemois 

notes: 
Great men should drink with harness on their 

throats. 
Tim. My lord, in heart ; and let the health go 

round, 
ft Lofd. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 
Apem. Flow this way! A brave fellow! — he 

keeps his tides well. 
Those healths will make thee, and thy state, look 

ill, Timon : 
Here 's that, which is too weak to be a sinner, 
Honest water, which ne'er left man i' the mire : 
This, and my food, are equals ; there 's no odds. 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods^ » 

Apemantxjs's Grace. 

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf; 
I pray for no man, but myself : 
Grant I may never prove so fond. 
To trust man on his oath or bond ; 
Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 
Or a dog, that seems a sleepiiig; 
Or a keeper with my freedom ; 
Or my friends, if I should need 'em. 
Amen. So fall to 't: 
Rich men sin, and I eat root. 

[Eats and drinks. 
Much good dich • thy good heart, Apemautus ! 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart 's in the 
field now. 
AlcUt. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 
Tim. Ton had rather be at a breakfast of ene^ 
mies, than a dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, my lord, 
there 's no meat like them ; I could wish my best 
friend at such a feast. 

Apem. 'Would all those flatterers were thine 
enemies then ; that then thou might'st kill 'em, 
and bid me to 'em. 

1 Lord. Might we but have that happiness^ 
my lord, that you would once use our hearts, 
whereby we might express some part of our 
zeab, we should think ourselves for ever perfect. 
Tim. 0, no doubt, my good friends, but tiie 
gods themselves have provided that I shall have 
much help from you: How had you been my 
friends else ? why have you that charitable title 
from thousands, did not you chiefly belong to 
my heart ? I have told more of you to myself, 
than you can with modesty speak in your own 

i^ Much good dich. l*his word, dieh^ It considered by 
Johnson as a corruption of do U. In the tense In whtcl. it 
is here used it represents nray it do. Titeie is no other in- 
stance of its use, according to Nares. 
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behalf; and thus far I confirm jou. 0, yon 
gods, think I, ivhat need we have any friends, if 
we should ne'er have need of them P they were 
the most needless creatures living should we 
ne'er have use for them : and would most re- 
83mble sweet instruments hung up in cases, that 
keep their sounds to themselves. Why, I have 
often wished myself poorer, that I might come 
nearer to you. We are born to do benefits : and 
what better or properer can we call our own 
than the riches of our friends ? O, what a pre- 
cious comfort 't is to have so many like brothers, 
commanding one another's fortunes ! joy, 
e'en made away ere it con be born ! Mine eyes 
cannot hold out water, methinks ; to forget their 
faults, 1 drink to you. 
Jpem. Thou weepest to make them drink, 
Timon. 

2 Lord, Joy had the like conception in our 

eyes. 
And, at that instant, like a babe sprung up. 
Apem. Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a 
baslard. 

3 Lord. I promise you, my lord, you mov'd 

me much. 
-<^/jeOT . Much ! • \ Tucket sounded. 

Tim, What means that trump ? — How now P 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Please you, my lord, there are certain 
ladies most desirous of admittance. 

Tim, Ladies ? What are their wills ? 

Serf). There comes with them a forerunner, 
my lord, which bears that office to signify their 
pleasures. 

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid. 

dtp. Hail to thee, worthy Timon ; — and to all 
That of his bounties taste ! — the five best seuses 
Acknowledge thee their patron; and come 

freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom : 
The ear, taste, touch, smell, pleas'd from thy 

table rise ; 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes.* 
Tim. They are welcome all; let them have 

kind admittance. 
Music, make their welcome. [Exit Cupid. 



* Much—Mi Ironical and contemptuous expression. 

* The reading of the ori}nnal is : — 

"There taste, touch all, plea«'d from thy table rite." 
The emendation of the text Is by Warburton, and it is no 
only Inffeninus, but satisfactory. Four of the Ave bes 
senses rise from Timon's table ; the mask of ladies come 
to gratify the Afih. 



1 Lord You see, my lord, how ample y' are 
belov'd. 

Music. Re-enter Cupid, with a masque of La- 
dies as Amazons, toUh lutes in their .kandsi 
dancing and playing. 

Apem, Hey day, what a sweep of vanity comea 

this way ! • 
They dance ! th«y are mad women. 
Like madness is the glory of this life. 
As this pomp shows to a little oil and root. 
We make ourselves fools to disport ourselves : 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men. 
Upon whose age we void it up again. 
With poisonous spite and envy. 
Who lives that 's not depraved, or depraves ? 
Who dies, that bears not one spurn to their 

graves 
Of their friends' gift P 

I should fear those that dance before me now. 
Would one day stamp upon me: It has been 

done: 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from table, with much adoring of 
Timon; and, to show their loves, each singles 
out an Amazon, and all dance, men with wo^ 
men, a lofty strain or two to the hautboys, and 
ceased 

Tim. You have done our pleasures much 
grace, fair ladies. 
Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 
Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 
You have added worth unto 't, and lustre,* 
And entertain'd me with mine own device ; 
I am to thank you for it. 

1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best, 

Apem, 'Faith, for the worst is filthy; and 
would not hold taking, T doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you : please you to dispose yourselves. 

All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord. 

\Exeunt Cupid and Ladies. 

Tim, riavius ! 

Tlad, My lord. 

Tim, The little casket bring me hither. 

■ Elav. Yes, my lord.— More jewels yet ! 
There is no crossing him in his humour ; [Axide, 
Else I should tell him,— Well,— i' faith, T should. 
When all's spent, he'd be cross'd then, an he. 
could. 



* This is the ancient stage direc'Ion. 

b Liit're. The ordinary reading >»a8 liveljf Ivtlre, which 
etiithet wa^ derived ftom tiie second folio. We foil >ir the 
original copy, 
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'T 18 pitj bounty had not eyes behind ; 
That man might ne*er be wretched for his mind. 
[Extif and reiums with the casket. 

1 Lord. Where be our men P 
Sen. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord, Our horses. 

Tim. my friends, 

I have one word to say to you; — Look you, my 

good lord, 
I must entreat you, honour roe so much. 
As to advance this jewel; accept it, and wear it, 
Kind my lord. 

1 Lord. I am so far already in your gifts, — 

All. So are we alL 

EiUer a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the 
senate 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. 
Tim. They are fairly welcome. 
Flav. I beseech your honour. 

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 
Tim. Near? why then another time I '11 hear 
thee: 
I prithee, let's be provided to show them enter- 
tainment. 
fUvo. I scarce know how. 

{Aside. 

Enter another Servant. 

? 8erf>. May it please your honour, lord 
Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 
Four milk-white horses, trapp'd in silver. 
Tim. I shall accept them fairly : let the pre- 
sents 

Enter a third Servant. 

Be worthily entertained.— How now, what news P 
8 Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable 
gentleman, lord Lucullus, entreats your com- 
pany to-morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent 
your honour two brace of greyhounds. 

Tim. I '11 hunt with him ; and let them be re- 
ceiVd, 
Not without fair reward. 

Flav. [Aside.'\ What will this come to P 

He commands us to proyide, and give great 

gifts. 
And all out of an empty coffer. — 
Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this. 
To show him what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make hb wishes good ; 
His promises fly so beyond his state, 
That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes for 
every word ; 
852 



He is so kind, that he now pays interest for 't ; 
Hia lands put to their books. Well, 'would I 

were 
Qeutly put out of office, before I were forced 

out! 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 
Than such that do even enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my lord. [EsU. 

Tim. You do yourselves 

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own 

merits: 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our Iotc. 

2 Lord. With more than common thanks I 

will receire it. 

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 
Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you 

gave 
Good words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it ! 

2 Lord. 0, I beseech you, pardon me, my 
lord, in that. 

Tim. You may take my word, my lord; I 
know, no man 
Can justly praise, but what he does affect : 
I weigh my friend's affection with mine own ; 
I 'U tell you true. I'll call to you.* 

All Lords. None so welcome* 

Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, 't is not enough to give ; 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 
And ne'er be weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich ; 
It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is 'mongst the dead; and all the lands Uiou 

hast 
Lie in a pitch'd field. 

Aleib. Ay, defil'd land, my lord. 

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound, — 

Tim. And to 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endeared — 
Tim. All to you. — ^Lights, more lights. 

1 Lord. The best of h^piness. 

Honour and fortunes, keep with you, lord 
TimonI 
Tim. Heady for his friends. 

[Exeunt Alcibiades, Lords, S'fi. 
Apem. What a coil *s here ! 

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums ! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for 'em. Friendship's full of 
£egs: 



» The Tarlorum reeling wai. •• 1 '11 call on you." We 
have DO doubt that the <o fon waa the idiomatic phraae. 
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Methinks, false hearts sboald never have sound 

legs. 
Thus bonest fools laj oat their wealth on court'- 
sies. 

Tim. Now, Apemantns, if thou wert not 
sullen, I would be good to thee. 

Jpem. No, 1 11 nothing : for if I should 
be brib'd too, there would be none left to 
rail upon thee; and then thou wouldst sin 
the faster. Thou giv'st so long; Timon, I 
fear me, thou wilt give away thyself in paper 



shortly:* What need tliese feasts, pomps, and 
vain glories ? 

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on society 
once, I am sworn not to give regard to you. 
Farewell ; and come with better music. lExiL 

Jpem. So ; — Thou 'It not hear me now, — ^thou 
shalt not then. I '11 lock thy heaven from thee. 
0, that men's ears should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! [Exii, 

» Be niin'd by the Becuritiet you give. 



[Ancient Triclinium.] 



TRAORDres.— Vol. I. 2 A 
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ILLUSTRATION OF ACT I. 



1 SOBNB I.- 



-** Follow his stridei, hia lobbies Jill 
triih tendance," 



In oonsidenDg the character of Timon in our 
iDtrodoctory Notice, we have referred to Mr. 
Charles Lamb's parallel between Shakspere and 
Hogarth. We here reprint the passage, particu- 
larly as it afifords us an occasion of introducing a 
miniature copy of the scene in the ' Rake's Pro- 
gress/ to which Mr. Lamb alludes. 

" One of the earliest and noblest enjoyments I 
had when a boy was in the contemplation of those 
capital prints by Hogarth, ' The Harlot's and 
Rake's Progresses,' which, along with some others, 
himg upon the walls of a great hall in an old- 

feshioned house in shire, and seemed the 

solitary tenants (with myself) of that antiquated 
and life-deserted apartment. 

"Recollection of the manner in which those 
prints used to affect me has often made me wonder, 
when I have heard Hogarth described as a mere 
comic painter, as one whose chief ambition was to 
raise a laugh. To deny that there are throughout 
the prints which I haye mentioned circumstances 
854 



introduced of a laughable tendency, would be to 
run counter to the common notions of mankind ; 
but to suppose that in their ruling eharacUr they 
appeal chiefly to the risible faculty, and not first 
and foremost to the very heart of man, its best 
and most serious feelings. Would be to mistake no 
less grossly their aim and purpose. A set of 
severer satires, (for they are not so much comedies, 
which they have been likened to, as they are 
strong and masculine satires,) less mingled with 
anything of mere fun, were never written upon 
paper, or graven upon copper. They resemble 
Juvenal, or the satiric touches in Timon of Athens* 

'* I was pleased with the reply of a gentleman, 
who, being asked which book he esteemed most 
in his libraiy, answered, ' Shakspere :' being asked 
which he Mteemed the next best, replied, 'Ho- 
garth.' His graphic representations are indeed 
books : they have the teeming, fruitful, suggestive 
meaning of viofds. Other's pictures we look at, — 
his prints we read. 

" In pursuance of this parallel, I have some- 
times entertained myself with comparing the 
Timon of Athens of Shakspere (which I have just 
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mentioned) and Hogarth's 'Rake's Progress' to- 
gether. The stoiy, the moral, in both is nearly 
the same. The wild course of riot and extra- 
yaganoe, ending in the one with driving the 
Prodigal from the society of men into the solitude 
of the deserts, and in the other with conducting 
the Bake through his several stages of dissipation 
into the still more complete desolations of the 
mad-house, in the play and in the picture are de- 
scribed with almost equal force and nature. The 
' Levee of the Rake/ which forms the subject of 
the second plate in the series, is almost a tran- 
script of Timon's Levee in the opening scene of 
that play. We find a dedicating poet, and other 



similar characters, in both. The concluding scene 
in the ' Rake's Progress' is perhaps superior to the 
last scenes of Timon." 

This delightful writer has not observed that in 
another of Hogarth's admirable transcripts of 
human life, ' The Marringe k-larMode,' the painter 
has also exhibited an idea which in found in the 
Timon of Athens— the fedthful steward vunly 
endeavouring to present a warning of the approach 
of debt and dishonour in his neglected accounts : — 

* O my good lord ! 
At many timet 1 brought in my aeconnti , 
Laid them before you.; "you would throw them off." 



[Marriage i-\k Mode.] 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I.— Athens, A Room tn a Senator'* 
House. 

Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand. 

Sen, And late, five thousand :* to Varro, and 

to Isidore, 
He owes nine thousand; besides my former 

sum. 
Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in 

motion 
Of raging waste P It cannot hold ; it wiU not. 
If I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog 
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 
If I would seU my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Tunon, 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me straight 
And able horses : No porter at his gate ; 



» This WM ordinarHy pointed thus :— 
*' And late, five thousand to Varro ; and to Isidore 
He owes nine thousand." 
We follow the punotnation of the original. It appears to 
us that tba aenator is racapltuUting what Timon owes him- 
stlf— " and lAte, five thousMd"— •< be»ides my former sum, 
which makes it flTt-and-twentj." The mention of what 
TlmoD owes to Varro and Isidore is parenthetical. 
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But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by.* It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can sound ^ his state in safety. Caphis, hoa 1 
Caphis, I say ! 

Enter Caphis. 

Caph. Here, sir : What is your pleasure P 
Sen, Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord 

Timon; 
Importune him for my moneys ; be not ceas'd 
With slight denial ; nor then silenc'd, when — 
' Commend me to your master ' — ^and the cap 
Plays m the right hand, thus : — ^but tell him, 

sirrah,® 
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are past, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 



• The porter at a great man's gate was proTerblally a 
repulsive person. The porter at Kenil worth according to 
Laneham's description, waa " tall of person, big of limb, 
and stem of countenance." 

b Sound. This is ordinarily printed found. The original 
is clearly sound: and the meaning appears to be, that no 
reason which (kthoms Timon's state can find it safe. CapelJ 
reads, *' found his state on.** 

c Sirrah is not in the original oopj. It was added by the 
editor of the second folio. 
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Have emit my credit : I love, and honour him ; 
But must not break my back, to heal his finger : 
Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
Must not be toss'd and tnm'd to me in words. 
But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 
Put on a most importunate aspect^ 
A visage of demand; for, I do fear. 
When every feather sticks in his own wing, 
Jjord Timon will be left a naked gull. 
Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

Caph, 1 go, sir 

Sen, I go, sir.— take the bonds along with 
you, 
And have the dates in compt * 

Caph. I will, sir. 

Sen. Go. 

\_ExeuHt. 

SCENE 11.—^ Hall in Timon'* Bouse. 

Enter Fiayiits, wilh many bills in his hand. 

Flav, No care, no stop ! so senseless of ex- 
pense. 
That he will neither know how to maintain it. 
Nor cease his flow of riot : Takes no account 
How things go from him ; nor resumes no care 
Of what is to continue. Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 
What shall be done P He will not hear, till feel : 
I must be round with him, now he comes from 



Pye, fye, fye, fye ! 

Enter Caphis, and the Servants of Isidoke and 
Vareo. 

Cuph. Good even, Varro :^ What, 

You come for money P 

Tar. Serv, Is *t not your business too P 

Caph, It is ; — and yours too, Isidore P 

Isid, Serv. It is so. 

Caph. 'Would we were all discharged ! 

Tar. Serv, I fear it. 

Caph. Here comes the lord. 

Enter TiMON, Alcibiadbs, and Lords, ^c. 
Tim. ^ soon as dinner 's done, we '11 forth 
again. 
My Alcibiades. — With meP What is your 
willP 



• The original reads,— 

"And have the dates in. Come.** 
Theobald made the correction, alleging that the dates were 
im when the bonds were given. 

^ Oood even, Farro. It is remarkable that the seryantt 
in this scene take the names of their masters, like the Lord 
Duke and Sir Charles of ' High Life Below Stairs.' 



Caph, My lord, here b a note of certain 
dues. 

Tim. Dues P whence are you ^ 

Caph. Of Athens here, my lord. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me 
off 
To the succession of new days this month : ' 
My master is awak'd by great occasion, 
To call upon his own : and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts you'll suit. 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest friend, 

I prithee but repair to me next morning. 

Caph, Nay, good my lord, — 

Tim. Contain thyself, good friend. 

,Far. Sero. One Varro's servant, my good 
lord, — 

Isid, Serv. From Isidore ; 

He humbly prays your speedy payment, — 

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master's 
wants, — 

Far. Ser. 'T was due on forfeiture, my lord, 
six weeks. 
And past, — 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts mo off, my 
lord; 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim. Give me breath : — 
I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ; 

[Ereunt Alcibiades and Lords. 
I'll wait upon you instantly. — CJome hither, 
pray you, [To Flavius. 

How goes the world that I am thus encounter'd 
With clamorous demands of date-broken bonds. 
And the detention of long-since-due debts. 
Against my honour P * 

Flav. Please you, gentlemen. 

The time is unagreeable to this business : 
Your importunacy cease till after dinner ; 
That I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do so, my ftiends : 

See them well entertained. [Exit Timon. 

Flav. Pray draw near. 

[Exit Flavius. 

Enter ApeIcantus and Fool. 
Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with 
Apemantus ; let 's have some sport with 'em. 

* Date broken bonde. So Malone reads. In the original 
we have. 

" With clamorous demands of debt, broken bonds." 

We adopt thechange upon a due consideration of a passage in 

the preceding scene, upon which Malone builds his reading— 

" his days and times are past, 

And mj reliance on hl$ fraeted daUt 



Have smit my credit." 
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Var, Sen, Hang him, he 'II abuse us. 

Isid. Serv, A plagae upon him, dog ! 

Far. Serv, How dost, foolP 

Jpem, Dost dialogue with thy shadow ? 

Far, Serv, I speak not to thee. 

Jpem, No; 'tis to thyself. — CJome away. 

\_To ike Fool. 

Ind, Serv. ITo Vab. Serv.] There's the fool 
hangs on your back already. 

Jpem, No, thou stand'st single, thou art not 
on him yet. 

Caph, Where 's the fool now ? 

Jpem, He last asked the question.— Poor 
rogues and usurers' men ! bawds between gold 
and want ! 

Jll Serv, What are we, Apemantus ? 

Jpem. Asses. 

Jll Serv, WhyP 

Jpem. That you ask me what you are, and 
do not know yourselves. — Speak to *em, fooL 

Fool. How do you, gentlemen P 

JU Serv, Gramercies, good fool: How does 
your mistress P 

Fool, She's e'en setting on water to scald 
such chickens as you are. 'Would we could see 
you at Corinth. 

Jpem, Good! Grameroy. 

Enter Page. 

Fool, Look you, here comes my mistress' page. 

Page. \To the Fool.] Why, how now, cap- 
tain P what do you in this wise company P How 
dost thou, Apemantus P 

Jpem, 'Would I had a, rod in my mouth, that 
I might answer thee profitably. 

Page, Prithee, Apemantus, read me the super- 
scription of these letters ; I know not whidi is 
which. 

Jpem, Canst not read P 

Page. No. 

Jpem. There will little leammg die then, that 
day thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon; 
this to Alcibiades. Go ; thou wast bom a bas- 
tard, and thou 'It die a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelped a dog; and thou 
shalt famish, a dog's death. Answer not, I am 
gone. [Exil Page. 

Jpem. Even so thou out-run'st grace. Fool, 
I will go with you to lord Timon's. 

Fool. Will you leave me there P 

Jpem. If Tunon stay at home.— You three 
serve three usurers P 

Jll Serv. Ay; Vould they served us ! 

Jpem, So would I, — as good a trick as ever 
hangipan served thief. 
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Fool. Are you three usurers' men P 

JU Serv. Ay, fooL 

Fool, I think no usurer but has a fool to his 
servant : My mistress is one, and I am her fool. 
When men come to borrow of your masters, 
they approach sadly and go away, meny; but 
they enter my mistress' house merrily, and go 
away sadly : The reason of this P 

Far. Serv. I could render one. 

Jpem. Do it then, that we may account thee 
a whoremaster and a knave; which notwith* 
standing, thou shalt be no less esteemed. 

Far. Serv, What is a whoremaster, fool P 

Fool, A fool in good clothes, and something 
like thee. 'T is a spirit : sometime it appears 
like a lord; sometime like a lawyer; sometime 
like a philosopher, with two stones more than his 
artificial one : He is very often like a knight, 
and, generally, in all shapes that man goes up 
and down in, from fourscore to thirteen, this 
spirit walks in. 

Far. Serv, Thou art not altogether a fooL 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man: as 
much foolery as I have> so much wit thou 
lackest. 

Jpem. That answer might have become Ape- 
mantus. 

JU Serv, Aside, aside; here comes lord Timon. 

Re-enter TmoK and Flavitjs. 

Jpem. Come with me, fool, come. 

Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder bro- 
ther, and woman ; sometime, the philosopher. 

[Exeunt Apemantus and Fool 

Flav. 'Pray you, walk near ; I '11 speak with 
you anon. [Exeunt Serv. 

Tim. You make me marvel: Wherefore, ere 
this time. 
Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 
That I might so have rated my expense^ 
As I had leave of means P 

Flav. You would not hear me, 

At many leisures I propos'd. 

Tim. Go to : 

Perchance, some single vantages you took, 
When my indisposition put you Ixiok ; 
And that unaptness made your minister,* 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flav. O my good lord ! 

At many times I brought in my accounts ; 
Laid them before you ; you would throw them off. 
And say, you found them in mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 



' The meaning of this eonstrnetioA is,— peithanct yon 
made that unaptness your minister. 
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Retimi 80 lunch, I lia^e sbook my head, and 

wept: 
Tea, 'gamst the authority of maimers, pray'd 

you 
To hold your hand more close : I did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks ; when I have 
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate. 
And your great flow of debts. My Wd lord. 
Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now's a 

time. 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 
Tim. Let all my land be sold. 

Flao, 'T is all engag'd, some forfeited and 
gone; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace : 
What shall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning ? 
Tim. To Laoedtemon did my land extend. 
Flav, O my good lord, the world is but a 
word; 
Were it all yours, to give it m a breath, 
fiow quickly were it gone ? 
Tim. You tell me true. 

Flctv. If you suspect my husbandry, or false- 
hood. 
Call me before the exactest auditors. 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me, 
When all our offices* have been oppress'd 
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have 

wept 
With drunken spilth of wine ; when every room 
Hath blaz*d with lights, and bray'd with min- 
strelsy ; 
I have retir'd me to a wasteful cock,*> 
And set mine eyes at flow. 
Tim. Prithee, no more. 

Flat, Heavens, have I said, the bounty of 
this lord ! 



* Offleea. These are not the apartmenti for senrante, in 
our present acoepution of the term, bat rooms of hospitality, 
in the sense in which the word is used by Shirley :— 

" Let all the offices of entertainment 
Be free and open." 

b Pope, by way of making this passage Intelligible, snb- 
sUtuted " a lonelv room " for a wasteful cock. Upon this 
hint Hanmer tells us that a cock is a eoek-loft, which 
signifies a garret lying in waste. Steevens, under the name 
of CoUins, gives an explanation, the character of which is 
sufficiently designated by the signature. It appears to us 
that there is a slight typographical error in the passage. 
The *' vaults have wept with drunken spilth of wine ; " 
the steward has quitted the scene of extraragance to weep 
alone— 

« I have retir'd me firom a wasteful cock, 
And set mine eyes at flow." 

The spUth of the wasteful cock, and the flow of the weeping 
eye, are here put in opposition. We do not venture to change 
the text, although we believe that firom, or, as it was some- 
times written, fict might be readUy mistaken for to. 



How many prodigal bits have slaves, and pea- 
sants, 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon's P 
What heart, head, sword, force, means, but is 

lord Timon's P 
Great Timoi^ noble, worthy, royal Timon P 
Ah! when the means are gone that buy this 

praise, 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made : 
FeastwoD, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers. 
These flies are couch'd. 

Tim. Gome, sermon me no further : 

No villainous bounty yet hath pass'd my heart ; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. 
Why dost thou weep P Ganst thou the conscience 

lack 
To think I shaU lack friends P Secure thy heart ; 
If I would broach the vessels of my love. 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing. 
Men, and men's fortunes, could I frankly use. 
As I can bid thee speak. 
Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts ! 

Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of mine 
are crownM, 
That I account them blessings ; for by these 
Shall I try friends : You shsJl perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my 

ftiends. 
Within there ! — ^Flaminius !— Servilius I 

Enter Flaminitts, Servilius, and oiher 
~ Servants. 

Sen). My lord, my lord, — 

Tim. I will despatch you severally. — ^You to 
lord Lucius, — to lord Lucullus yon ; I hunted 
with his honour to-day ;— you, to Sempronius : 
Gommend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, 
say, that my occasions have found time to use 
them toward a supply of money : let the request 
be fifty talents.* 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flav, Lord Lucius, and Lucullus P humph ! 

[AHde. 

Tim. Go you, sir, [to another Serv.] to the 
senators, 
(Of whom, even to the state's best health, I have 



» steevens prints this speech metrically (see Introductory 
Notice). It may be said that the metre thus ** regulated " 
is not worse than we And in other passages of the play : that 
is true ; but those other passages occur in scenes which, 
taken as a whole, do not bear the marks of Shakspere's 
hand. This scene between Timon and the steward has not 
one of those characteristics which we have pointed out as 
distinguishing the work of an inferior author ftom the work 
of our poet. In the harmony of the blank verse, the vigour 
of the thought, and the fluency of the expression, this 
scene is essentially Shakspere's : and it becomes vitiated, 
therefore, when a prose speech is converted into unmetrical 
verse. 
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Deserv'd this hearing,) bid *em send o' the in- 
stant 
A. thousand talents to me. 

Flav. I liave been bold, 

(For that I knew it the most general wav,) 
To them to nse your signet, and your name ; 
But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim. Is *t true ? can 't be P 

Flav. "ILey answer, in a joint and corporate 
voice. 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would ; , are sorry — you are ho- 
nourable, — 
But yet they could have wish'd — they know 

not — 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well — 't is 

And so, intending other serious matters. 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions, 
IVith certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods. 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim, You gods, reward them ! 

'Prithee, man, look cheerly ! These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 



Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom flows ; 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth. 
Is fashion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius, — \to a Serv.] Trithee, [io 

Flavius] be not sad. 
Thou art true and honest; ingeniously I speak. 
No blame belongs to thee :-~[to Serr.] Ventidius 

lately 
Buried his father ; by whose death he 'a stepp'd 
Into a great estate : when he was poor^ 
Imprison'd, and in scarcity of friends, 
I cleared him with five talents. Greet him from 

me; 
Bid him suppose some good necessity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remem- 

ber'd 
With those five talents :— that had, \to Flay.] 

give 't these fellows 
To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or 

think 
That Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can 

sink. 
Flav. I would I could not think it: That 

thought is bounty's foe ; 
Being free itself it thinks all others so. 

[ExeuHi. 
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ACT HI. 



SCENE h—Alhens. A Room in Lucullus** 
House. 

Flakiniits waiting. Enter a Ser?aiit to him. 

Serv. I have told my lord of yoa, he is 
coming down to you. 
Flam, I thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucullds. 

Serv. Here 's my lord. 

Lucut. [Aside.] One of lord Timon's men ? a 
gift, I warrant. Why, this hits right ; I dreamt 
of a silver bason and ewer to-night. Elaminius^ 
honest Plaminius; you are very respectively* 
welcome, sir. — ^Fill me some wine. — [Exit Ser- 
vant.] And how does that honoarable, com- 
plete, free-hearted gentleman of Athens, thy 
very bountiful good lord and master ? 

Ftam. His health is well, sir. 

LucuL I am right glad that his health is well, 
sir : And what hast thou there under thy cloak, 
pretty Flaminius P 

F/am. 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir ; 
which, in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat 
your honour to supply; who, having great and 

*■ AMptfcMtv/y— respectfully. 



instant occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent td 
your lordship to furnish him, nothing doubting 
your present assistance therein. 

Ltteul. La, la> la, la, — nothing doubting, says 
he P alas, good lord ! a noble gentleman 't is, if 
he would not keep so good a house. Many a 
time and often I ha' dined with him, and told 
him on 't ; and come again to supper to him, of 
purpose to have him spend less: and yet he 
would embrace no counsel, take no warning by 
my coming. Every man has his fault, and 
honesty * is his ; I ha' told him on *t, but I could 
ne'er get him from 't. 

Re-enter Servant, with wine. 

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lucul. Flaminius^ I have noted thee always 
wise. Here 's to thee. 

Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucul. I have observed thee always for a 
towardly prompt spirit, — ^give thee thy due, — 
and one that knows what belongs to reason; 
and canst use the time well, if the time use thee 
well: good parts in thee. — Get you gone, 
sirrah. — [To tie Servant, who goes out.'] — ^Draw 

« Hfmetig is here used in the sense of liberality. 
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nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy lord's a boun- 
tiful gentleman: but thou art wise; and thou 
know'st well enough, although thou com'st to 
me, that this is no time to lend money ; espe- 
cially upon bare friendship, without security. 
Here's three solidares for thee ; good boy, wink 
at me, and say thou saw'st me not. Fare thee 
welL 
Flam, Is 't possible, the world should so much 

differ: 
And we alive, that liv'd P Fly, damned baseness. 
To him that worships thee ! 

[Throwing the mimey awaf* 

Lucul. Ha 1 now I see thou art a fool, and fit 

for thy master. [Exit Lucullus. 

Fkm, May these add to the number that may 

scald thee! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation. 
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself ! 
Has friendship such a faint and milky hearts 
It turns in less than two nights ? you gods, 
I fed my master's passion ! This slave unto his 

honour 
Has my lord's meat in him ; 
Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment. 
When he is tum'd to poison P 
O, may diseases only work upon 't ! 
And, when he's sick to deatii, let not that part 

of nature 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour 1 [Exit, 

SCENE n.— A public Place. 

Enter Lucius, with Three Strangers. 

Imc. Who, the lord TimonP he is my very 
good friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran. We know him for no less, though we 
are but strangers to him. But I can tell you 
one thing, my lord, and which I hear f^m 
common rumours: now lord Timon's happy 
hours are done and past, and his estate shrinks 
from him. 

Lhc, Fye no, do not believe it; he cannot 
want for money. 

• 2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, 
not long ago, one of his men was with the lord 
Lucullus, to borrow so many talents; nay, 
urged extremely for % and showed what neces- 
sity belonged to't» and yet was denied. 

Lne. How? 

2 Stran, I tell you, dem'ed, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was that! now, 
before the gods, I am ashamed on't. Denied 
that honourable man; there was very little 
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honour showed in't. For my own part, I must 
needs confess I have received some small kind- 
nesses from him, as money, plate, jewels, and 
such like trifles, nothing comparing to his ; yet, 
had he mistook him, and sent to me, I should 
ne'er have denied his occasion so many talents. 

Enter %VB.num. 

Ser, See, by good hap, yonder's my lord ; I 
have sweat to see his honour. — ^My honoured 
lord, — [To Lucius. 

Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare 
thee well :— Commend me to thy honourable- 
virtuous lord, my very exquisite friend. 

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath 
sent— 

Luc. Ha ! what has he sent P I am so much 
endeared to that lord; he's ever sending: How 
shall I thank him, think'st thou? And what 
has he sent now P 

Ser. He has only sent his present occasion 
now, my lord : requesting your lordship to sup- 
ply his instant use with so many talents. 

Luc. 1 know his lordship is but merry with me ; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants less, my 
lord. 
If his occasion were not virtuous, 
I should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius P 

Ser. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir. 

Luc. What a wicked beast was I, to disfur- 
nish myself against such a good time, when I 
might have shown myself honourable ! How nn* 
luckily it happened, that I should purchase the 
day before for a little part, and undo a great 
d^ of honour! — Sernlius, now before the 
gods I am not able to do 't, the more beas^ I 
say : — I was sending to use lord Timon myself 
these gentlemen can witness ; but I would not, 
for the wealth of Athens, I had done 't now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good lordshq> • 
and I hope his honour will conceive the frurest 
of me, because I have no power to be kind :— 
And tell him this from me, I count it one of my 
greatest afflictions, say, that I cannot pleasure 
such an honourable gentleman. Good Servilius, 
will you befriend me so far, as to use mine own 
words to him P 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall 

Luc. I'll look you out a good turn, Ser- 
vilius. — [Exit Se&vujus. 
True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 
And he that 's once denied will hardly speed. 

[Exit Lucius. 
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1 Str<m, Do you obeenre tliis, Hostilios ? 

%StraH. Ay, too well. 

1 Stra$L Why tliis is the world's soul ; 
And just of the same piece 
Is -every flatterer's sport : who can call him his , 

friend 
Thai dips in the same dish P for, in my knowing, 
Timon has been this lord's father, 
And kept Ids credit with his pnrse ; * 
Supported his estate; nay, lemon's money 
Has paid his men their wages : He ne'er drinks. 
But Timon's silver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet, (0, see the monstrousness of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape !) 
He does deny him, in respect of his. 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 

I Stran, For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life. 
Nor came any of his bounties over me. 
To mark me for his friend; yet, I iHX)test, 
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his necessity made use of me, 
I would have put my wealth into donation. 
And the best half should have retum'd to him. 
So much I love his heart : But, I perceive. 
Men must learn now with pity to dispense : 
For policy sits above conscience. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III.— ^ Room in Sempionius'^ 
House. 
EtUer Sempaonius, and a Servant of Timon'«. 
Sem, Must he needs trouble me !h 't P Humph ! 
'bove aU others P 
He might have tried lord Lucius, or LucuUus ; 
And now Yentidius is wealthy too. 
Whom he redeemed from prison : All these ^ 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Sen, My lord. 

They have all been touch'd, and found base 

metal; 
For they have all denied him ! 

Sem. How ! have they denied him P 

Has Yentidius and Lucullus denied him P ^ 



• BtaoTent *' regnUtet " these lines thus :» 
"WhythU 
Is the world's soul ; and Jast of the same piece 
Is every flatterer's tpMi, Who can call him 
His firiend that dips in the same dish f for, in 
Ifyknowinff, Timon has heen this lord's father, 
And kept his credit with his parse : ** 
The word »port of the original was changed into tpirii hy 
Theohald. 

b The word IAtm, which It not in the original, waa nsnally 
Inserted here, ** to eomplete the measure." 
c Steerens is here quite pathetic on the sa1)i)ect of metre :— 



And does he send to me P Three P humph ! — 
It shows but little love or judgment in him. 
Must I be his last refuge P His friends, like 

physicians. 
Thrice * give him over : Must I take th' cure 

upon me P 
W hasmuchdisgrac'dmein't, I'lnangryathim, 
That might have known my place : I see no 

sense for 't,^ 
But his occasions might have woo'd me first ; 
For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e'er receiv'd gift from him : 
And does he think so backwardly of me now, 
That I'll requite it hist P No. 
So it may prove an argument of laughter 
To the rest, and 'mongst lords I be thought a 

I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum, 
H' had sent to me first, but for my mind's 

sake; 
I had such a courage to do liim good. But now 

return. 
And with their faint reply this answer join ; 
Who bates mine honour, shall not know my 

coin. [Exit, 

Serv, Excellent! Your lordship's a goodly 
villaiiL The devil knew not what he did when 
he made man politic ; he crossed himself by 't . 
and I cannot think, but, in the end, the villainies 
of man will set him clear.^ How fedrly this lord 
strives to appear foul 1 takes virtuous copies to 
be wicked; like those that, under hot ardent 
zeal, would set whole realms on fire : Of such a 
nature is his politic love. 
This was my lord's best hope; now all are 

fled. 
Save only ihe gods: Now his friends are 

dead, 

" with this muUlaUd,9nA therefore rugged speech, noear^ 
accustomed to harmony can he satisfied. But I can only 
point out metrical dUaptdaiiont, which I profess my in- 
ability to repair." It appears remarkable that it never 
occurred to SteeTens, and others, that this ruggedness, 
which they put down to the atcount of mutilations and 
dilapidations, prevails through whole scenes, and that other 
scenes are perfectly harmonious. The rugged speeches are 
at the same time feeble speeches. The harmonious speeche^ 
are at the same time vigorous speeches. The instant that 
we encounter Shakspere's thoughts, we find them associated 
with Shakspere's music 

a TMc0. The original reads thrive.. Johnson proposed 
tkrieg, which appears to us warranted by the previous 
line:— 

*' And does he ^end to me r Threef Humph 1 " 

b The pronoun I was not found in the first folio, but was 
inserted in the second. 

The commentators, with the exception of Ritson, have 
assumed that the villainies of man are to set the devil clev. 
Ritson says, " The devil's folly in making man politic, ts to 
appear in this, that he will at the long-run be too many for 
his old master, and get tnt of his bonds. The villatnies 
of man are to set himself clear, not the devil, to whom he 
is supposed to be in thraldom." Tieck adopts Ritson'f 
explanation* 
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Doors that were ne'er aoqnamted \nth their 

wards 
Many a bounteous year, most be employed 
Now to guard sure their master. 
And this is all a hbeanl oourse allows; 
Who cannot keep his wealth must keep his 

house. lExii. 

SCENE IV.— ^ Hall in Timon'* House. 

Enter two Servants of Yarro^ and the Servant of 
Lucius, meeting Titus, HoBTENSivSk and other 
Servants to Tiinon*« creditors^ waiting his com- 
ing out. 

Far. Serv. Well met ; good»-morrow> Titus 
and Hortensius. 

Tit. The like to you^ kind Yarro. 

ffor. Lucius ? 

What, do we meet to|o;ether f 

Luc. Serv. Ay, and I think 

One business doth command us all ; for mine 
Is money. 

Tit. So is theirs and ours. 

Enter Philotus. 

Imc. Sero. And sir 

Philotus too ! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. Serv. So much P 

Phi. Is not my lord seen yet P 

Luc. Sero. Not yet. 

Phi. I wonder on 't ; he was wont to shine at 
seven. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter 
with him: 
Tou must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun's ; but not, like his> recoveraUe. 
I fear, 

'T is deepest winter in lord Timon's purse ; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit. I'll show you how to observe a strange 
event. 
Tour lord sends now for ym)ney. 

Hor. Most true, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's 
gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart. 

Luc. Serv. Mark, how strange it shows, 

Timon in this should pay more than he owes : 
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And e'en as if your lord should wearridi jewels, 
And send for money for 'em. 
Hor. I am weary of this charge, the gods can 
witness: 
I know, my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth. 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 
I Far. Serv.^ Yes, mine's three thousand 

crowns : What 's yours P 
Luc Serv. Five thousand mine. 

1 Far. Serv. ^T is much deep : and it should 

seem by the sum. 
Tour master's confidence was above mine ; 
Else^ surely> his had equall'd. 

Enter Flamdous. 

Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Serv. Flaminius ! sir^ a word : 'Pray, is 
my l(»xl ready to come forth P 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordship ; Tray, signify 
so much. 

Fiam. I need not tell him that ; he knows 
you are too diligent. [Exit FLAMinnrs. 

Enter FiAVius, in a cloak, muffled. 

Luc. Serv. Ha ! is not that his steward muffled 
soP 
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him. 
Tit. Do you hear, sir P 

2 Far. Serv. By your leave, sir, — 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend P 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir. 

Flav. Ay, 

If money were as certain as your waiting, 
'T were sure enough. 
Why then preferr'd you not your sums and 

bills, 
When your false masters eat of my lord's meat P 
Then they could smile, and fewn upon his debts. 
And take down th' interest into their gluttonous 

maws. 
Tou do youselves but wrong, to stir me up ; 
Let me pass quietly : * 
Believe 't, my lord and I have made an end; 
I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve. 

Flav. If 't will not serve't isnot so base as you ; 
For you serve knaves. [Srit. 

1 Far. Serv. How ! what does his cashiei^d 
worship mutter ? 

2 Far. Serv. No matter what ; he's poor, and 
that 's revenge enough. Who can speak broader 



* This is » fine flowing passage of the original, whieb 
Steevens has *'r^ulated*' into a harsh stifiheas. (Set 
Introductoiy Notice. 
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than he that has no house to put his head in? 
Such maj rail against great buildings. 

Enter SsBTiLnTS. 

TiL 0, here's Servilius; now we shall know 
some answer. 

Ser, If I might beseech jou^ gentlemen, to 
repair some other hour, I should derive much 
from't: for, take't of my soid, mj lord leans 
wond'rously to discontent His comfortable 
temper has forsook him; he is much out of 
health, and keeps his chamber.* 

Lue, Sen, Many do keep their chambers are 
not sick : 
And if it be so far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts, 
And make a dear way to the gods. 

Ser, Good gods ! 

TV/. We cannot take this for answer, sir. 

Flam, [jriikin,'] Servilius, help!— my lord! 
my lord ! 

Enter TncoN, in a rage ; Plamdous following, 

Tim, What, are my doors oppos'd against my 
passage? 
Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaolP 
The place which I have feasted, does it now. 
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart ? 

Luc, Serv, Put in now, Titus. 

Tit, My lord, here is my bill. 

Lne, Serv, Here's mine. 

Hor, Serv. And mine, my lord. 

Boih Far, Serv. And ours, my lord. 

Phi, All our bills. 

Tim. Knock me down with 'em: cleave me 
to the girdle.*' 

Lue. Serv. Alas ! my lord, — 

Tim, Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv, Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that. 
What yours P — and yours P 

1 Far. Serv. My lord,— 

2 Far. Serv. My lord,— 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall 

upon you ! [Exit. 

Hor. 'Faith, T perceive our masters may throw 

their caps at their money ; these debts may well 

* This tpeech it printed here Mprose, according to the old 
copy. SteeTcnt has made verse of it, alter a cerUin fashion. 
(See Introdnctorj Notice.) 

*► The quibble which Timon here employs is used by 
Decker in his * OnlVs Horn Book ; '— " They dnrst not htrikf 
down their customers with large bitt*:** the allusion is to 
biUg, or battle-axea. 



be called desperate ones, for a madman ower 
'em. [Exeunt 

Re-enter Tncoir and Flavius. 

Tim. They have e'en put my breath from me 
the slaves : 
Creditors ! — devils. 

Flav. VLj dear lord, — 

Tim. What if it should be soP 

Flam. My lord, — 

Tim. I '11 have it so :— My steward I 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So, fitly. Qo, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all :* 
I 'U once more feast the rascals. 

Flav. my lord. 

You only speak from your distracted soul; 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be 't not in thy oare ; go, 

I charge thee ; invite them all ; let in the tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and I '11 provide. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE y.—The Senate House. 
The Senate sitting. Enter AixaBUOES, attended. 

1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to it ; 
The fault 'a bloody; 

'T is necessary he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy. 

2 Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him. 
Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to the 

senate! 

1 Sen. Now, captain. 

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues ; 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 
And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 
It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood. 
Hath stepp'd into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into't. 
He is a man, setting his fate aside, 
Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice ; 
(An honour in him, which buys out his faulty) 
But, with a noble fury, and fair spirit, 
Seemg his reputation touch'd to death. 
He did oppose his foe : 
And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave his anger, 'ere 't was spent, 
As if he had but prov'd an argument. 

• This is the reading of the second folio. The first copy 
has, — 

*' Lucius, Lucullus, and flempronios XJUorwtt : all.** 
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1 Sen, Tou undergo too strict a paradox, 
Striying to make an ogly deed look fsdr : 
Your words have look such pains, as if they 

labonr'd 
To bring manslaughter into form, and set quar- 

relling 
Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed. 
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly bom : 
He 's truly valiant that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe ; 
And make his wrongs his outsides. 
To wear them like his raiment, carelessly ; 
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart. 
To bring it into danger. 
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kiU, 
What folly His to hazard life for illP 

Alcib. My lord, — 

1 Sen, You cannot mal^e gross sins look dear ; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Jkib. My lords, then, under feivour, pardon 
me,. 
If I speak like a captain.—* 
Whj do fond men expose themselves to battle. 
And not endure all threats P sleep upon 't. 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats. 
Without repugnancy P If there be 
Such, valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad P why then, women are more valiant, 
That stay at home, if bearing carry it; 
And the ass, more captain than the lion; 
The felon* loaden with irons, wiser than the 

judge. 
If wisdom be in suffering. my lords. 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood P 
To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust ; 
But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis most just. 
To be in anger is impiety ; 
But who is man that is not angiy P 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Jlcib. In vainP his service done 

At Lacediemon, and Byzantium, 
Were a sufficient bribed for his life. 

1 Sen. What's thatP 

Jleii. Why, I say,^ my lords, h' as done fair 
service. 
And slain in fight many of your enemies ; 
How fuU of vfdour did he bear himself 
In the hist conflict, and made plenteous wounds ! 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em. 
He's a sworn rioter : he has a sin 

^Peton, The original has /enow. Johnson adopted /tlbii. 
which is clearly more accordant with the context, 
b The folio of 1683 has Wkpt I Mf . Tha lint folio, say. 
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That often drowns him, and takes his valour pri> 

bcncr : 
If there were no Ices, i. * vrere enough* 
To overcome him : in that bca jly fuiy 
He has been known to commit oulni<res, 
And cherish factions : 't is inferr'd to us, 
Hia days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen, He dies. 

jilcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts ii^ him^ 
(Iliougb his right arm might purchase his own 

time. 
And be in debt to none,) yet, more to move you. 
Take my deserts to his, and join 'em both : 
And, for I know, your reverend ages love secu- 

I 'U pawn my victories, all my honour to you. 
Upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life. 
Why, let the war receiv 't in valiant gore ; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies ; urge it no 

more. 
On height of our displeasure : Friei.d, or brother. 
He forfeits his own blood that spills anoiber. 
Jleib, Must it be so P it must not be. My 

lords, 
I do beseech you, know me. 

2 Sen. HowP 

Jlcib. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What ? 
Jlcib. I cannot think but your age has forgot 

me; 
It could not else be I should prove so base. 
To sue, and be denied such common grace : 
My wounds ache at you. 

1 Sen. Do you dare our anger P 
'Tis in few wordsj but spacious in effect; 
We banish thee for ever. 

Jlcib. Banish me ? 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury. 
That makes the senate ugly. 
1 Sen. If, after two days' shine Athens con- 
tain thee. 
Attend our weightier judgment. And, not lo 

swell our spirit, 
He shall be executed presently. 

lExeunt Senators. 
Jicib. Now the gods keep you old enough; 
that you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I 'm worse than mad : I have kept back their foefl^ 
While they have told their money, and let out 

» Alone waa generally inserted here " to complete the 
measure." 
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Their ooin upon large interest ; I myself, 
Bich only in large hurts : — ^All those, for this ? 
Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Pours into captains' wounds ? Banishment P 
It oomes not ill ; I hate not to be banish'd ; 
It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury. 
That I may strike at Athens. I 'U cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 
*T is honour with most lands to be at odds ; 
Soldiers should brook as little wrongs as gods.* 

[fiwV. 

SCENE VL— ^ magnifieeni Eoam in Timon'* 
House. 

Mitnc, Tables set out: Servants attending 
Enter divers Lords, at several doors, 

1 Lord, The good time of day to you, sir. 
S Lord, I also wish it to you. I think this 
honourable lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord, Upon that were my thoughts tiring, 
when we encountered : I hope it is not so low 
with him, as he made it seem in the trial of his 
several friends. 

2 Lord, It should not be, by the persuasion of 
his new feasting. 

1 Lord, I should think so : He hath sent me 
an earnest inviting, which many my near occa- 
sions did urge me to put off; but he hath con- 
jured me beyond them, and I must needs appear. 

2 Lord, In like manner was I in debt to my 
importunate business, but he would not hear my 
excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of 
me, that my provision was out. 

1 Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I under- 
stand how all things go. 

2 Lord, 'Evcrj man here 's so. What would 
he have borrowed of you P 

1 Lord, A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord, A thousand pieces ! 
ILord WhatofyouP 

3 Lord. He sent to me, sir, — ^Here he oomes. 

Enter Tdiok and Attendants. 

Tim, With all my heart, gentlemen both: — 
And how fare you P 

1 Lord, Ever at the best, hearing well of your 
lordship. 

2 Lord, The swallow follows not summer more 
willing than we your lordship. 

Tim. [Jside,"] Nor more willingly leaves win- 
ter; such summer-birds are men. — Gentlemen, 

A Wo reqnett the reader^s ftttentlon to the passage in the 
Introdactory Not}ce relating to this scene. It appears to us 
not to have a single mark npon it of Shakspere's hand. 



our dinner will not recompense this long stay : 
feast your ears with the music awhile ; if they 
will fare so harshly on the trumpet's sound : we 
shall to 't presently. 

1 Lord. I hope it remains not unkindly with 
your lordship, that I returned you an empty 
messenger. 

Tim, O, sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lord,— 

Tim. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer P 

[Tie banquet brought in. 

2 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e'en 
sick of shame, that when your lordship this other 
day sent to me I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim, Think not on 't, sir. 

2 Lord.UjOM had sent but two hours before, — 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remem- 
brance. — Come, bring in all together. 

2 Lord, All covered dishes ! 

1 Lord. Eoyal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord, Doubt not that, if money, and the 
season, can yield it. 

1 Lord. How do you P What 's the news P 

3 Lord Alcibiades is banished: Hear you of itP 
1^2 Lord. Alcibiades banished ! 
3 Lord, 'T is so, be sure of it. 
ILord, HowP howP 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what P 

Tim. My worthy friends, will^you draw near P 

3 Lord I 'U teU you more anon. Here 's a 
noble feast toward. 

2 Lord, This is the old man stiU. 

3 Lord Wm't hold. wiU't holdP 

2 Lord. It does : but time wUl — ^and so — 

3 Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur as 
he would to the lip of his nustress : your diet 
shall be in all places alike. Make not a city feast 
of it, to let the meat cool ere we can agree upon 
the first place : Sit, sit. The gods require our 
thanks. 

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society 
with thankfulness. For your own gifts make 
yourselves praised : but reserve still to give lest 
your deities be despised. Lend to each man 
enough, that one need not lend to another : for, 
were your godheads to borrow of men, men 
would forsake the gods. Make the meat be 
beloved, more than tiie man that gives it. Let 
no assembly of twenty be without a score of vil- 
lains : If there sit twelve women at the table, let 
a dozen of them be— as they are. — ^The rest of 
your fees, gods, — the senators of Athens, 
together with the common lag of people, — what 
is amiss in them, you gods, make suitable for 
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destraotion. For these my present friends, as 
they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 
Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

\The dishes uncovered, are fall of warm water. 

Some speak. What does his lordbhip mean ? 

Some other, I know not. 

Tim, M.Sij yon a better feast never behold, 
Tou knot of month-friends! smoke and luke- 
warm water 
Is yonr perfection. This is Timon's last ; 
Who stack and spangled you with flatteries, 
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

\^Throwin£f water in their faces, 
Yonr reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long. 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 
Ck)urteoa8 destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time's 

flies. 
Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks ! 
Of man and beast the infinite malady 
Crust you quite o'er ! — What, dost thou go ? 
Soft, take thy physic first — ^thou too, — and 

thou ;— 
[Throws the dishes at them, and drives them out. 



Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none. — 
What, all in motion P Henceforth be no feast. 
Whereat a villain 's not a welcome guest. 
Bum, house ; sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity.^ [Erii, 

Re-enter the Lords, with other Lords, and 
Senators. 

1 Lord. How now, my lords P 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon's 
furyP 

3 Lord, Pish ! did you see my cap ? 

4 Lord. I have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought 
but humour sways him. He gave me a jewel 
the other day, and now he has beat it out df my 
hat : — ^Did you see my jewel P 

4 Lord. Bid you see my cap ? 
2 Lord, Here 't is. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let *s make no stay, 

2 Lord. Lord Timon 's mad. 

3 Lord. T feel 't upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next 

day stones. [Exeunt. 
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ILLUSTRATION OF ACT III. 



^ScEHS VI.- ''Bum, house; dnJs, Athens / hence- 
forth hated be 
Of TitMn, man and all humaniiy*' 

Plutarch distinctly records the circumstance 
which converted the generous Timon into a misan- 
thrope. We subjoin from North's translation the 
entire passage relating to Timon : — 

"Antonius forsook the city (Alexandria) and 
company of his friends, and built him a house in 
the sea, by the lale of Pharos, upon certain forced 
mounts which he caused to be cast into the sea, 
and dwelt there, as a man that banished himself 
from all men's company : saying that he would 
lead Timon's life, because he had the like wrong 
offered him, that was afore offered unto Timon ; 
and that for the unthankfulnesi qf those he had 
done good unto, and lokom he took to he his friends, 
he was angry with aU men, and would trust no man. 
This Timon was a citizen of Athens, that lived 
about the war of Peloponnesus, as appeareth by 
Plato, and Aristophanes' comedies : in the which 
they mocked him, calling him a viper, and mali- 
cious man unto mankind, to shun all other men's 
companies but the company of young Alcibiades, 
a bold and insolent youth, whom he wo\ild greatly 
feast, and make much of, and kissed him very 
gladly. Apemnntus pondering at it, asked him 
the cause what he meant to make so much of that 
young man alone, and to hate all others : Timon 
answered him, ' I do it,' said he, ' because I know 
that one day he shall do great mischief unto the 
Athenians.' This Timon sometimes would have 
Apemantus in his company, because he was much 
like to his nature and conditions, and also followed 
him in manner of life. On a time when they 
solemnly celebrated the feasts called Choce at 



Athens, (to wit, the feasts of the dead, where they 
made sprinklings and sacrifices for the dead,) and 
that they two then seated together by themselves, 
Apemantus said unto the other : * 0, here is a trim 
banquet, Timon.' Timou answered again, * Yea,* 
said he, ' so thou wert not here.' It is reported of 
him also, that this Timon on a time (the people 
being assembled in the market-place about des- 
patch of some affairs) got up into the pulpit for 
orations, where the orators commonly used to 
speak unto the people; and silence being made, 
every man listening to hear what he would say, 
because it was a wonder to see him in that place ; 
at length he began to speak in this manner: — 
* My lords of Athens, I have a little yard in my 
house where there groweth a fig-tree, on the which 
many citizens have hanged themselves; and 
because I mean to make some building upon that 
place, I thought good to let you all understand it, 
that before the fig-tree be cut down, if any of you 
be desperate, you may there in time go bang your- 
selves.' He died in the city of Thales, and was 
buried upon the searside. Now it chanced so, that 
the sea getting in, it compassed his tomb round 
about, that no man could come to it ; and upon 
the same was written this epitaph : — 

' Here lies a wretched corse, of wretched soul bereft, 
Seek not my name: a plague consume 70a wicked 
wretches left.* 

It 18 reported that Timon himself when he lived 
made this epitaph ; for that which was commonly 
rehearsed was not his, but made by the poet CalU- 
machus : — 

' Here He I, Timon, who alive all living men did hate, 
Pass by and cuTHe thy fill ; but pass, and stay not here 
thy gate.* ** 
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[Walls of Athens: restored, j 



ACT IV, 



SCENE L--jrUhout the WalU of Athens. 
Enter TiMON. 

Tim, Let me look back upon thee. O thou 
wall. 
That girdlest in those wol?es, di?e in the eartji, 
And fence not Athena ! • Matrons, turn incon- 
tinent! 
Obedience fail in children ! Slaves and fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the bencli. 
And minister in their steads ! To general filths' 
Convert,** o' the instant, green virginity — 
Do 't in your parent's eyes ! Bankrupts, hold fast ; 

• ThU passage was pointed as follows in all modem 
eaitions v^^ 

•• Let me look back upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdlest in those wolves 1 Dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens 1" 
We fbllow the punctuation of the original. When Timon 
says, "let me look back upon thee," he apostrophizes the 
city generally— the seat of his splendour and hl« misery. 
To say nothing of the metrical beauty of the pause after 
Mm, there is much greater force and propriety, as it appears 
to us, in the arrangement which we adoiit. 

k Convert is here used in the sense of /«ni— turn yourself 
*gTeen virginity." So in Ben Jonson's * Cynthia's Revels :'— 

'• O which way shall I first convert myself." 
Oifford, in a note on this passage, mentions that the word 
occurs in this sense in the old translation of the Bible:— 
" Howbeit, after this Jeroboam converted not from hii 
wicked ways." 
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Rather than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trusters* throats ! Bound ser- 
vants, steal ! 
Large-handed robbers your grave masters are. 
And pill by law ! Maid, to thy master's bed ; 
Thy mistress is* o' the brothel ! Son of sixteen. 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping sire. 
With it beat out his brains ! Piety and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 
Domestic awe, night rest, and neighbourhood^ 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades. 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries. 
And yet* confusion live ! — Plagues, incident to 

men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, npe for stroke ! Thou cold sciatica, 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners I Lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That 'gainst tlie stream of virtue they may strive, 
And drown themselves in not ! Itches, blains, 

« Tet. Hanmer would read M. But the prayer of Timoo 
is that, although all the bonds of social life be thrown into con- 
fuiiion, a dissolution of society should not ensue, bat anarchy 
live on, with perpetual mis^cv 
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Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crop 
Be general leprosy ! Breath infect breath ; 
That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing I '11 bear from thee, 
But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 
Take thoa that too, with multiplying bans! 
Timon will to the woods ; where he shall find 
The nnkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all,) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may 

grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! 
Amen. [.EnV. 

SCENE IL— Athens. A Boom in Timon'* 

House, 
Enter Flatius, wUh Two or Three Servants. 

1 Serv. Hear you, master steward, where 's 
our master ? 
Are we undone P cast off? nothing remaining? 

Flav, Alack, my fellows, what should I say 
to you? 
Let mt be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

1 Serv, Such a house broke ! 

So noble a master fallen ! All gone! and not 
One friend to take his fortxine by the arm. 
And go along with him ! 

S ikrv. As we do turn our backs 

From our companion thrown into his grave. 
So his ^miliars to his buried. fortunes 
Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him, 
Like empty purses pick'd : and his poor self, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, 
With his disease of all-shunn'd poverty, 
Walks, like contempt, alone. — ^More of our 
fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Flav. All broken implements of a ruin'd 
house. 

3 Serv, Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery. 
That see I by our feces ; we are fellows still. 
Serving alike in sorrow : Leak'd is our bark ; 
And we, poor mates, st.and on the dying deck. 
Hearing the surges threat : we must all part 
Into this sea of air. 

Ftav. Good fellows all. 

The latest of my wealth 1 '11 share among'st you. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake, 
Let's yet be fellows; let's shake our heads, 

and say, 
As 't were a knell unto our master's fortunes, 
2 B 2 



'We have seen better days.' .Let each take 
some; [Oiving them money. 

Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word 
more: 

Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 

[Exeunt Servants. 

0, the fierce* wretchedness that glory brings us ! 

Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt, 

Since riches point to misery and contempt ? 

Who 'd be so mock'd with glory ? or to live 

But in a dream of friendship ? 

To have his pomp, and all what state compounds. 

But only painted, like his varnished friends ? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart ; 

Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusnal bloo^^ 

When man's worst sin is, he does too much good ! 

Who then dares to be half so kind again ? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar 
men. 

My dearest lord,— bless'd to be most accurs'd, 

Bich, only to be wretched — thy great fortunes 

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord I 

He 's flung in rage from this ungrateful seat 

Of monstrous friends : 

Nor has he with him to supply his life» 

Or that which can command it. 

I 'U follow, and inquire him out : 

I 'U ever serve his mind with my best will ; 

Whibt I have gold I '11 be his steward still.* 

[Exit. 

SCENE m.—The Woods, 
Enter TniON. 

Tim. blessed breeding sun, draw from the 
earth 
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb 
Tnfect the air ! Twinn'd brothers of one womb, — 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth. 
Scarce is dividant, — ^touch them with several 

fortunes ; 
The greater scorns the lesser : Not nature. 
To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great for- 
tune. 
But by contempt of nature : 



• Fieree^iio\enit excettlve. Ben Jonion hat "Jteree cre- 
dulitT." 

b Blood— nktvtnl dispositioii. (See note on Cjmbeline, 
Act X. Scene x.) 

What a remaricable contrast these twenty-two lines of 
the Steward's speech ofRer to the preceding part of the 
scene! They contain four rhyming couplets, and fonr 
broken lines. Steevens, following Pope, changed three 
lines into two after the following flufaion : — 

" Of monstrous flriends: nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it." 
This regulation, as it appears to us, has made the passage 
more unlike Shakspere even than it was in its original 
form. 
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Raise me this beggar, and deny 't that lord ; 

The senator shall bear contempt hereditary. 

The beggar native honour : 

It is the pasture lards the brother*s sides. 

The want that makes him lean.* Who dares, 

who dares. 
In parity of manhood stand upright. 
And say, • This man 's a flatterer ' P If one be 
So are they all ; for every grize*> of fortune 
Is smoothed by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ; 
There 's nothing level in our cursed natures. 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorrd 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men ! 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind! — Earth, yield me 

roots ! [-Z%»V. 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his piJate 
With thy most operant poison ! What is here ? 
Gold P yeUow, glittering, precious gold P 
No, gods, I am no idle votarist. 
Eoots, you clear heavens ! Thus much of this, 

will make 
Black, white; foul, fair; wrong, right; 
Base, noble ; old, young ; coward, valiant. 
Ha, you gods ! why bis ? What this, you gods ? 

Why this 
Will lug your priests and servants from your 

sides ; 
Pluck stout men's pillows from below their 

heads:' 
This yeUow slave 
Will knit and break religions; bless the ac- 

curs'd; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador*d; place thieves. 



» Thi hrolktfi sida. There ii contldrrable obaeoiity in 
All thl« pMMge, both In the progreM of the thought imd the 
form of expression. It appears to us that it may be simplified 
by bearing in mind that one idea runs through the whole 
from the commencement, "iwinn'd brothert** down to*' ike 
want that make* him lean,** Touch the twinn'd brothers 
with several fortunes, that is, with diflTerent fortunes, and 
the greater scorns the lesser. The poet goes on to show 
that the diflerenee of property is the sole cause of the differ- 
ence of estimation. He puts this in the most contemptuous 
way, making the power of feeding and fattening constitute 
the great distinction between the brother, whose pasture 
lards his sides, and him^ the other brother, whose want pro- 
duces leanness. It is scarcely necessary to point out all 
the emendations that have been proposed for the concluding 
lines of this passage. If we r^ect the original word, and 
adopt the reading of the Corrector of Mr. Collier's folio— 

" It is the pasture lards the rother's sides," 
much of the preceding note is superfluous. Phillips, in his 
• World of Words ' (1696), says, **Roiher beaete, a word used 
in old statutes, and still in the northern parte of England, 
for homed beasts, as cows, oxen, steers, heifers, ftc." The 
street in which the cattle>market it held in Stratford is 
called Rother Street. 

l> Orize, greese, griece, gree, are all words expressing a 
step— a degree. 

« Stout means here, in health. There was a notion that 
the departure of the dying was rendered easier by remoying 
the pillow f^om under their heads. 
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And gi?e them title, knee, and approbation. 
With senators on the bench : this is it. 
That makes the wappen'd widow wed again : 
She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and 

spices 
To the April-day again.* Come, damned earth. 
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'st 

odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right mtuTe^-^Marek afar ^.]— Ha! 

a drum ? — ^Thou 'rt quick. 
But yet I'll bury thee: Thou 'It go, strom? 

thict 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand : — 
Nay, stay thou out for earnest 

\Keeping $ome gold. 

Enter Alcibiabes, with drum andffe^ in warlike 
manner; Thstvix and Timavdva. 

Jlcib, What art thou there P Speak ! 
Tim, A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw 
thy heart, 
For showing me again the eyes of man ! 
Jlcib, yniat is thy name P Is man so hateful 
to thee. 
That art thyself a manP 

Tim. I am misanlAropos, and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog. 
That I might love thee something. 

Jlcib, I know thee weU ; 

But in thy fortunes am unleam'd and strange. 
Tim, 1 know thee too ; and more, than that 
I know thee, 
I not desire to know. Follow thy^drum ; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, 

gnles: 
Religions canons, civil laws are cruel; 
Then what should war be P This fell whore of 

thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword. 
For all her cherubin look. 
Fhry, Thy lips rot oflf ! 

Tim, I win not kiss thee ; then the rot returns 
To thine own lips again. 
Jlcib. How came the noble Timon to this 

change. P 
Tim, As the moon does, by wanting light to 
give: 
But then renew I could not, like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of. 



» The April-day is not the fool's day. as Johnran Ima- 
gined; but simply the spring-time of life. Shakspere him- 
self has, in a sonnet:— 

" Calls back the lovely April of her prime.** 
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Jleib. Noble Timon, what friendship may I 
do thee P 
Tim. None, but to maintain my opinion. 
Alcib, What is it, Timon P 
Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform 
none : If thou wilt not promise, the gods plague 
thee, for thou art a man ! if thou dost perform, 
confound thee, for thou 'rt a man ! * 
Jleib. I have heard in some sort of thj 

miseries. 
Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity. 
Alcib. I see them now; then was a blessed 

time. 
Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of 

harlots. 
Timan. Is this the Athenian minion, whom the 
world 
Voic'd so regardfully P 

Tim. Art thou Timandra P 

Timan. Tes. 

Tim. Be a whore still I They love thee not 
that use thee. 
Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours : season the slaves 
For tubs and baths; bring down rose-cheeked 

youth 
To the tub-fast and the diet. 
Timan. Hang thee, monster ! 

Aleib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra; for his 
wits 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities. 
I have but little gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band: I have heard, and 

griev'd, 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour 

states. 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 
Tim. I prithee beat thy drum, and get thee 

gone. 
Alcib. I am thy Mend, and pity thee, dear 

Timon. 
Tim. How dost thou pity him, whom thou 
dost trouble P 
I had rather be alone. 

Alcib. Why, fare thee well : 
Here's some gold for thee. 
Tim. Keep 't, I cannot eat it. 

Aleib. When I have laid proud Athens on a 

heap, — 
Tim. Wair'st thou 'gainst Athens P 



* Thif tpeeoli which, following the original, we print u 
prose has heen "reeulated " Into Terse in modem edlttont. 
(tfee lutrodnetory Notiee.) 



Alcib. Ay, Timon, and bave cause. 

Tim, The gods confound them all in thy con- 
quest; and thee after, when thou hast con- 
quer'd! 
Aleib. Why ipe, Timon P 
Tim. That, by killing of villains, thou wast 
bom to conquer my country.* 
Put up thy gold : Go on,— here 's gold,— go on; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er some bigh-vic'd city hang his poison 
In the sick air : Let not thy sword skip one : 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard. 
He's an usurer: Strike me the counterfeit 

matron; 
It is her habit only that is honest. 
Herself 's a bawd : Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those milk 

paps. 
That through the window-bars bore at men's 

eyes. 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ. 
But set them down horrible traitors : Spare not 

the babe. 
Whose dimpled smiles from foob exhaust their 

mercy; 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall 

cut, 
And mince it sans remorse:^ Swear against 

objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 

babes. 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy 

soldiers : 
Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent. 
Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone. 
Aleib. Qast thou gold yet P I '11 take the gold 

thou giv'st me, 
Not all thy ooimsel. 
Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's 

curse upon thee ! 
Phr. Sf Timan. Give us some gold, good 

Timon : Hast thou more P 
Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her 

trade, 

a ItisnotTervdetrwketherthep«sf«gebeginniog-'*Tht 
gods confound them,** and ending *' conquer my oonntry," 
to meant In the original to he printed as Terse or prose. 
SteeTtns has thus endeavoured to make it metrical : — 
** Tiwi. The gods confound them all i' thy conquest; ontf 
Thee after, when thou hast conquer'd : 
Alcfb. Why me, Timon t 

Tim. That 
By killing villains, fhou wast horn to conquer 
My countoy." 

b An allusion to the *Tale of (Edipus/ according to 
Johnmm. 



I 



878 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act IV.] 



TIMON OF ATHENS. 



[Scsvs 111. 



And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, jou 

sluts, 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable, — 
Although, I know, you'll swear, terribly swear, 
Into strong shudders and to heayenly agues. 
The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your 

oaths, 
I'll trust to your conditions : Be whores still ; 
And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you, 
Be strong in whore, allure him, bum him up ; 
Let your dose fire predominate his smoke. 
And be no turncoats : Yet may your pains, six 

months, 
. Be quite contrary : And thatch your poor thin 

roofs 
With burdens of the dead ; — some that were 

hang*d, 
Ko matter: — ^wear them, betray with them: 

whore still; 
Paint till a horse may mire upon your face : 
A pox of wrinkles ! 
Fkr. ^ Timan. Well, more gold;— What 

then P— 
Believ't, that we '11 do anything for gold. 

Tim, Ck)nsumptions sow 
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins. 
And mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's 

voice, 
That he may never more false title plead. 
Nor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the fiamen 
That scolds against the quality of flesh. 
And not believes himself : down with the nose, 
Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee. 
Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pate 

ruffians bald; 
And let the unscarr'd bra^arts of the war 
Derive some pain from you : Plague all ; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
The source of all erection. — ^There's more gold : — 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you. 
And ditches grave you all ! * 
Phr, ^ Timan. More counsel with more 

money, bounteous Timon. 
Tim, More whore, more misddef first ; I have 

given you earnest. 
Alcih, Strike up the drum towards Athens. 

Farewell, Timon ; 
If I thrive well, I '11 visit thee again. 
Tim. If I hope well, I'll never see thee more. 
Aldh. I never did thee harm. 
Tim, Yes, thou spok'st well of me. 



• So in *Chapinan*s Homec's Iliad : — 

'* The throftto of dogs shall gr«M9 

His manly limbs." 
874 



Alcib, Call'st thou that harm ? 

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee away. 
And fake thy beagles with thee. 

Alcib. We but offend him. — 

Strike. 

\Brum heaU. Exeunt Alcibiades, Phbtnia, 
and TncANDRA. 

Tim, That nature, being sick of man's un- 
kindness, 
Should yet be hungry ;— Common mother, thou, 

[Digging. 
Whose womb immeasurable, and infinite breas^ 
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle, 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff'd. 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd worm. 
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine; 
Yield him, who all the* human sons doth hate. 
From forUi thy plenteous bosom, one poor root! 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptions womb, 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward 

face 
Hath to the marble mansion all above 
Never presented ! — 0, a root, — ^Dear thanks ! 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn 

leas; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts. 
And morseb unctuous, greases his pure mind. 
That from it all consideration slips ! 

Enter Apbmantus. 

More man P Plague ! plague ! 

Apem. I was directed hither : Men report 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them. 
Tim. 'T is then, because thou dost not keep 

a dog 
Whom I would imitate: Consumption catch 

thee! 
Apem. This is in thee a nature but mfected; ^ 
A poor \uunanly melancholy, sprung 
Prom change of fortune. Why this spade P this 

place P 
This slave-like habit P and these looks of care P 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft ; 
Hug their diseas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
lliat ever Timon was. Shame not these woods. 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 



*■ The. This is sometimes printed %, after Pope. 

b Infected. So the original ; the word has been changed 
into i^eeUd, the modem signification of which is r t exactly 
the phraseology of Shakspere. Rowe made the change ; and 
he also with greater propriety altered "ftom ehange of fti- 
tare," to " from change of fortune." 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act IV.l 



TIMON OF ATHENS. 



ISCBVE III. 



Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 

By that which has undone thee: hinge thy 

knee. 
And let his very breath, whom thou 'It ob- 
serve. 
Blow off thy cap; praise his most vicious 

strain. 
And call it excellent : Thou wast told thus : 
Thou gav'st thine ears, like tapsters that bade 

welcome, 
To knaves and all approachers : *Tis most jnst 
That thou turn rascal; had'st thou wealth 

again, 
Bascals should have 't. Do not assume my like- 
ness. 
Tim. Were I like thee I'd throw away my- 
self. 
Jpem, Thou hast cast away thyself, being 
like thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool : What, think'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 
Will put thy shirt on warm P Will these moss'd * 



That have out-liv*d the eagle, page thy heels. 
And skip when thou point'st out P Will the cold 

brook. 
Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste. 
To cure thy o'er-nighf s surfeit P Call the crea- 
tures, — 
Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakfal heaven; whose bare unhoused 

trunks. 
To the conflicting elements expos'd. 
Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee ; 
! thou shalt find— 

Tim, A fool of thee : Depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now than e'er I did. 

Tim, I hate thee worse. 

Apm. Why P 

Tim. Thou flatter'st misery. 

Jp&m, I flatter not ; but say thou art a caiti£ 

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out P 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's ofl&ce, or a fool's ; 
Dost please thyself in 't P 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. What! almavetooP 

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit 
on 
To castigate thy pride, 't were well : but thou 
Doet it enforcedly; thou 'dst courtier be again, 



a MoM^i. This wu a ehsnffe bT Hanmer ftom mojfti of 
the originaL Mr. Djroe holdt that moui Is a printer*! 
error for wiottt. In ' Ai You Like It/ as he points out, we 
have the boughs of a tree " moss'd with age." 



Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 

Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before : 

The one is filling stiD, never complete ; 

The other, at high wish : Best state, contentless. 

Hath a distracted and most wretched being. 

Worse than the worst, content. 

Thou should'st desire to die, being miserable. 

Tim. Not by his breath that is more miserable. 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clasp'd ; but bred a dog. 
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath pro- 



The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 

To such as may the passive drugs* of it 

Freely command, thou would'st have plung'd 

thyself 
In general riot ; melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust ; and never leam'd 
The icy precepts of respect, but foUow'd 
The sugar*d game before thee. But myself. 
Who had the world as my confectionary ; 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts 

of men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment ; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows ; — ^I, to bear this. 
That never knew but better, is some burden : 
Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thoe hard in't. Why should'st thou 

natemenP 
They never flatter'd thee : What hast thou given P 
If thou will curse, thy father, that poor rag. 
Must be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditaiy. Hence ! be gone ! 
If thou hadst not been bom the worst of men. 
Thou hadst been a knave, and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet P 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was no prodigal 

Ttm. I, that I am one now ; 

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee, 
I 'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone. — 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would I eat it. [,^aiin^ a root. 

Apem. Here ; I will mend thy feast. 

\Pffering him sometkinff. 

Tim. First mend my company, take away 
thyself. 

Apem. So I shall mend mine own, by the lack 
of thine. 



* Drug*. Mason conjectures drudge*. 
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Act IV.l 



TIMON OF ATHENS. 



[8cB»« in 



Tim. 'Tis not well mwded so, it is bat botch'd ; 
If not, I woold it were. 

Apem. What would'st thou have to Athens P 

Tim, Thee thithei: in a whirlwind. K thou 
wilt. 
Tell them there I have gold; look, so I have. 

Apem, Here is no use for ^\L 

Tim. The best and truest : 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly'st o' nights, TimonP 

Tim. Under that 's above me. 

Where feed'st thou o' days, Apemantus P 

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat ; or, 
rather, where T eat it. 

Tim. 'Would poison were obedient, and knew 
my mind ! 

Apem. Where would'st thou send it ? 

Tim. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never 
knewest, but the extremity of both ends : When 
thou wast in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they 
mocked thee for too much curiosity ; * in thy 
rags thou knowest none, but art despised for the 
contrary. There 's a medlar for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate I feed not. 

Apem. Dost hate a medlar P 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, 
thou shouldst have loved thyself better ivow. 
What man didst thou ever Imow unthrift that 
was beloved after his means P 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talk'st 
of, didst thou ever know beloved P 

Apem. Myself. 

Tim, I understand thee ; thou hadst some 
means to keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canst thou 
nearest compare to tiby flatterers P 

Tim, Women nearest ; but men, men are the 
things themselves. What wouldst thou do with 
the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power P 

Apem, Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would'st thou have thyself fall in the 
confusion of men, and remain a beast with the 
beasts P 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods 
grant thee to attain to ! If thou wert the lion, 
the fox would beguile thee : if thou wert the 
lamb, the fox would eat thee : if thou wert the 
fox, the lion would suspect thee, when, perad- 
venture, thou wert accused by the ass : if thou 
wert the ass, thy dulness would torment thee ; 

A Curlority — nicenesi, delicacy. 
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and still thou livedst but as a lureakfast to the 
wolf: if thou wert the wolf, thy greediness 
would afflict thee, and oft thou shouldst hazard 
thy life for tl\y dinner : wert thou the umcom» 
pride and wrath would confound thee, and make 
thine own self the conquest of thy fury : w«it 
thou a bear, thou wouldst be killed by the horse; 
wert thou a horse, thou wouldst be seised by the 
leopard : wert thou a leopard, thou wert german 
to the lion, and the spots of thy kindred were 
jurors on thy life ; all thy safety were remotion; 
and thy defence, absence. VVhat beast eouldst 
thou be, that were not subject to a beast P and 
what a beast art thou already, that seest not thy 
loss in transformation P 

Apem. If thou oouldst please me with speak- 
ing to me, thou mightst have hit upon it here - 
1*he commonwealth of Athens is become a ibiesi 
of beasts. 

Tim. How ! has the ass broke the wall, that 
thou art out of the city P 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet and a painter: 
llie plague of company light upon thee ! I will 
fear to catch it, and give way : When I know 
not what else to do, I '11 see thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, 
thou shalt be welcome. I had rather be a b^ 
gar's dog^ than Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to spit 
upon. 

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to 
curse. 

Tim. AH villains that do stand by thee are 
pure. 

Apem. There is no leprosy but what thou 
speak'st. 

Tim, If I name thee. — 
I 'U beat thee, —but I should infect my hands. 

Apem. I would my tongue could rot them off! 

Tim, Away, thou issue of a mangy dog ! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive ; 
I swoon to see thee. 

Apem, 'Would thou wouldst burst ! 

Tim. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry I shall lose 
A stone by thee. [Throios a stone at Mm. 

Apem. Beast ! 

Tim. Slave ! 

Apem, Toad! 

Tim. Eogue, rogue, rogue ! 

[Apemantus retreats backward, as going. 

I am sick of this false world; and will love 

nought 
But even the mere necessities upon 't. 
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TIMON OF ATHENS. 



[SOPVB III 



Then, Timon, presently prepare th^ grave ; 
Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph, 
That death in me at others' lives may langh. 
thou sweet king-killer, and dear divoroe 

[Looking on ihe gold, 
'T wixt nataral son and sire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars ! 
Thou ever young; fresh, lov'd, and delicate 

wooer. 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou visible god. 
That solder'st dose impossibilities. 
And mak'st them kiss ! that speak'st with every 

tongue, 
To every purpose ! thou touch* of hearts|! 
Think, thy slave man rebels i and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire ! 

Apem, 'Would 't were so ;— 

But not till I am dead !— I 'U say, thou hast 

gold: 
'Hiou wilt be throng'd to shortly. 

Tim, Thronged to P 

Apem, Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I prithee, 

Apem. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Tim, Long live so, and so die ! — I am quit. 

[Exit Afemantus. 
More things like men ?— Eat, Timon, and abhor 
them. 

Enter Banditti. 

1 Ban. Where should he have this gold ? It 
is some poor fragment, some slender ort of his 
remainder: The mere want of gold, and the 
Ming from of his friends, drove him into this 
melancholy. 

3 Ban. It is noised he hath a mass of trea- 
sure. 

3 Ban. Let us make the assay upon him. If 
he care not for 't, he will supply us easily : If 
he covetously reserve it, how shall 's get it ? 

3 Ban, True ; for he bears it not about him, 
'tis hid. 

1 Ban, Is not this he ? 
Banditti, Where? 

2 Ban. 'T is his description. 

3 Ban, He ; I know him. 
Banditti, Save thee, Timon. 
Tim. Now, thieves ? 
Banditti. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim. Both too ; and women's sons. 



• 7oveA— touchstone. 



Banditti. We are not thieves, but men that 

much do want. 
Tim. Tour greatest want is you want much of 

meat. 
Why should you want P Behold, the earth hath 

roots; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before yon. Want? why 

want? 
I Ban, We cannot live on grass, on berries, 

water. 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 
Tim, Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, 

and fishes ; 
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you 

con. 
That you are thieves profess'd; that you work 

not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited* professions. Rascal thieves. 
Here -s gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the 

grape. 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth. 
And so 'scape hanging. Trust not the phy- 
sician ; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob. Take wealth and lives 

together; 
Do villainy, do, since you protest* to do 't. 
Like workmen. I '11 example you with thievery : 
The sun 's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Bobs the vast sea : the moon 's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun : 
The sea 's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief. 
That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement : each thing 's a thief. 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough 

power 
Have uncheck'd theft.' Love not yonrselves : 

away; 
Rob one another. There's more gold: Cut 

throats ; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens go ; 
Break open shops ; nothing can you steal. 
But thieves do lose it : Steal net less, for this 
I give you ; and gold confound you howsoever . 
Amen. [Timoh retires to his cavi. 



» Xlmi/Ml— legalised. 

b Protesi. The ordinary reading waa prof0$$. There 
appear* no neoeMity for the change, for either word may be 
used in the sense of, to declare openly. 

c That is, the laws, being poverfU, have their theft un- 
checked. 

877 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act IV.] 



TIMON OF ATHENa 



[Seen III. 



3 Ban. He has almost charmed me from my 
profession, by persuading me to it. 

1 Ban. 'T is in the malice of mankind, that he 
thus advises us; not to have us thrive in our 
mystery. 

2 Ban. I 'U believe him as an enemy, and give 
over my trade. 

1 Ban, Let us first see peace in Athens : 
There is no time so miserable but a man may 
be true. [Exeunt Banditti. 

Enter IhLYiTJs. 

Flap. you gods ! 
Is yon despis'd and ruinous man my lord P 
Full of decay and failing P monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestowed ! 
What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made ! 

What viler thing upon the earth, than Mends, 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends : 
How rarely does it meet with this time's 

guise. 
When man was wish'd to love his enemies : 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me, than those that 

do! 
He has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest grief unto him ; and, as my lord. 
Still serve him with my life.— My dearest 

master! 

TncoN comes forward from Ats cave. 

Tim. Away ! what art thou P 
Flav. Have you forgot me, sir ? 

Tim. Why dost ask that P I have forgot all 
men; 
Then, if thou grant'st thou 'rt a man, I have 
forgot thee. 
Flav. An honest poor servant of yours. 
Tim. Then I know thee not. 
I ne'er had honest man about me ; ay, all 
I kept were knaves to serve in meat to vil- 
lains* 
Flav. The gods are witness. 
Ne'er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you 
Tim. What, dost thou weepP — Come nearer: — 
then I love thee. 
Because thou art a woman, and disdaim'st 
Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give. 
But thorough lust and laughter. Pity 's sleeping : 

a Steerens, following Pope, ''regolatet " this pauage u 
followg:— 

'* Then 

r know thee not : I ne'er had honest man 
About me, I ; all that I kept were knavee* 
To lerve in meat to ▼inainfl." 
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Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 

weeping! 
Flav. I beg of you to know me, good my 

lord. 
To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth 

lasts. 
To entertain me as your steward stilL 

Tim, Had I a steward 
So true, so just, and now so comfortable P 
It almost turns my dangerous nature wild.* 
Let me behold thy foce. — Surely, this man 
Was bom of woman. — *> 
Forgive my general and exoeptless rashness. 
You perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — ^mistake me not,— but one; — 
No more, I pray, — and he 's a steward. — 
How fain would I have hated all mankind. 
And thou redeem'st thyself: But all, save 

thee, 
I fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now than wise ; 
For by oppressing and betraying me, 
Thou might'st have sooner got another service : 
For many so arrive at second masters. 
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure,) 
Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous. 
If not a usuring kindness ; and as rich men deal 

gifts. 
Expecting in return twenty for one P 
Flav. No, my most worthy master, in whose 

breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'd too late ; 
You should have fear'd false times, when you 

did feast : 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 
That which I show, heaven knows, b merely 

love. 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind. 
Care of your food and living : and, believe it> 
My most honour'd lord. 
For any benefit that points to me, 
Either in hope, or present, I 'd exchange 
For this one wish. That you had power and 

wealth 
To requite me, by making rich yourself. 
Tim. Look thee, 't is so !— Thou singly honest 

man. 
Here, take : — the gods out of my miseiy 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and 

happy : 
But thus condition'd: Thou shall build from 

men; 

a mid. Hanmer auggetted ml/i. 
^ The same art of '* regulation " hat been exercised upon 
thispasiage. (See Introductory Notice.) 
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TIMON OF ATHENS. 



[SCXKE III. 



Hate all, curse all : show charity to none : 
But let the famish'd flesh slide from the 

bone, 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'st to men ; let prisons swallow 

them. 
Debts wither them to nothing:^ Be men like 

blasted woods, 

* 8te«TeQ8 prinU the line thiia :— 
" Debts wither them. Be men like hlaited woods." 
There is some difference, we thiBk, between to wither, and 



And may diseases lick up their fiEilse bloods I 
And so, farewell, and thrive. 
Flav, 0, let me stay, and comfort you, my 

master. 
Tim, If thou hat'st curses 
Stay not ; fly, whilst thou art bless'd and free ; 
Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne*er see thee. 
[ExeutU severally. 

to wither to nothing j but Steevens says " I have omitted 
the redundant words, not only for the sake of metre, hut 
because they are worthless." 



^v..^ j.,^ 



[Temple of Theseus.] 
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ACT V. 



SCENE L-Se/ore TimonV Cbw. 

Enier Poet and Painter ; Timon behind, 
unseen. 

Fain. As T took note of the place, it cannot 
be far where he abides. 

Poet, What's to be thought of himP Does 
the rumour hold for true, that he 's so full of 
goldP 

Pain. Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phry- 
nia and Timandra had gold of him : he likewise 
enriched poor straggling soldiers with great 
quantity : 'T is said he gave unto his steward a 
mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but 
a try for his friends. 
880 



Pain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm 
in Athens again, and flourish with the highest 
Therefore, *t is not amiss we tender our loyes to 
him, in this supposed distress of his : it will 
show honestly in us ; and is very likely to load 
our purposes with what they travel for, if it be a 
just and true report that goes of his haviug. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto 
him? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation : 
only I will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet, I must serve him so too ; tell him of an 
intent that 's coming toward him.^ 

* It is difficult to say whether this scene, which in the 
original is printed as verse, ought to retain that fbnn. In all 
the modem editions it is given as prose. It is certainly im- 
possible to render some of the speeches metrical ; but yet 
lines occur in them which would appear to have as much 
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TIMON OF ATHENS. 



CSCSNB I. 



Pain, Good as the best. 
Promisiog is the very air o' the time ; 
It opens the eyes of expectation : 
Performance is ever the duller for his act ; 
And, but in the plainer and simpler kind o\ 

people, 
The deed of saying is quite out of use. 
To promise is most courtly and fashionable : 
Performance is a kind of will, or testament. 
Which argues a great sickness in his judgment 
That makes it. 

Tim. Excellent workman! Thou canst not 
paint a man so bad as is thyself. 

PoeL I am thinking 
What I shall say I have provided for him : 
It must be a personating of himself : 
A satire against the softness of prosperity ; 
With a discovery of the infinite flatteries 
That follow youth and opidency. 

Tim, Must thou needs stand for a villain in 
thine ovm workP Wilt thou whip thine own 
faults in other men ? Do so, I have gold for 
thee. 

Poei, Nay, let 's sedc him : 
Then do we sin against our own estate. 
When we may profit meet, and come too late. 

Pain, True ; 
When the day serves, before black-comer*d night. 
Find what thou want'st by free and offer'd light. 
Come. 

Tim, I'll meet you at the turn. What a 
god's gold. 
That he is worshipp*d in a baser temple. 
Than where swine feed ! 
'T is thou that ligg'st the bark, and plough'st 

the foam ; 
Settlest admired reverence in a slave : 
To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye 
Be crovmed with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
'Rt I meet them. [^Advancing, 

Poet, Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pain, Our late noble master. 

Tim. Have I once liv'd to see two honest 
men? 

Poei, Sir, 
Having oftai of your open bounty tasted. 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off", 
Whose thankless natures— abhorred spirits ! 



clftim to be considered metrical M many others in this play. 

For example,— 

" Poor straggling soldiers, with great quantity." 

" Therefore 't fs not amiss we tender our loves 

To him, in this supposed distress of his." 

We have no doubt that the speeches of the Poet and the 

Painter beginning *< Good as the best," are intended to be 

nwtiieal, however nigged they may appear. 



Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What ! to you ! 

Whose star-like noUeness gave life and influence 
To their whole being 1 I'm rapt, and cannot 

cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 
Tim. Let it go naked, men may see't the 
better: 
You, that are honest, by being what you are. 
Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain, ^ He, and myself, 

Have travell'd in the great shower of your gifts. 
And sweetly felt it. 
Tim, Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain, We are hither come to offer you our 

service. 
Tim, Most honest men! Why, how shall I 
requite you P 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water P no. 
Both, What we can do, we 'U do, to do you 

service. 
Tim, You are honest men : You have heard 
that I have gold; 
I am sure you have: speak truth: you're 
honest men. 
Pain, So it is said, my noble lord : but there- 
fore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 
Tim, Good honest men: Thou draw'st a 
counterfeit 
Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ; 
Thou counterfeit'st most lively. 
Pain, So, so, my lord. 

Tim, Even so, sir, as I say :— And, for thy 
fiction, iTo the Poet. 

Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and 

smooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. — 
But, for all this, my honest-natur'd friends, 
I must needs say you have a little fault : 
Marry, 't is not monstrous in you ; neither wish I 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honour. 

To make it known to us. 

Tim, You '11 take it ill 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord, 
^jw. Will you, indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 
Tim, There 's never a one of you but trusts a 
knave. 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both. Do we, my lord P 

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dis- 
semble, 
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TIMON OF ATHENS. 



rSCBVB II. 



Know his gross patchery, lore him, feed him. 
Keep in your bosom : yet remain assnr'd, 
That he 's a made-up villain. 
Fain, I know none such, my lord. 
FaeL Nor I. 

Tim, Look you, I love you well ; I '11 give 
you gold, 
Bid me these villains from your companies : 
Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a 

draught, 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 
1 '11 give you gold enough. 
Both, Name them, my lord, let's know them. 
Tim. Tou that way, and you this, — but two 
in company:—* 
Each man apart, all single and alone, 
Tet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
If where thou art, two villains shall not be, 

[To the Painter. 
Gome not near him. — ^If thou wouldst not reside 

[To the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 
Henoe ! pack ! there's gold, ye came for gold, 

ye slaves : 
You have work for me, there's payment : Hence !^ 
You are an alchymist, make gold of that : — 
Out, rascal dogs ! 

[Exit, beating and driving them out. 

SCENE IL— The same. 
Enter Pulvius and Two Senators. 
Flao, It is in vain thafc you would speak with 
Timon; 
For he is set so only to himself. 
That nothing but himself which looks like man. 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave : 
It is our part, and promise to the Athenians 
To speak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : 'T was time, and 
griefs, 

* Maion» In bis usual literal and prosaic manner, pro- 
posed to read, '* not two In company." The meaning Is am- 
plified in the subsequent lines— go apart, yon that way, and 
you this ; still there are two In company— yourself and the 
*' made-up villain." 

" Rid me these villains flrom your companies.** 
b The ordinary reading is "you have done work for me." 
Malone ^ay», " Por the insertion of «he word done, which it 
is manifest was omitted by the negligence of the compositor, 
1 am answtrable. Timon in this line addresses the Painter, 
whom he before called * excellent vwrkman ; ' in the next 
the Poet." It appears to us that this is a hasty correction. 
Timon has overheard both the Poet and the Painter declar- 
ing that they have nothing to present to him at that time 
but promises, and it is with bitter irony that he says "ex- 
cellent workman.** In the same sarcastic spirit he now says, 
" You have work for me— there 's payment." Por the work 
that they formerly did for iiim they were amply paid in the 
days of his first prosperity. 
382 



That fram'd him thus : time, with his fidrer hand. 

Offering the fortunes of his former days. 

The former man may make him : Bring us to 

him. 
And chance it as it may. 

Flav. Here is his cave. — 

Peace and content be here! Lord Timon! 

Timon! 
Look out, and speak to friends : The Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee : 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 



Enter TiKOV. 



-Speak, 



Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, bum !- 
and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a blister ! and each Dedse 
Be as a caut'rising to the root o' the tongue, 
Consuming it with speaking ! 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon,— 
Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of 

Timon. 

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, 

Timon. 
Tim. 1 thank them; and would send them 
back the plague, 
Gould I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 
What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators, with one consent of love. 
Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, whidi vacant lie 

Por thy best use and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confess. 
Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross : 
Which now the public body, — which doth seldom 
Play the recanter, — ^feeling in itself 

A lock of Timon's aid, hath sense withal 
Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon ; 
And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render. 
Together with a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
A.y, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth. 
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs. 
And write in thee the figures of their love. 
Ever to read them thine. 

Tim. You witch me in it ; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears : 
Lend me a fooPs heart, and a woman's eyes. 
And I '11 beweep these comforts, worthy senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return 
with us. 
And of our Athens (thine and ours,) to take 
The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks, 
AUow'd with absolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority ;— so soon we shdl drive back 
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[SOBMB III. 



Of Alciblades the approaches wild ; 
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root w^ 
His oonntry's peace. 

3 Sen, And shakes his threat'ning sword 

Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen. Therefore, Timon, — 

Tim, Well, sir, I will ; therefore, I will, sir : 
Thus,— 
If Aioibiades kill mj.cotmtxTinen, 
Let Aioibiades know this of Timon, 
That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair 

Athens, 
And take onr goodly aged men by the beards. 
Giving onr holy virgins to the stain 
Of contomelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war ; 
Then, let him know, — and tell him, Timon 

speaks it. 
In pity of onr aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choose but tell him, that I care not, 
And let him tak 't at worst ; for their knives care 

not. 
While you have throats to answer : for myself, 
There 's not a whittle in the unruly camp. 
But I do prize it at my love, before 
The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave 

you 
To the protection of the prosperous gods. 
As thieves to keepers, 

Flao, Stay not, all's in vain. ' 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph ; 
It will be seen to-morrow : my long sickness 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend. 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his. 
And last so long enough ! 

1 Sen. We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wrack. 
As common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen. That 's well spoke. 

Tim. Ck>mmend me to my loving country- 
men, — 

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they 
pass through them. 

3 Sen. And enter in our ears like great tri- 
umphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them ; 

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs. 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 
Their pangs of lore, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will some kindness 

do them : 
I 'U teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 



2 Sen. I hke this well, he will return again. 

Tim. 1 have a tree, which grows here in my 
close. 
That mine own use invites me to cut down, 
And shortly must I fell it i Tell my friends. 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste. 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe. 
And hang himself : — I pray you, do my greeting 

Flav, Trouble him no farther, thus you still 
shall find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again: but say to 
Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 
WTiom once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover ;* thither come. 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 
Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 
What is amiss, plague and infection mend ! 
Graves only be men's works ; and death their 

gam! 
Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his 
reign. [Exit Timon. 

1 Sen. His discontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let us return. 
And strain what other means is left unto us 

In our dear peril. 

1 Sen. It requires swift foot. [Exeunt. 

SCENE JM.—The Walls ^/^ Athens. 
Enter Two Senators, and a Messenger. 

1 Sen. Thou hast painfully discover'd; are his 

files 
As full as thy report P 

Meee. I have spoke the least ; 

Besides, his expedition promises 
Present approach. 

2 Sen. We stand much hazard, if they bring 

not Timon. 
Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient 

friend ; — 
Whom, though in general part we were oppos'd. 
Yet our old love made a particular force, 
And made us speak like friends : — this man was 

riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave. 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 



* Whom. The original reads who, Steevent corrected It 
to vhich ; Malone, to whom ; one maintaining that the turbu- 
lent surge was to cover the graTC, the other, the body in the 
grave. 
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His feUowsliip Tthe caase against your citj, 
In part for his sake moy'd. 

Enter Senators ^om Timon. 

1 Sen, Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothmg of him ex- 
pect. — 
The enemies' dram is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear ; our foes the snare. 

[EautmL 

SCENE Vf,—The Woods. Timon'* Gave, and 
a Tombstone seen. 

Enter a Soldier, seeking Timov. 

Sold, Bj all description this should be the 

place. 
VfhQ 's here ? speak, hoa !— No answer P— What 

bthis? 
Timon is dead, who hath outstretch^ his span; 
Some beast— Read thb. There does not live a 

man. 
Dead^ sure ; and this his grave. — ^What 's on this 

tomb 
1 cannot read ; the character 1 11 take with wax :* 
Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 
An ag'd interpreter, though young in days : 
Before proud Athens he 's set down by this. 
Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [^ExU. 

SCENE N,— Before ike walls of Athens. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades and 

Forces^ 

Aleib, Sound to this coward and lascivious 

town 

Our terrible approacL [J parley sounded. 

• There ii a good deal of ditBctilty about this scene. We 
will first give the doubtful part of it as it stands iu the 
original :— 

Enter a Soldier in the Woods^ seeking Tinoh. 
Sol. By all description this should be the place. 

Whose heeref Speake hoa. No answer? What is this? 

Tymon is dead, who hath out-stretcht his span, 

Some Beast reade this; There do's not live a man. 

Dead sure, and this his Grave, what's on this Tomb, 

I cannot read ; the Character 1 11 Uke with wax, 

Our Captaine hath in evety Figure skill; 

An ag'd Interpreter, though yong in dayes; 

Before proud Athens hee 's set downe by this, 

Whose Ml the marke of hit Ambition is. 
Mr. Staunton regards the two lines beginning " Timon is 
dead," as the only part of the inscription whidi the soldier 
could read. We apinrehend the passage differently. The 
soldier has found the place described to him as the Cave of 
Timon ; he calls to him in vain ; he ejaetilates — 

*< Timon is dead, who hath out-stretch'd his spaik; 
Some beast—" 
supposing that some bea^t had killed Timon ; but going to 
the tomb, he calls to his companion. " Read thls.*^ What 
follows, *' there does not live a man." is not part of the in- 
scription, but means there— in that case. The soldier says. 
*' I cannot read ;" and when Alcibiades reads the Inscription 
in wax which the soldier brought awav, there is nothing 
corresponding with Mr. Staunton's supposed epitaph. 
884 



Enter Senators on the walls. 
Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the 

time 
With all licentious measure, makmg your wills 
The scope of justice ; till now, myself, and such 
As slept within the sliadow of your power. 
Have wander'd with our traversed arms, and 

breath'd 
Our sufferance vainly. No^ the time is flush. 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong, 
Cries, of itself, 'No more:' now breathless 

wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 
And pursy insolence shall break his wind. 
With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble, and young, 
When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 
Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear. 
We sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm. 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city's love> 

By humble message, and by promis'd means; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen. These waUs of ours 
Were not erected by their hands from whom 
¥ou have receiv'd your griefs: nor are they 

such 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools 

should fall 
For private faults in them* 

2 Sen. Nor are they living 
Who were the motives that you first went out ; 
Shame that they wanted cunning, in excess. 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord. 
Into our city with thy banners spread : 

By decimation, and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food. 

Which nature loaths,) take thou the destin'd 

tenth; 
And by the hazard of the spotted die, 
Let die the spotted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended ; 
For those that were, it is not square to take. 
On those that are, revenge: crimes, like lauds, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman. 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin 
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth. 
But kill not altogether. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt. 
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Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile. 
Than hew to 't with thy sword. 

1 Sen, Set but thy foot 

Against our rampir'd gates, and they shall 

ope; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before. 
To say thou *lt enter friendly. 

2iSf«. Throw thy glove; 

Or any token of thine honour else. 
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress. 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal'd thy full desire. 

Meib. Then there 's my glove ; 

Descend, and open your uncharged ports ; 
Those enemies of Timon's, and mine own. 
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof. 
Fall, and no more : and, — to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning,— not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city's bounds. 
But shall be rendered^ to your public laws, 
At heaviest answer. 

Both, 'T is most nobly spoken. 

Alcib, Descend, and keep your words. 



• Rendtred. The original has remedied. We agree wilb 
Mr. Dyee that thU is a misprint. 



Itte Senators descend, and open the gates. 
Enter a Soldier. 
Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o' the sea : 
And on his grav«-stone this insculpture, which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft im» 

pression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib, [Reade.l Here lies a wretched corse, of wretched 

soul bereft : 
Seek not ray name : A plague consume you wicked caitifik 

left! 
Here lie I Timon ; who, alive, all living men did hate : 
Pass by, and curse thy fill ; but pass and stay not here thy 

gait. 

These will express in thee thy latter spirits : 
Though thou abhorr*dst in us our human griefs, 
Scom'dst our brain's flow, and those our drop- 
lets whioh 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory 
Hereafter more. — Briug me into your city. 
And I will use the olive with my sword : 
Make war breed peace ; make peace stint war ; 

make each 
Prescribe to other, as each other's leech. 
Let our drums stiikc. [Ejreufit, 
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ILLUSTRATION OF ACT V. 



* Sonrs II.—" I have a tree whick growe here in 
my dote," 

Wb hare referred, in onr Introductory Notice, to 
the 28th novel of < The Palace of Pleasure/ as an 
example of the popular notion of the character of 
Timon of Athens. The story of Timon*8 feast with 
Apemantus, as well as that of the fig-tree, is found 
also in Plutarch. (See niustrations of Act m.) 
We subjoin the 'Novel* from 'The Palace of 
Pleasure ' without abridgment : — 

" Of the strange and beastly nature of Timon of 
Athens, enemy to mankind, with his death, burial, 
and epitaph. 

"All the beasts of the world do apply themselves 
to other beasts of their kind, Timon of Athens only 
excepted : of whose strange nature Plutarch is 
astonied, in the life of Marcus Antonius. Plato 
and A.'istophanes do report his marvellous nature, 
because he was a man but by 8hape only, in quali- 
ties he was the capital enemy of mankind, which 
he confessed frankly utterly to abbor and hate. He 
dwelt alone in a little cabin in the fields not far 
from Athens, separated from all neighbours and 
lompany : he never went to the city, or to any other 
habitable place, except he was constrained : he 
could not abide any man's company and conversa- 
tion : he was never seen to go to any man*s house, 
nor yet would suffer them to come to him. At the 
same time there was in Athens another of like 
quality, called Apemantun, of the very same nature, 
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different from the natural kind of man, and lodged 
likewise in the middle of the fields. On a day they 
two being alone together at dinner, Apemantusaaid 
unto him, ' 0, Timon, what a pleasant feast is this I 
and what a merry company are we,b^g no more 
but thou and IT ' Nay, (quoth Timon,) it would 
be a merry banquet indeed, if there were none 
here but myself.' 

" Wherein he showed how like a beast (indeed) he 
was : for he could not abide any other man, being 
not able to suffer the company of him, which waa 
of like nature. And if by chance he happened to 
go to Athens, it was only to speak with Alcibiadea, 
who was then an excellent captain there, whereat 
many did marvel ; and therefore Apemantus de- 
manded of him, why he spake to no man, but to 
Alcibiades? 'I speak to him sometimes,* said 
Timon, ' because I know that by his occasion the 
Athenians shall receive great hurt and trouble.' 
Which words many times he told to Alcibiadea 
himself. He had a garden adjoining to his house 
in the fields, wherein was a fig-tree, whereupon 
many desperate men ordinarily did hang them- 
selves ; in place whereof he proposed to set up a 
house, and therefore was forced to cut it down, for 
which cause he went to Athens, and in the market- 
place, he called the people about him, saying 
that he had news to tell them : when the people 
understood that he was about to make a disoourse 
unto them, which was wont to speak to no man, 
they marvelled, and the citizens on every part of 
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the city nm io hear him ; to whom he said, that 
he proposed to cut down his fig-tree to build a house 
upon the place where it stood. ' Wherefore (quoth 
he) if there be any man among you all in this com- 
pany that is disposed to hang himself, let him 
oome betimes before it be cut down.' Haying thus 
bestowed his charity among the people, he returned 
to his lodging, where he lived a certain time after 
without alteration of nature; and because that 
nature changed not in his life-time, he would not 
suffer that death should alter or yary the same : 
for like as he lived a beastly and churlish life, even 
so he required to have lys funeral done after that 
manner. By his last will he ordained himself to 
be interred upon the seashore, that the waves and 



surges might beat and vex his dead carcase. Yea, 
and that if it were possible, his desire was to be 
buried in the depth of the sea ; causing an epitaph 
to be made, wherein were described the qualities 
of his brutish life. Plutarch also reporteth another 
to be made by Callimachus, much like to that which 
Timon made himself, whose own soundeth to this 
effect in English ^ 



* * My vretehed catife days, 
Expired now and past : 

My carren conwe interred lien, 
Ii fait in ground : 

In waltring waves of iwel- 
Ling tea, by surges east. 

My name if thou desire, 

• The gods thee do oonfimnd."* 
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%♦ The argument upon which our Introductory Notice is mainly built,— that the Timon of 
Athens is not wholly by Shakspere, — ^has led to such an analysis of the play as we 
ordinarily give in a Supplementary Notice ; and has therefore rendered such a Notice 
. here unnecessary. 
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State 07 thb Text, akd Chronology, ov King Lear. 

The first edition of King Lear was published in 1608 ; its title was as follows : ' Mr. William 
Shake-speai'e his True Chronicle History of the Life and Death of King Lear, and his three 
Daughters. With the unfortunate Life of Edgar, Sonne and Heire to the Earle of Glocester, and his 
sullen and assumed Humour of Tom of Bedlam. As it was plaid before the King's Kijesty at 
White-HaU, uppon S. Stephens Kight ; in Christmas Hollidaies. By his Majesties Servants playing 
usually at the Globe on the Banck-side. Printed for Nathaniel Butter, and are to be sold at his Shop 
in Paurs Church-yard at the Signe of the Pied Bull neere St. Austins Gate, 1608/ Two other 
editions were published by Butter in the same year ; and there are found slight variations in each 
(besides the omisdion of the place of sale in the title-page), which indicate that they were not printed 
from the same types used in the first edition, and that they were not identical reprints. They were 
each collated by Steevens and Malone, and subsequent editors have pointed out minute differences 
between them ; upon the whole, these dififerences have not been found of importance in determining 
the text ; we therefore, in referring to the original text, speak generally of the quarioi. It is remark- 
able that a play of which three editions were demanded in one year should not have been reprinted 
till it was collected in the folio of 1628. Other of the plays, which were originally pablishe^ in a 
separate form during the poet's life-time, were frequently reprinted before the folio collection. For 
example; of Kichard IL there were three editions published ^I years succeeding that in which it was 
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first printed; of Richard III.» four; of Romeo and Juliet^ three; of Henry lY., Part L, five; of 
Henry V ., two ; of The Merry Wives of Windsor, one ; of Hamlet, three. Whether Lear was piratical, 
or whether a limited publication was allowed, it is clear, we think, that by some interference the con- 
tinued publication was stopped. Davies, in his ** Dramatic Miscellanies,** has expressed an opinion, 
founded upon the circumstance that Shakspere's less perfect efforts were often republiahed and this 
not, that Lear was not popular. This argument is worthless ; for it must be remembered that other 
of Shakspere's most perfect efforts, such as Macbeth, were not published at all till they were collected 
in the folio. In the folio text of Lear, as compared with the text of the quarto, there are verbal cor- 
rections and additions and omissions; but in tbe quarto text of that plsy the metrical arrangement is 
one mass of confusion. Speech after speech, and scene after scene, which in the genuine copy of tbe 
folio are metrically correct^ are, in the quarto, either printed as prose, or the lines are so mixed 
together without any apparent knowledge in the editor of the metrical laws by which they were 
constructed, that it would have been almost impossible, from this text alone, to have reduced 
them to anything like the form in which they were written by the author. This oireumstanco 
appears to us conclusive that these quarto copies oould not have been printed finom the anthor^s manu- 
script ; and yet they might have been printed from a genuine playhouse copy. It ia to be remarked 
that, in all the quarto editions, which it would appear from various collateral drcumstances were 
not printed under the superintendence of the author, the metrical arrangement is, in the same 
way, more or less defective ; and we may judge from this, that in the stage copies the pauses of the 
blank verse were either disregarded as a guide for the actors, or that the printed copies were produced 
from a report made in some way or other by persons present at the representation, or by the repetition 
of the players themselves, who would not mark those pauses. It will be observed that there is a 
remarkable particularity in the title of the quartos of Lear : " As it was plaid before the King's 
Majesty at White-Hall, uppon S. Stephens Night; in Christmas Hollidaies." In the entiy at 
Stationenf Hall, Nov. 26, 1607, the same particularity occurs : '' As yt was played before the Kingfs 
Majestie at Whitehall, upon St Stephen's night at Christmas last" From the somewhat ostentatious 
precision with which Butter mentions this circumstance, may it not be coigectured that he obtained 
a oofyy, used upon that occasion, from some one of the players^perfect to a certain extent, but still 
not tlie author's copy f > 

These considerations may at first sight appear unimportant, but they are of some consequence in 
determining the value of a text The modem text of King Lear is essentially that of the folia 
There are passages, indeed, which the editors have restored from the quartos; and we admit the 
importance of preserving those passages, upon the principle that not a line which appears to have been 
written by flhakspere ought to be lost ; but, in other respects, the text of the folio is infinitely 
superior to tiist of the quartos, and the editors for the most part have abided by it. But they have 
sometimes made up a text out of both copies, and sometimes, arbitrarily as we think, preferred the 
text of the quartos to that of the folio. Our copy is literally that of the folio, except that where a 
passage occurs In the quartos which is not in the folio, we introduce such a passage, printing it, 
however, in brackets. It would have been wearisome, and, in a certain degree, useless, to have noticed 
all the differwces between the folio and the quartos; but we notice the very few instances in 
which we adopt the text of the quartos and not that of the folio; and the instances also in 
which, adopting the text of the folio, we differ from the editors who have preferred that of the 
quarto. 

Tbe text of the folio, in one material respect, differs considerably from that of the quartos, 
Lai^ passages which are found in the quartos are omitted in the folio: there are, indeed, some 
lines found in the folio which are not in the quartos, amounting to about fifty. These are scattered 
passages, not veiy remarkable when detached, but for the most part essential to the progress 
of the aotion or to the development of character. On the other hand, the lines found in the 
quartos which are not in the folio, amount to aa many as two hundred and twenty-five; and th^ 
comprise one entire scene, and one or two of the most striking connected passages in the drama. It 
would be easy to account for these omissions, by the assumption that in the foUo edition the original 
play was out down by the editors ; for Lear, without the omissions, is one amongst the longest of 
Shakspere's plays. But this theory would require us to assume, also, that the additions to the folio 
were made by the editors. ' These comprise several such minute touches as none but the hand of th^ 
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master could have superadded. One example will suffice. In the storm scene, when Lear and the 
Fool find the hovel, Lear says to him — 

' In, boy ; go finU— You houteless poverty,— 
Nfty, get thee in. I 'U pray, and then 1 11 sleep " 

Upon this passage Johnson has a note : — *' These two linos were added in the author's revision, and 
are only hi the folio. They are very judiciously intended to represent that humility, or tenderness, or 
neglect of forms, which affliction forces on the mind." But Johnson did not think so favourably of 
the omissions in the folio ; although he has expressed an opinion that they were the onussions of the 
author. Of some lines in Act m., Scene yl, he says, '' The omission of them in the folio is certainly 
faulty : yet I believe the folio is printed from Shakspere's last revision, carelessly and hastily 
performed, with more thought of shortening the scenes than of continuing the action." We cannot 
willingly yield to the belief that Shakspere ** carelessly and hastily " performed any part of his work : 
and, especially, that he yielded to this carelessness and haste in the revision of a tragedy which, taken 
altogether, *'may be judged to be the most perfect specimen of the dramatic art existing in th^ 
world." * Let us examine the matter, therefore, a little more in detaiL 

In the first and second acts the omissions are very slight. In the opening of the third act we lose 
a spirited description of Lear in the storm — " tears his white hair," ko. But mark,— it is description ; 
and the judgment of Shakspere in omitting it is unquestionable, for he subsequently shows Lear in 
acHon under precisely the same circumstances. In the sixth scene of the same act is omitted the 
imaginary trial of Regan and Qoneril, ** I will arraign them straight" Was this a passage that an 
author would have thrust out carelessly and hastily f It is impossible, as it would be presumptuous 
were it possible, unhesitatingly to assign a motive for this omission. The physical exertion that would 
be necessary for any actor (even for Burbage, who we know played Lear)f to carry through the whole 
of the third act might have been so extreme as to render it expedient to make this abridgment ; or, 
what is more probable, as Kent previous to this passage had said, ** All the power of his wits have 
given way to his impatience," the imaginary arraignment might have been rejected by the poet, as 
exhibiting too much method in the madness. The rhyming soliloquy of Edgar, with which this scene 
doses, might have been spared by the poet without much compunction. The second scene of the 
fourth act, in which Albany so bitterly reproaches €k>neril, is greatly abridged. In its amplified state 
it does not advance the progress of the action, nor contribute to the development of the characters. 
The whole of the third scene of that act is also omitted. It is one of the most beautifully written of 
tiie play ; and we should indeed regret had it not been preserved to us in the quartos. But let it be 
borne in mind that the greater part of the scene is purely descriptive ; and, exquisite as the description 
is, particularly in those parts which make us better understand the surpassing loveliness of Cordelia's 
character, we cannot avoid believing that the poet sternly resolved to let the effect of this wonderful 
drama entirely depend upon its action. Tieck puts the rejection of this scene upon another ground — 
that it introduced some complexity into the tragedy, and described events, such as the return of the 
French king, and the sojourn of Lear in Dover without seeing his daughter, which have no influence 
upon the future conduct of the poem. The subsequent omissions, to the end of the drama, are few 
and unimportant 

The period of the first production of Lear may be fixed with tolerable certainty. We do not mean 
to say that the precise year of its first performance can be ascertained, any more thAn the precise day. 
To Malone ** it seems extremely probable that its first appearance was in March or April, 1605." To 
Dr. Drake '* it appears more probitble that its production is to be attributed to the close of the year 
1604^" Here Malone and Drake are at issue upon a question of three months ; when the facts which 
we really know about the matter give us a range of three years. The first certain fact, which we 
collect from the registers of the Stationers' Company, is that Lear was played before King James, at 
Whitehall, upon St Stephen's night, in the year 1606 — ^that is, on the 26th of December. Here is the 
limit in one direction^ In the other direction we have the publication in 1608, of. Harsnet's 

• We ■ball have oocadon tabteqnently to advert to thii opinion of Lear fh>m a great poet— Shelley, 
f In an elegy on fiorbage, printed by Mr. Collier, are these lines :— 



' And his whole action he coold change with « 
From ancient Lear to jouthful Pericles.** 
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' Declaittdon of egregious Popish ImpestureSy' fiom whidi book ShakBpere undoubtedly derived some 
materials which he employed in the assumed madness of Edgar. It is pre^lbty clear, also, from two 
passages in the text of the quarto editions, that the author, or the actors of the tragedy, ** as it was 
played before the king's majesty," were careful to make two minute changes which would be agreeable 
to James. We have seen (IlluBtrations of Act ni.) that after the accession of James, when he was 
proclaimed king of CfrecU Britain, it was usual to merge the name of England in that of Britain, 
Bacon thus explains the completion of the old prophecy, "When hempe is sponne, England's 
donne." The ancient metrical saying, " Fy, fo, fum, I smell the blood of an English msLxi,** becomes 
in Lear, **l smell the blood of a British man;" and in the quarto editions (Act lY. Scene vi.) we 
have — 

** And give the letters, which thou flnd'et about me. 
To £dmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out 
Upon the British party." 

But the commentators have not noticed that in the folio edition of 1623 the latter passage is given, 
"Upon iheSnglish party." This slight difference proves one of two things— either that upon the 
publication of the folio the distinction between British and English, which was meant as a mark of 
compliment to James, had ceased to be regarded ; or that the passage, having been written before his 
accession, had not been changed in the copy from which the folio was printed, as it was changed in 
ihe copy of the play acted before the king in 1606. The allusions derived from Harsnet's book fix the 
date of the tragedy as near as we can desire it to be fixed. All that we can hope for in these matten^ 
LB an approximation to a date. It is sufficient for us to be confirmed, through such a fact> in the 
belief, derived from internal evidence, that Lear was produced at that period when the genius of 
Shakspare was '' at its very point of culmination." 



SurroaiD Sourob or thb Plot. 

' Thb stoiy of Laar belongs to the popular literature of Europe. It is a pretty episode in the 
fabulous chronicles of Britidn j and whdClter invented by the monkish historians, or transplanted into 
our annals from some foreign source, is not very material. In the ' Qesta Romanorum,' the same 
story is told of Theodosius, ** a wise emperor in the city of Rome." Douce has published this story 
from the manuscript in the Harleian Collection. It may be sufficient to give the beginning 
of this curious narrative, to show how clearly all the histories have been derived lh>m a common 
source : — 

** Theodosius regned, a wys emperour in the cite of Rome, and myghti he was of power ; the 
whiche emperour had thre doughters. So hit liked to this emperour to knowe which of his doughters 
lovid him best. And tho he seid to the eldest doughter, how moche lovist thou me ? fforsoth, quod 
she, more than I do myself, therefore, quod he, thou shalt be hily avaunsed, and maried her to a riche 
and myghti kyng. Tho he cam to the secund, and seid to her, doughter, how moche lovist thou me T 
As moche forsoth, she seid, as X do myself. So the emperour maried her to a dua And tho he seid 
to the thrid doughter, how moche lovist thou me ? fforsoth, quod she, as moche as ye beth worthi, 
and no more. Tho seid the emperour, doughter, sith thou lovist me no more, thou shalt not be 
maried so richely as thi susters beth. AncTtho he maried her to an erle." 

The French have a famous romance entitled * La tres elegante delicieuse melliflue et tres plaisante 
hystoire du tres victorieux & excellentissime Roy Perceforest Roy de la grant Bretaigne,' of the 
veritable contents of which an account will be found in the ' Censura Literaria,' vol. viii. These 
chronicles, according to Sir Egertou Brydges, " begin with the foundation of Troy, which they 
affirm to have been in the third age of the world, and that it was taken while Abdon was judge over 
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InaeL Tho travelB of Brutus^ and his wan in Great Britain and Aquitaine, follow, which took 
place while Saul reigned in Judea, and Aristeua in Lacedemon. His grandson, Rududribas, father 
of the oelelnnited Bladud, foonded the ancient city of Canterbury, which occurred during the time 
in which Haggai, Amos, and Joel, prophesied. These curious circumstances are succeeded by the 
Story of Lear (son to Bladud) and his three daughters, which was in the time of Isaiah and Hoeesy 
at which period also the city of Rome was founded.** The exact chronology of the romancers 
and chroniclers is well worthy attention. GeofiVey of Monmouth is quite as precise as Pieroeforeet : 
" At this time flourished the prophets Isaiah and Hosea, and Rome was built upon the deveiUh of 
the OdUndi of May, by the two brothers Romulus and Remus." With such unquestionable 
authority for the date of the story of Lear, well may Malone hare been shocked when Edgar says, 
" Nero was an angler in the lake of darkness ; " and we ought to be g^ve when Malone informs 
US, with the most perfect gravity, "Nero is introduced in the present play above eight hundred 
years before he was bom." Shakspere found the story in his favourite Holinshed ; and he probably 
did not trouble himself to refer to G^fiPrey of Monmouth, from whom Holinshed abridged it. We 
subjoin the legend ab told by Holinshed : — 

** Leir, the son of Baldud, was admitted ruler over the Britains in the year of the worid 8105. At 
what time Joas reigned as yet in Juda. This Leir was a prince of noble demeanour, governing his 
land and subjects in great wealth. He made the town of Cairleir, now called Leicester, which standeth 
upon the river of Dore. It Ib writ that he had by his wife three daughters, without other issue, whose 
names were, Qonorilla, R^an, and CordiUa, which daughters he greatly loved, but especially the 
youngest, Cordilla, far above the two elder. 

' '< When this Leir was come to great years, and began to wear unwieldy through age, he thought to 
understand the affections of liis daughters towards him, and prefer her whom he beet lov^ to the 
succession of the kingdom ; therefore, he first asked Qonorilla, the eldest, how well she loved him : 
the which, calling her gods to record, protested that she loved him more than her own life, which by 
right and reason should be most dear unto her; with which answer the father, being well pleased, 
turned to the second, and demanded of her how well she loved him? which answered (co nfirmin g her 
sayings with great oaths) that she loved him more than tongue can express, and far above all other 
creatures in the world. 

" Then called he his youngest daughter, Cordilla, before him, and asked of her what account she 
made of him : unto whom she made this answer as followeth : — Knowing the cp*eat love and fatherly 
zeal you have always borne towards me (for the which, that I may not answer you otherwise, than 
I think, and as my conscience leadeth me), I protest to you that I have always loved you, and shall 
continually while I live, love you as my natural fkther ; and if you would more understand of the 
love that I bear you, ascertain yourself, that so much as you have, so much you are worth, and so 
much I love you, and no more. 

" The father, being nothing content with this answer, married the two eldest daughters, the one 
unto the duke of Cornwall, named Henninus,and the other imto the duke of Albania, called Maglanus; 
and betwixt them, after his death, he willed and ordained his land should be divided, and the one-half 
thereof should be immediately assigned unto them in hand ; but for the third daughter, Cordilla, he 
reserved nothing. 

" Yet it fortuned that one of the princes of Qallia (which now is called France), whose name was 
Aganippus, hearing of the beauty, womanhood, and good conditions of the said Cordilla, desired to 
have her in marriage, and sent over to her father, requiring that he might have her to wife ; to whom 
answer was made, that he might have his daughter, but for any dowry he could have nonei, for all 
was promised and assured to her other sisters already. 

''Aganippus, notwithstanding this answer of denial to j^eceive anything by way of dower with 
Cordilla, took her to wife, only moved thereto (I say) for respect of her person and amiable virtues. 
This Aganippus was one of the twelve kings that ruled Gallia in those days, as in the British history 
it is recorded. But to proceed ; after that Leir was fallen into age, the two dukes that had married 
his two eldest daughters, thinking it long ere the government of the land did come to their hands, 
arose against him in armour, and reft from him the governance of the land, upon conditions to be 
continued for term of life : by the which he was put to Ms portion ,* that is, to live after a rate assigned 
to him for the maintenance of his estate, which in process of time was diminished, Sb well by 
Maglanus as by Henninos. 
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"But the greatest grief that Leir took waa to see the unkmdness of his datightem, who seemed to 
ihiok that all was too much which their father had, the same being neTer so little, in so much that^ 
going from the one to the other, he was brought to that misery that they would allow him only one 
servant to wait upon him. In the end, such was the unkindness, or, as I may say, the unnaturalnesi^ 
which he found in his two daughters, notwithstanding their fair and pleasant words uttered in time 
past, that, being constrained of necessity, he fled the land, and sailed into Gallia^ there to seek some 
•comfort of his youngest daughter, Oordilla, whom before he hated. 

" The lady Oordilla, hearing he was arrived in poor estate, she first sent to him privately a sum of 
money to apparel himself withall, and to retain a certain number of servants, that might attend upon 
him in honourable wise, as apperteyned to the estate which he had borne. And then, so accompanyed, 
she appointed him to come to the court, which he did, and was so joyfully, honourably, and loving^ 
received, both by his son-in-law Aganippus, and also by his daughter Oordilla, that Ida heart was greatly 
comforted : for he was no less honoured than if he had been king of the whole country himselt, 
Also, after that he had informed his son-in-law and his daughter in what sort he had been used by his 
other daughters, Aganippus caused a mighty army to be put in readiness, and likewise a great navy of 
ships to be rigged to pass over into Britain, with Leir his father-in-law, to see him again restored to 
his kingdom. 

"It was accorded that Oordilla should also go with him to take possession of the land, the 
which he promised to leave unto her, as his rightful inheritor after his decease, notwithstanding 
any former grants made unto her sisters, or unto their husbands, in any manner of wise ; hereupon, 
when this army and navy of ships were ready, Leir and his daughter Oordilla, with her husband, 
took the sea, and arriving in Britain, fought with their enemies, and discomfited them in bat^ 
in the which Maglanus and Henninus were slain, and then was Leir restored to his kingdom, which 
he ruled after this by the space of two years, and then died, forty years after he first began to 
reign. His body was buried at Leicester, in a vault under the channel of the river Dore, beneath 
the town." 

The subsequent fate of Oordelia is also narrated by Holinshed. She became queen after her fiither*8 
death ; but her nephews '' levied war against her, and destroyed a great part of the land, and finally 
took her prisoner, and laid her fast in ward, wherewith she took such grief, being a woman of a manly 
courage, and despairing to recover liberty, tiiere she slew hersell" Spenser, in the second book of 
' The Fairy Queen,' canto 10, has told the stoiy of Lear and his daughters, in six stanzas, in whioh he 
has been content to put in verse, with very slight change or embellishment, the narrative of the 
chroniclers. The concluding stansa will be a sufficient specimen : — 

" So to his oiown the him restoi'd agalo, 
In which he dy^d, made ripe for death hy eld« 
And after will'd it thoold to her renudn ; 
Who peaceably the same long time did weld. 
And all men's hearts in due Obedience held ; 
Till that her sister's children, wozen strong. 
Through proud ambition against her rebell'd, 
And o7ereomen, kept in prison long, 
Till weary of that wretched life, herself she hong." 

The story of Lear had unquestionably been dramatised before Shakspere produced his. tragedy. 
'The true Ohronicle History of King Leir and his three Daughters, Gonorill, Ragan, and OordeUa, at 
it hath been divers and simdry times lately acted,' was printed, probably for the first time, in 1605; 
but there can be no doubt that it belongs to a period some ten, fifteen, or perhaps twenty years earlier. 
In 1594 an entry was made at Stationers' Hall, of ' The moste famous Ohronicle Hystorie of Loire King 
of England, and his Three Daughters.' Theobald calls this old play "an execrable performanoe;* 
Percy, " a very poor and dull performance ; " and Oapell, " a silly old play." It is certainly all these^ 
when compared with the wonderful production of Shakspere; but we are by no means certain that it 
is not as good as half the pieces which occupied the stage, and not unsuccessfully, at the very time that 
Shakspere had produced some of his most glorious works. Theobald and Oapell have selected some of 
the worst passages from this curious drama. We subjoin a scene which will enable our readers to 
compare it with the first scene of Shakspere's Lear :— 



S96 



Digitized by 



Google 



KING LEAB. 



** LHr, Deare Gonorlll, kind R«gan, sweet Coidella, 
Ye florishing teanchei of a kloglj stocke, 
Sprang fkom a tree that onee did flourish greene, 
Whose blossomes now are nipt with winter's fhMt, 
And pale grym death doth wayt upon my steps, 
And summons me unto his next assises. 
Therefore, deare daughters, as ye tender the safety 
Of him that was the cause of your first being, 
Resolve a doubt which much molests my mind, 
Which of you three to me would prote most kind ; 
Which lores me most, and which at my request 
Wm soonest yeeld unto their fkther's hest. 

** GonoHtt. I hope, my gracious fother makes no doubt 
Of any of his daughters love to him : 
Yet for my part, to shew my leal to you, 
Which cannot be in windy words rehearst, 
I prize vof love to you at such a rate, 
I thinke my life Inferiour to my love. 
Should you injoine me for to tie a milstone 
About my neck, and leape into the sea. 
At your oommaund I willingly would doe it: 
Yea, for to doe yon good, I would ascend 
The highest turret in all Brittany, 
And fhmt the top leape headlong to the ground: 
Nay, more, should you appoint me for to marry 
The meanest vassaDe in the spacious world, 
Without reply I would accomplish it : 
In briefe, commaund whatever you desire, 
And if I feile, no favour I require. 

*' Leir. O, how thy words revive my dying sonle ! 

** Cordelia. O. how I doe abhorre this flattery I 

*' £dr. But what sayth Ragan to her fether's will? 

'* Ragan. O, that my simple utterance could suflice 
To tell the true intention of my heart, 
Which bumes in scale of duty to your grace. 
And nvver can be quench'd, but by desire 
To shew tlie same in outward forward nesse. 
Oh, that there were some other maid that durst 
But make a challenge of her love with me^ 
Ide make her scone oonfesse she pev«r loved 
Her fether halfe so well as I doe you. 
I then my deeds should prove in plainer ease, 
How muchmy leale aboundeth to your grace : 
But for them all, let this one meane suflice 
To ratify my love before your eyes : 
I have right noble suters to my love. 
No worse then kings, and happely I love one : 
Yet, would you have roe make my choice anew, 
Ide bridle flmcy, and be rulde by you. 

*' Leir. Did never Philomel sing so sweet a note. 

*' Cordelia. Did never flatterer tell so felse a tale. 

** Leir. Speak now, Cordelia, make my joys at fUlI, 
And drop downe nectar firom thy honey lips. 

'* Cordelia. I cannot paint my duty (brth in word% 



I hope my deeds shall make report for me : 

But iooke what love the child doth owe the (ktber, 

The same to you I beare, my gracious lord. 

** QonoriU. Here is an answere answerlesse indeed: 
Were you my daughter, I should scarcely brooke it. 

** Bagan. Dost thou not blush, proud peacock as 
thou art, 
To make our fether such a slight reply t 

" Leir. Why how now, minlon.are you growne so proud t 
Doth our deare love make you thus peremptory t 
What, is your love become so small to us. 
As that you scome to tell us what it is t 
Do you love us, as eveiy child doth love 
T heir fiather t True indeed, as some. 
Who by disobedience short their father's dayes. 
And so would you; some are so fkther-sick. 
That they make meanes to rid them trcm. the world ; 
And so would you; some are indiflerent, 
Whether their aged parents live or die ; 
And so are yon. But, didst thou know, proud glrle. 
What care I had to foster thee to this, 
Ah, then thou wouldst say as thy sisters do : 
Our life is lesse, then love we owe to you. 

" Cordelia. Deare fether, do not so mistake my words, 
Nor roy plaine meaning be misconstrued ; 
My toung was never usde to flattery. 

*' Gonorill. You were not best say I flatter : if you do. 
My deeds shall shew, I flatter not with you. 
I love my father better then thou canst. 

'* Cordelia. The praise were great, spoke firom 
another's month : 
But it should seeme your neighbours dwell &r off, 

*' Ragan. Nay, here is one, that will conflrme as much 
As she hath said, both for myselfe and her. 
I say, thou dost not wish my father's good. 

" Cordelia. Deare fether^— 

" Leir. Peace, bastard impe, no issue of king Leir, 
I will not heare thee speake one tittle more. 
Call not me father, if thou love thy life. 
Nor these thy sisters once presume to name : 
Looke for no helpe henceforth f^om me or mine; 
Shift as thou wilt, and trust unto thyselfe : 
My kingdome will I equally devide 
Twixt thy two sisters to their royal dowre. 
And will bestow them worthy their deserts : 
This done, because thou shalt not have the hope 
To have a child's part in the time to come, 
I presently will dispossesse myselfe, 
And set up these upon my princely throne. 

" Gonorill. I ever thought that pride would have a fall. 

*' Ragan. Plaine dealing sister: your beauty is so 
sheene, 
You need no dowry, to make you be a queene. 

{ExeuHi Lxin, OoMoaiLL, Ra«aii. 



Mr. Skottowe has, with greafc diligence and minuteness, attempted to trace Shakspere in what he is 
supposed to have horrowed from the old play, and also in the points of difference. Our readers will 
easily imagine, from the extract with which we have furnished them, that Shakspere had, at all events, 
to create the poetical diction of Lear, without any obligation to hia lumbering predecessor. . In the 
conduct of the plot he is equally original. It may be sufficient for us to state that of the madness uf 
Lear we have no trace in the old play ; and that, like the chronicle, it ends with the triumphaut resto- 
ration of Lenr to his kingdom. Knowing this, we think that our readers will agree with us that it 
would be, a waste of time to trace such resemblances as Mr. Skottowe has described in the following 
. passage : *' How noble U the burst of passion, agony, and remorse, that succeed the disappointment of 
Shakspeare's king ! — 

' Life and death I I am asham'd 
That thou haai power to ahake my manhood thus : 
That these hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make Ihee worth them.' • » t • 
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• • • • • Old fond eyei, 
Beweep thii CAOse again 1 11 pluck yoo out ; 
And cast yon, with the watm that you lose. 
To temper clay.' 



"And- 



' Tou thinlc. 111 weep; 
No, I'll not weep: 

I have fon cause for weeping ; hut this heart 
Shan break into a hundred thousand flaws, 
Or ere m weep.' 

^ To these passages the author of the old play derives some slight claim ; for his Ldr weeps after the 
vituperations of Gonorill, and Ragan observes — 

* Re eanmot speak for weeping.* " 

There is a ballad, printed in ' Percy's Beliqaes,' on the story of Lear. It is without a date, and Percy 
says, "Here is found the hint of Learns madness, which the old chronidee do not mention, as also the 
extravagant cmelty exercised on him by his daughters. In the death of Lear they likewise very exactly 
coincide. The misfortmie is, that there is nothing to assist us in ascertaining the date of the ballad 
but what little evidence arises from within." We print the passages to which Percy alludes :— 



» Her father, old king Leir, this whOe 

With his two daughters staid ; 
Forgetftil of thdr promis'd loves. 

Full soon the same decay'd ; 
And living in queen Regan's court, 

The eldest of the tw^n, 
She took from him his ehiefest means, 

And most of all his train. 

* For whereas twenty men were wont 

To wait with bended knee : 
She gave allowance but to ten. 

And after scarce to three : 
Nay, one she thought too much for him : 

So took she all away, 
In hope that in her court, good king, 

He would no longer stay. 

** Am I rewarded thus, quoth he, 

In giving all I have 
Unto my children, and to beg 

For what I lately gave? 
I II go unto my Oonorell ; 

My second child, I know. 
Will be more kind and pitiftal. 

And will relieve my woe. 

" Full fiut he hies then to her court; 
Where when she hears his moan, 
Return'd him answer, That she grlev'd 

That all his means were gone : 
But no way could relieve hit wants ; 

Yet if that he would stay 
Within her kitchen, he should have 
What scullions gave away. 

• ••••• 

** And calling to remembrance then 
His youngest daughter's words. 
That said; the duty of a child 
Was all that love affords : 



But doubting to repair to her, 

Whom he had baniah'd so, 
QrewfranHe mad; for in his mind 

He bore the wounds of woe. 

" Which made him rend his milk-white locks 

And tresses from his head, 
And all with blood bestain his cheeks, 

With age and honour spread ; 
To hUls and woods and wafry founts. 

He made his hourly moan, 
Till hills and woods and senseless things, 

Did seem to sigh and groan. 
• ••••• 

" And so to England came with speed. 

To re-possess king Leir, 
And drive his daughters firom their thrones 

By his Cordelia dear : 
Where she, true-hearted noble queen, 

Was in the battle slain : 
Yet he, good king, in his old days, 

Possess'd his crown again. 

" But when he heard Cordelia's death, 

Who dy'd indeed for love 
Of her dear father, in whose cause 

She did this battle move ; 
He swooning fell upon her breast. 

From whence he never parted : 
But on her bosom left his life. 

That was so truly hearted. 

" The lords and nobles when they saw 

The ends of these events, 
The other sisters unto death 

They doomed by consents ; 
And being dead their crowns they left 

Unto the next of kin : 
Thus have you seen the fall of pride. 

And disobedient sin." 



In Sidney's 'Arcadia' there is a chapter entitled 'The pitiful state and story of the Paphlagoniaa 
unkind king, and his kind son, first related by the son, then by the blind father.' This unquestionably 
furnished the dramatic foimdation of Gloster and Edgar. It may be sufficient for us to give the 
relation of the 'kind son : ' — 

"This old man, whom I lead, was lately rightful prince of Paphlagonia, by the hard-hearted 
ungratefulness of a son of his, deprived not only of his kingdom, but of his sight, the riches which 
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nature grants to tbe poorest oreatares ; whereby and by other his tmnatnral dealings, he hath been 
driren to such griefs, as even now he would have had me to have led him to the top of this rock, 
thence to oast himself headlong to death ; and so would have had me, who receiyed my life of him, 
to be the worker of his deetmction.** 



PiBIOD 07 TEM AOTION, AND MaNNSBS. 

Thb sagacious Mrs. Lenox informs us that " Shakspere has deviated widely fi-om HiOory in the 

eatastrophe of his {day;** whereat she is somewhat indignant, for "had Shakspere followed the 

Kidcritm he would not have violated the rules of poetical justice." The antiquarians are as sensitive 

as the moralists upon this point. Had Shakspere attended to the chronology of the days of king 

Bladud, and preserved a due regard to the manners of Britain, at the period when Romulus and 

Remus built Rome " upon the eleventh of the Calends of May," he would not have given us what 

Douce calls " a plentiful crop of blunders.** He would have made no allusions, according to Douce^s 

literal view of the matter, to Turks, or Bedlam beggars, or Childe Roland, or the theatrical moralities, 

or to Nero. We confess, however, that this inexactitude of the poet does not shock us quite so 

much as it does the professional detectors of anachronisms, — ^those who look upon such allusions 

as " blunders *' that may disturb the empire of accuracy and dulness, and consider poetry as properly 

a sort of ornamented Appendix to a Cydopoddla. We have no desire to regard the symbols by which 

ideas may be most readily communicated, as the exponents of the things themselves to which they 

refer. We are willing that a poet, describing events of a purely fabulous character, represented by 

the narrators of them as belonging to an age to which we cannot attach one precise notion of costume, 

(we use the word in its large sense,) should employ images that belong to a more recent period— 

and even to his own time. It is for the same reason that we do not object to see Lear painted 

with a diadem on his head, and his knights in armour. It is for this reason also^ that the gentleman 

to whom we are indebted for that part of our comment which relates to the dress of Shakspere^s 

characters, has nothing to say on the subject of Lear. We should not mu<^ quarrel with any 

theatrical coetume of the tragedy, excepting, perhaps, Garrick*s laced coat, and Quin's powdered 

periwig. We would leave these things to the imaginations of our readers, (whatever stage-managers 

may do with their audiences,) le«t we should fall into some such mistake as that oelebrated in the 

* Art of Sinking in Poetry :' — 

" A painted vett Prince Yoitigem had on. 
Which fhnn snaked Pict hit grandtire won." 




(* My good bHinf fkolchfon. 1 
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ACT I. 



SCENE I.— King Lear** Palace, 
Enter Kent, Glosteb, and Edmund. 

Kent, 1 thought the king had more affected 
the duke of Albany than Cornwall. 

Glo, It did always seem so to us : but now, 
in the division of the kingdom,* it appears not 
which of the dukes he values tp ^t ; for qualities^ 
are so weighed, that curiosity ° in neither can 
make choice of either's moiety .<^ 



* Johnson says, " There is something of obscurity, or in. 
accuracy, in this preparatory scene. The king has already 
divided his kingdom, and yet, when he enters, he examines 
his daughters to discover in what proportions he should 
divide it." Coleridge has shown that there is no inaccuracy ; 
but that the king, having determined upon the division of 
his kingdom, institutes the trial of professions in strict 
accordance with his complicated character. (See Supple- 
mentary Notice.) 

k Qualities. In the quartos equalUies. 

e C»rio«i7y,— exact scrutiny. 

d Moiety. In the same way Hotspur calls his thira share 
a moiety. In both these cases it is used for an assigned 
proportion. (See note on Henry IV., Part i., Act iii-. Sc. i.) 

Tragedies.— Vol. I. 2D 



Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Qlo, His breeding, sir, hath been at my 
charge : I have so often blush'd to acknowledge 
him, that now I am braz'd to 't. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : 
whereupon she grew round-wombed ; and had 
indeed, sir, a son for her cradle, ere she had a 
husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault P 

Kent, I cannot wish the fault undone, the 
issue of it being so proper. 

Glo, But I have a son, sir, by order of law, 
some year elder than this, who yet ie no dearer 
in my account : though this knave came some- 
what saucily to* the world before he was sent 
for, yet was. his mother fair; there was good 
sport at his making, and the whoreson must be 
acknowledged. — Do you know this noble gen- 
tleman, Edmund P 

*■ 7o~the quartos into. 
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Fdni. No, my lord. 

Glo. My lord of Kent : remember him here- 
after as my honourable friend. 

FJm. My services to your lordship. 

A'e/iL I must love you, and sue to know yon 
better. 

3h4. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Gio. He hath been out nine years, and away 
he shall again :— The king is coming. 

[^Trumpeis sound within. 

Enter Leak, Cornwall, Albany, (Joneril, 
Regan, Cordklia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of Prance and Bur- 
gundy, Qloster. 
Glo. I shall, my liege. 

[Exeunt Qloster and Edmtjnd. 
Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker 
purpose. 
Give me the map there. — Know, that we have 

divided. 
In three, our kingdom : and *t is our fast intent 
To shake all cares and businesi from our age ; 
Conferring them on younger itrcngths, while we 
Unburthen'd crawl toward death. — Our son of 

Cornwall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France 

and Burgundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love, 
Long in our court have made their amorous so- 
journ, 
And here are to be answer*d. — Tell me, my 

daughters, 
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 
Interest of territory, cares of state,) 
Which of you, shall we say, doth love us most ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where nature doth with merit challenge.* — 

Goneril, 
Our eldest bom, speak first. 

GoH. Sir, I love you more than word can 
wield tlie matter, 
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 
No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, 

honour : 
As much as child e*er lov'd, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and speech un- 
able; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 



» The quartos •• tchere merit doth matt challenge it." 
402 



Cor. "What shall Cordelia speak P* Love, and 

be silent. [Aside. 

Jj'ar. Of all these bounds, even from this line 

to this, 
V\\\\\ shadowy forests and with champains 

richd, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, 
AVe make thee lady : To thine and Albany's 

issues 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second 

daughter. 
Our dearest Regan, wife of Cornwall ? 
Ueg. I am made of that self metal as my 

sister. 
And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find she names my rery deed of love ; 
Only she comes too short, — that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 
Which the most precious square of sense pos- 

sesses; 
And find, I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness* love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [Aside. 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love *s 
More ponderous^ than my tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample tliird of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, validity," and pleasure. 
Than that conferr'd* on GoneriL — Now, our joy 
Although our last and least ; to whose young 

love* 
The vines of France and milk of Burgundy 
Strive to be interess*d ;' what can you say, to 

draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 
Cor. Nothing, my lord. 
Lear. Nothing? 



ft Speak. The qnartoi read "What shall Cordelia dot' 
This feebler reading destroys the force of the answer, ♦' Love, 
and he silent." 

b Ponderous. The quartos, richer. 

• ra/fdi/y— value, worth. 

d Conferr'd. • The quartos read confirmed. In the same 
way, in the beginning of the scene, when Lear, according to 
the folio, says, ** Conferring them on younger strengths," — 
the quarto reads confirming. 

e We give the text as it stands in the folio, by which we 
lose the words which have passed into a household phrase, 
'* Although the last not least." But in truth this text is 
not to be found in any original edition of Shalispere. The 
quartos read,— 

•' But now our joy. 
Although the last, not least in our dear love. 
What can you say to win a third, more opulent 
Than your sisters?" 
It will be seen that the poet has revised his text, re- 
arranging the lines, and introducing a new member of the 
sentence, " to whose young love," &c. Johnson says, •* Tlie 
true reading is picked out of two copies ; " but surely this 
mode of picking out is least likely to furnish us with the 
true reading. 

f Interess'd. This verb, IVom the French intrr^vsmr, is 
used also by Ben Jonson and Massinger. 
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Cor, Nothing. 

T^ar, Nothing will come of nothing : * speak 
again. 

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my month ; I loye your majesty 
According to my bond ; no more, nor less. 

Lear, How, how, Cordelia P mend your speech 
a little. 
Lest you^ may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord, 

You have begot me, bred me, loy*d me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit, 
Obey you, love yon, and most honour you. 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 
They love you, all P Haply, when I shall wed, 
That lord whose hand must take my plight shall 

carry 
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 
[To love my father all'] 

Lear, But goes thy heart with this ? * 

Cor. Ay, my good lord. 

I^ear. So young, and so untender P 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so : — Thy truth then be thy 
dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 
The mysteries of Hecate and the night ; 
By all the operation of the orbs, 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 
Here I dbclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity and property of blood. 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous 

Scythian, 
Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighboured, pitied, and relieved, 
As thou, my sometime daughter. 

Kent. GJood my liege, — 

Lear. Peace, Kent ! 
Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 
I lov*d her most, and thought to set my rest 
On lier kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my 
sight ! — [To Cordelia. 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 



• The quartos r<»ad " nothing can come of nothing." The 
ancient faying, ex nihih nihil Jjit, is repeated in the fourth 
■cene of thU act even more literally: "nothing can be made 
out of nothing." 

b rotf— the quartos, U. 

c The line In brackets Is not found in the folio. 

J The quartos read, " But goes this with thy heart?" and 
Malone attributes the change ih the folio to the editor of 
that edition, who. he says, did not understand this kind of 
) hraseology. We hare no doubt, speaking generally, that 
the minute changes of language in the fulio are of the 
ftuthor, not of the editor. 

2 D 2 



Her father's heart from her! — Call France;— 

Who stirs ? 
Call Burgundy.— Cornwall and Albany, 
With my two daughters* dowers digest the third : 
Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 
[ do invest yon jointly with my power. 
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 
ITiat troop with majesty. — Ourself, by monthly 

course. 
With reservation of an hundred knights. 
By you to be sustained, shall our abode 
Make with you by due turn. Only we shall 

retain 
The name, and all the additions to a king; 
The. sway. 

Revenue, execution of the rest. 
Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm. 
This coronet part between you. 

[Giving the crown. 
Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever hononr'd as my king, 
Lov'd as my father, as my master followed. 
As my great patron ihought on in my prayers, — 
Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from 

the shaft. 
Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork in- 
vade 
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly. 
When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, 

old man ? 
Think st thou that duty shall have dread to 

speak. 
When power to flattery bows ? To plainness 

honour's bound, 
When majesty falls * to folly. Reserve thy state; ^ 
And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judg- 
ment, 
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 
Nor are those empty -hearted, whose low sounds 
Reverb no hollowness. 
Lear.. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent, My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies; ne'er fear to 

lose it. 
Thy safety being motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Kent. See better, Lear; and let me still re- 
main 
The true blank of thine eye. 
Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 
Kent. Now, by Apollo, king. 

Thou swear'st thy gods in vain. 



* F(i//«— the quartos, stoop*. 

b Reterce thtt >tate—thi quartos, rererte Iky doom. 
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Lear, 0, vassal ! miscreant ! 

[^Laying his hand on his sword. 
Alb. Com. Dear sir, forbear. 
Kent. Kill thy physician, and thy fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 
Or, whilst I can vent clamoor from my throat, 
I '11 tell thee, thou dost evil 

Lear, Hear me, recreant ! 

On thine allegiance, hear me ! — 
That thou hast sought to make us break our vows, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain'd 

pride. 
To come betwixt our sentence and our power, 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,) 
Our potency made good, take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot thee for provision 
To sliield thee from disasters* of the world; 
And, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day follow- 
ing, 
Thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions. 
The moment is thy death : Away ! by Jupiter,** 
This shall not be revok'd. 
Kent. Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou 
wilt appear. 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here. — 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

[To Cordelia. 

That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said ! — 

And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 

[To Regan and Gonbril. 

That good effects may spring from words of 

love. — 
Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu : 
He *11 shape his old course in a country new. 

[Exit. 

Re-^nter Gu)STEn; wiM France, Btjrgttndy, 
and Attendants. 
Qlo. Here 's France and Burgundy, my noble 

lord. 
Lear, My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address toward you, who with this king 
Hath rivall'd for our daughter: What, in the 
least, 



& Ditoiten — ^the quartos, dUease*. 

^ Bp Jupiter. — Johnson says, *' Shakspere makes his 
Lear too much of a mythologist ; he had Hesate and Apollo 
before." Our poet was perfectly justified by the example of 
the chroniclers in making Lear Invoke the heathen deities. 
In Holinsh:;d, where he found the story of Lear, is also 
giren thin account of Baldud, or Bladud, Lear's father: 
'* This Baldud took such pleasure in artificial practices and 
magic, that he taught this art throughout his realm ; and 
to show his cunning In other points, upon a presumptuous 
pleasure which he had therein, he took upon him to fly in 
the air ; but he fell upon the temple of Apollo, which stood 
In the city of Troinovant. and there was torn In pieces, 
after he had ruled the Bdtoni by the space of twenty 
years." 
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Will you require in present dower with her. 
Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your higlmess offer'dy 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Bight noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 
But now her price is falPn : Sir, there site stands ; 
If aught within that little, seeming substance. 
Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd. 
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace. 
She 's there, and she is yours. 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear. Will you, with those infirmities she 
owes. 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our 

oath. 
Take her, or leave her P 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir, 

Election makes not up in such conditions.* 

Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the power 
that made me, 
I tell you all her wealth. — For you, great king, 

[To France. 
I would not from your love make such a stray. 
To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech 

you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ! 

That she, who even but now was your best 

object,** 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age. 
The best, the dearest, should in this trice of time 
Ck)mmit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence 
Must be of such unnatural degree. 
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall into taint : " which to believe of her. 
Must be a faith that reason without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, 

(If for I want that glib and oily art, 
To speak and purpose not; since what I wdl 
intend. 



* The quartos read " on such conditions ;" and H. 
proposes to read — 

" Election makes not, upon such condltionB.'' 

To make up is here to decide — to conclude; — the ekoieeot 
Burgundy refbs?s to come to a decision, in such circum- 
stances, or on such terms^ 

b BeBt is omitted In the folio, bat it found in the qtiaitoa. 

e M. Mason Interprets the passaire thus : — ^Her oflenee 
must be monstrous, or the former aff^tlon which you pro- 
fessed for her must fall into taint— become the subject of 
reproach. 
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I '11 do 't before I speak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulness. 
No unchaste action or dishonoured step. 
That hath deprived me of your grace and favonr : 
But even for want of that for which I am richer, 
A still-solicitmg eye, and such a tongne 
That I am glad I have not, though not to have it 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Had'st not been bom than not t'have pleas'd 
me better. 

France. Is it but this P a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history unspoke 
That it intends to do ? — My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady P Love 's not love, 
When it is mingled with regards* that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur, Boyal king,** 

Give but that portion whidi yourseJf propos'd, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand. 
Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear, Nothing : I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur, I am sorry, then, you have so lost a 
father 
lliat you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ! 

Since that respects of fortune* are his love, 
I shall not be his wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, 
being poor ; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis'd ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 
Be it lawful, I take up what 's cast away. 
Gods, gods ! *i is strange, that from their cold'st 

neglect 
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect. — 
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my 

chance. 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of wat'rish Burgundy 
Can buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me. — 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 
Thou losest here, a better where ^ to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be 
thine, for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again : — Therefore be gone. 



* Regards, the reading of the folia, means eonsideratioiu f 
Ae quartos read respects, which has the same meaning. 

t> Royal king in the folio ; the quartos Ropal Lear. 

Respect* of fortune— to the quartos; the folio, respect 
and fortunes. 

^ Here and where are used as nouns. We have a similar 
use of where in the Comedy of Errors, Act ii., Sc. x. : — 

" How If your husband start some other wherei" 

See note on that passage. 



Without our grace, our love, our benizon. 
Come, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exeunt LiAB, Burgundy, Cokn- 
WALL, Albany, Glosteb. and Attend- 
ants. 

France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with washed eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults asirhey are nam'd. Love* well our 

father : 
To your professed bosoms I commit him : 
But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

Reg. Prescribe not us our duties.* 

Gon. Let your study 

Btj, to content your lord ; who hath receiv*d you 

At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted. 

And well are worth the want that you have 

wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plighted** cun- 
ning hides ; 
Who covers faults at last with shame derides.^ 
Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

\_Exeunt France and Cordelia. 

Gon. Sister, it is not little I have to say, of 
what most nearly appertains to us both. I Uiiuk 
our father will hence to-night. 

Reg. That's most certain, and with you; 
next month with us. 

Oon. You see how full of changes his age is ; 
the observation we Iiave made of it hath not* 
been little: he always loved our sister most; 
and with what poor judgment he hath now cast 
her off appears too grossly. 

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hath 
ever but slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath 
been but rash : then must we look from his age 
to receive not alone the imperfections of long, 
engraffed condition, but, therewithal, the unruly 

* XoM— the quartos use. 

b In the quartos this speech is given to Gonerll, and the 
next to Regan. The folio has duty; the quartos, duties. 

Plighted— \}\^ quartos read plmted. In the variorum 
editions we have plaited. To plight^ and to plait, equally 
mean to fold. In Milton's ' History of England,' Boadicea 
wears *' a plighted garment of divers colours." In the ex- 
quisite passage in ' Comus '— 

" 1 took it for a fairy vision 
or some gay creatures of the element, 
That in the colours of the rainbow live, 
And play i' th* plighted clouds "— 
the epithet has the same meaning. 
4 This line is ordinarily printed^ 

« Who cover faults, at last shame them derid«'S." 
But we have no doubt that the reading of the folio is right, 
and that who refers to time. 

• Not been little. The not of the quartos is omitted in 
the folios. 
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waywardness that iniinn and choleric years 
bring with them. 

Rfff, Such unconstant stari^s are we like to 
have from him, as this of Kent's bauishment. 

Gon. There is further compliment of leave- 
takmg between France and him. Pray you, let 
us sit* together : if our father carry authority 
with such dispositions as he bears, this last sur- 
render of liis will but offend us. 

Heg. We shall further think of it. 

Gon. We must do something, and i' the heat. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE 11.^ A Hal! in Hie Earl of Gloster'i 
Ga»tle. 

Enter Edmund, with a letter* 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy 
law 
My services are bound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity** of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon- 
shines 
Lag of a brother P Why bastard ? Wherefore 

base? 
When my dimensions are as well compact. 
My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 
As honest madam's issue P Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base? 
Who, in the histy stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality. 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed. 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops. 
Got 'tween asleep and wake ? — Well, then. 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land : 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund, 
As to the legitimate : Fine word, — legitimate ! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate.*' I grow ; I prosper :— 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Enter Glostee. 

Glo. Kent banish'd thus! and France in 
choler parted ! 
And the king gone to-night ! prescrib'd** his 
power! 

* SU—ihe quarto. Mi, 

b Curiosity. — In the firel scene this word is used in the 
Mnse of exact scrutiny; in the passage before us the 
meaning approaches more nearly to ftutidioii»ne»s. 

c Top ths leffitimale.^ln the folio we find to' th' legiti- 
mate ; in the quarto, tooW legitimaie. Top was suggested 
by Edwards in the ' Canons of Criticism.' Toe is Yfanmer's 
reading. 

* Prescrib'd — the quarto reads subterib'd. 
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Confin'd to exhibition !* All this done 

Upon the gad ! Edmund ! Hovr now ; what 

news? 

Edm, So please your lordship, none. 

[Putting up tie letter. 

Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up 
that letter? 
' Edm. 1 know no news, my lord. 

Glo. What paper were you reading ? 

Edm, Nothing, my lord. 

Glo. No ? what needed then that terrible de- 
spat<}h of it into your pocket? the quality of 
nothing hath not such need to hide itself. Let 's 
see : Come, if it be nothing, I shall not need 
spectacles. 

Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a 
letter from my brother, that I have not all o'er- 
read : and for so much as I have perused, I find 
it not fit for your o'er-looking. 

Glo. Give me the letter, sir. 

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or give 
it. The contents, as in part I understand them, 
are to blame. 

Glo. Let 's see, let 's see. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's justification, 
he wrote this but as an essay ^ or taste of my 
virtue. 

Glo. [Reads.] 'This policy, and reverence of age, makes 
the world bitter to the best of our times ; keeps otir for- 
tunes from us, till our oldness cannot relish them. I begin 
to find an idle and fond bondage in the oppression of aged 
tyranny; who sways, not as it hath power, but as it is 
suffered. Come to me, that of this I may speak more. If 
our fsther would sleep till I waked him, you should enjoy 
half his revenue for ever, and lire the beloved of your 
brother, Edgar.' 

Humph — Conspiracy I 

'Sleep till I waked him,— you should enjoy half his 
revenue,'— 

My son Edgar ! Had he a hand to write this P 
a heart and brain to breed it in P When came 
you to this ? Who brought it P 

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord ; there's 
the cunning of it : I found it thrown in at the 
casement of my closet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your 
brother's ? 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I 
durst swear it were his ; but, in respect of that> 
I would fain think it were not. 



* £x*<Mf»oii— allowance. 

b Essay— tutay — say — signified such proof or examinatkni 
a.<i was made by the assayer of coin, or the taster at royal 
tables. In the latter sense we have the word in Chapman's 
• Homer' — 

•* Atridei with his knife took sai upon the part before." 
We have the word say in a subsequent scene (Act v.. So 
in.)— 

"And that thy tongue some say of breeding breathes." 
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Olo. It is his. 

Edm. It is bis hand, my lord ; but I hope his 
heart is not in the contents. 

Olo, Hath he neyer heretofore sounded you 
in this business ? 

Edm, Never, my lord : Bui I have heard him 
oft maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, 
and fathers declined,* the ifather should be as 
ward to the son, and the son manage his re- 
venue. 

Glo. villain, villain! — His very opinion in 
the letter! — Abhorred villain! Unnatural, de- 
tested, brutish villain! worse than brutish! — Go, 
sirrah, seek him ; 1 *11 apprehend him :— Abomi- 
nable villain ! — Where is he P 

Edm, I do not well know, my lord. If it 
shall please you to suspend your indignation 
against my brother, till you can derive from him 
better testimony of his intent, you should run a 
certain course ; where,** if you violently proceed 
against him, mistaking his purpose, it would 
make a great gap in your own honour, and shake 
in pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare 
pawn down my life for him, that he hath writ 
this to feel my affection to your honour, and to 
no other pretence ^ of danger. 

Glo, Think you so ? 

Edm, If your honour judge it meet, I will 
place you where you shall hear us confer of 
this, and by an auricular assurance have your 
satisfaction ; and that without any further delay 
than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

[Edm. Nor is not, sure. 

Glo, To his father, that so tenderly and en- 
tirely loves him. — Heaven and earth ! — ^] Ed- 
mund, seek him out ; wind me into him, I pray 
you ; frame the business after your own wisdom : 
I would unstate myself to be in a due resolu- 
tion.* 

Ednt. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey ' 
the business as I shall find means, and acquaint 
you withal. 

Glo, These late eclipses in the sun and moon 
portend no good to us : Though the wisdom of 



> Declined— ^he quartos, declining, 

* Where— m the Rente of whereaa. 
« Pretence — ^purpose. 

^ The passage between brackets is orolttod in the foUo. 

• There are several explanations of this passajte. Steevens 
represents Gloster to say, he would unotate himself to be 
safflciently resolved to punish Edgar— that Is, he would 
give up his rank and his fortune; Mason, he would give all 
ne possessed to be oertain of the truth ; Johnson, I would 
instate inyseir— it would in me be a departure from the 
paternal character — to be in a dne resolution— to be settled 
and composed on such an occasion. Tieck inclines to John- 
ion's explanation. 

f Contejf — manage. 



nature can reason it thus and thus, yet nature 
finds itself scourged by the sequent effects : love 
cools, friendship falls off, brothers divide: in 
cities, mutinies; in countries, discord ; in palaces, 
treason ; and the bond cracked *twixt son and 
father. This villain of mine comes under the 
prediction ; there's son against father: the king 
falls from bias of nature ; there 's father against 
child. We have seen the best of our time: 
Machinations, hoUowness, treachery, and all 
ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our 
graves ! — Find out this villain, Edmund ; it shall 
lose thee nothing; do it carefully :-— And the 
noble and true-hearted Kent banished! his 
offence, honesty ! — *T is strange ! [Exit, 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of tho 
world ! that, when we are sick in fortune, (often 
the surfeit of our own behaviour,) we make 
guilty of our disasters the sun, the moon, and 
stars : as if we were villains on necessity ; fools 
by heavenly compulsion; knaves, thieves, and 
treachers,* by spherical predominance; drunk- 
ards, liars, and aidulterers, by an enforced obe- 
dience of planetary influence ; and all that we 
are evil in, by a divine thrusting on : An admi- 
rable evasion of whore-master man, to lay his 
goatish disposition on the charge of a star ! My 
father compounded with my mother under the 
dragon's taQ ; and my nativity was under urm 
major : so that it follows, I am rough and lecher- 
ous. — I should have been that 1 am, had the 
maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled ou 
my bastardizing. 

Enter Edgak. 
Pat: He comes like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy : My cue is villainous melancholy, with a 
sigh like Tom o' Bedlam. — 0, these eclipses do 
portend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi.* 

.£53^. How now, brother Edmund? What 
serious contemplation are you in P 

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction 
I read this other day, what should follow these 
eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that ? 

Edm, I promise you, the effects he writes of 
succeed unhappily; [as of unnaturalness be- 
tween the child and the parent ; death, dearth, 
dissolutions of ancient amities ; divisions in 
state, menaces and maledictions against king 
and nobles ; needless diffidences, banishment of 
friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial breaches, 
and I know not what 

* Treachers. Treacher i» the French iricheur, u trickster 
— a cheat. The word is used by Chaucer, by Spenser, and 
the dramatic contemporaries of Shakspere. 
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Edg, How long have you been a sectary 
astronomical P 

Edm, CJome, come ;*] when saw you my father 
lastP 

Edg, The night gone by. 

Edm. Spake you with him P 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Edni. Parted you in good terms ? Found you 
no displeasure in him, by word, or countenance P 

Edg, None at all. 

Edm, Bethink yourself wherein you may hare 
offended him: and at my entreaty forbear his 
presence, till some little time hath qualified the 
heat of his displeasure; which at this instant 
so rageth in him, that with the mischief of your 
person it would scarcely allay. 

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm, That's my fear. I pray you have a 
continent forbearance, till the speed of his rage 
goes slower ; and, as I say, retire with me to 
my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you 
to hear my lord speak : Pray you, go ; there *s 
my key : — ^If you do stir abroad go armed. 

Edg, Armed, brother ? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best.** I 
am no honest man if there be any good meaning 
toward you : I have told you what I have seen 
and heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image 
and horror of it : Pray you, away. 

Edg, Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm. I do serve you in this business. — 

{Exit Edgar. 
A credulous father, and a brother noble. 
Whose nature is so far from doing harms 
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy ! — I see the business. — 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit : 
All with me 's meet that I can fashion fit. {Exit, 

SCENE III.— ^ Room in the Duke of Albany'* 
Palace. 

Enter GIoneril and Steward. 

Oon. Did my father strike my gentleman for 
chiding of his fool ? 

« The passages between brackets are omitted in the 
folio. 

b We print the passages beginning "that's my fear" 
according to the text of the folio. The dialogue in the 
quartos is much briefer— 
*' Eifg. Some villain hath done me vrrong. 

Ba$t. That's my fear, brother; I advise you to the best, 
go arm'd." 

The advice here is simply go arnid. In the text of the 
folio Edmund alto advises his brother to retire with him 
to his lodging. Some editors lake all they can And iu 
the rolio, and all in the quartos, and upon this principle 
keep the go arm*d of the quartos after brother^ I advue you 
to the hut, when, as the speech is altered in the folio, those 
words refer to other matters than go arm'd, 
408 



Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon. By day and night he wrongs me ;* every 
hour 
He flashes into one gross crime or other. 
That sets us all at odds : I '11 not endure it : 
H is knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle : — When he returns from hunting 
I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick : — 
If you come slack of former services 
You shall do well ; the fault of it 1 '11 answer. 

Stew. He 's coming, madam ; I hear him. 

[JIarnf witkin. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you 
please. 
You and your fellows; I'd have it come to 

question : 
If he distaste it,*» let him to my sister. 
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
[Not to be over-rul'd. Idle old man. 
That still would manage those authorities 
That he hath given away ! — Now, by my life. 
Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd 
With checks, as flatteries, — ^when they are seen 

abus'dT 
Remember what I have said. 

Stew. Well, madam. 

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks 
among you ; what grows of it no matter ; ad- 
vise your fellows so : [I would breed from hence 
occasions, and I shall, that I may speak :] — I '11 
write straight to my sister, to hold my course : — 
Prepare for dinner.* [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV.— ^ Hall in ike mme. 

Enter Eext, disguised. 

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow. 
That can my speech diffuse, my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I raz'd my likeness.— Now, banish'd 
Kent, 

A This was formerly pointed, 

" By day and night I he wrongs me.** 
We doubt, however, whether 6y t/ajr 9nd night was meant mm 
an adjuration. We have indeed in Hamlet— 

*' O day and night t but this is wondrous strange." 
But we think with Steevens that, in the passage before us, 
6y dag and night means always,— every wi^r-<«nstantly. 

b Distaste— the quartos dislike. 

c The passage In brackets is omitted in the folio. 

d This speech has been arranged metricidly by the modem 
editors ; but so regulated it reads very harshly. In the dis- 
tinction between prose and verse we hare invariably fbi* 
lowed the folio, which in this respect Is moat careAAny 
printed. The quartos, on the contrary, not only confDiuul 
the differences between prose and verse, bnt give us the 
verse in the most inexact and capricious manner, preeendng 
everv appearance of a reported text— a copy taken down aa 
the dialogue was spoken, — in which case it would be very 
difficult for a reporter to detect the beginnings and ends ot 
lines, and to mark what was intended to be metrical and 
what not. 
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If ihoa canst senre where thoa dost stand con- 
demned. 
So may it come thy master, whom thou lov'st,* 
Shall End thee full of lahours. 

HorM within, Eitter Leab, Knights, and 
Attendants. 

Lear, Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, 
get it ready. [iSriV m Attendant.] How now, 
what art thou ? 

Kent, A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess? What wouldst 
thou with us P 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; 
to serve him tmly that will put me in trost ; to 
love him that is honest; to converse with him 
that is wise and says little; to fear judgment; 
to fight when I cannot choose ; and to eat no 
fish. 

Lear, What art thou? 

Kent, A very honest-hearted fellow, and as 
poor as the king. 

Lear, If thou be'st as poor for a subject as 
he 's for a king; thou art poor enough. What 
wouldst thou ? 

Kent. Service. 

Lear, Who wouldst thou serve P 

Kent. You. 

Lear, Dost thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent, No, sir; but you have that in your 
countenance which I would fain call master. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent, Authority. 

Lear. What services can'st thou do ? 

Kent, I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, 
mar a curious tale in telling it, and deliver a 
plain message bluntly ; that which ordinary men 
are fit for I am qualified in : and the best of me 
18 diligence. 

Lear, How old art thou ? 

Kent, Not so young, sir, to love a woman for 
singing, nor so old to dote on her for anything : 
I have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear, Follow me ; thou shalt serve me ; if I 
like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part 
from thee yet. — ^Dinner, hoa, dinner. — Where *s 
my knave P my fool P Qo you, and call my fool 
hither. 

Enter Steward. 

You, you, sirrah, where 's my daughter P 
Sieio, So please you,— [Exit. 



» We follow the panctnation of the original, by which we 
understaod, so It may come that thy matter, ftc. 



Lear. What says the fellow there P Call the 
dotpoU back. — Where's my fool, hoa ? — I think 
the world's asleep. — How now? where *8 that 
mongrel ? 

Knight, He says, my lord, your daughter is 
not welL 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me 
when I called him ? 

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest 
manner, he would not. 

Lear, He would not ! 

Knight, My lord, I know not what the mat- 
ter is ; but, to my judgment, your highness is 
not entertained with that ceremonious affection 
as you were wont ; there 's a great abatement of 
kindness appears, as well in ^e general depend- 
ants, as in the duke himself also, and your 
daughter. 

Lear, Ha ! sa/st thou so P 

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, 
if I be mistaken : for my duty cannot be silent 
when I think your highness wronged. 

Lear. Thou but remember'st me of mine own 
conception : I have perceived a most faint ne* 
gleet of late ; which I have rather blamed as 
mine own jealous curiosity, than as a very pre- 
tence and purpose of unkindness : I will look 
farther into't. — ^But where *s my fool ? I have 
not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into 
France, sir, the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear, No more of that ; I have noted it well. 
— Go you, and tell my daughter I would speak 
with her. — Go you, caJl hither my fool. — 

Re-enter Steward. 

0, you sir, you, come you hither, sir : Who am 

1, sir? 

Stew, My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father! my lord's knave: 
you whoreson dog 1 you slave ! you cur ! 

Steio, 1 am none of these, my lord : I be- 
seech your pardon. 

Lear, Do you bandy looks with me, you 
rascal P [Striking him, 

Steio. I 'U not be strucken, my lord. 

Kent. Nor tripped neither; you base foot- 
ball player. [Tripping up his heels. 

Lear. 1 thank thee, fellow ; thou serv'st me, 
and I '11 love thee. 

Kent, Come, sir, arise, away ; I '11 teach you 
differences ; away, away : If you will measure 
your lubber's length again, tarry: but away: 
go to ; Have you wisdom ? so. 

[Pushes the Steward out. 
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Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : 
there 's earnest of thy service. 

[Gioing Kent mottey. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him, too; — Here's my 
coxcomb.' [Giving Kent bis cap. 

licar. How now, my pretty knave ? how dost 
thou ? 
Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my cox- 
comb. 
Kent. Why, fool? • 

Fool. Why ? For taking one's part that 's out 
of favour : Nay, an thou canst not smile as the 
wind sits, thou 'It catch cold shortly: There, 
take my coxcomb: Why, this fellow has ba- 
nish'd two of his daughters, and did the third a 
blessing against his wiU ; if thou follow him, 
thou must needs wear my coxcomb. — How now, 
nuncle P 'Would I had two coxcombs, and two 
daughters ! 

Jjear. Why, my boy ? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living,^ I'd keep 
my coxcombs myself : There 's mine ; beg ano- 
ther of thy daughters. 
Lear, Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 
Fool. Truth 's a dog must to kennel ; he must 
be whipp'd out, when the lady brach " may stand 
by the fire and stink. 
I/iar. A pestilent gall to me ! 
Fool. Sirrah, I '11 teach thee a speech. 
Lear. Do. 
Fool. Mark it, nuncle : — 

Have more than thou showest. 
Speak less than thou knowest, 
Lend less than thou owest,* 
Ride more tlian thou goest. 
Learn more than thou trowest. 
Set less than thou throwest ; 
Leave thy drink and thy whore. 
And keep in-a-door, 
^nd thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 
Kent. This is nothing, fool.* 



* H^y, fwlt So the quartoi. The iiiteration of the 
folio to "why. my boy?" night lead u» to infer that the 
speech waa intended for Xtfor; and tha^ however it might 
have been written originally, the poet In his amended copy 
would not permit Kent, in his character of serving-man, so 
soon to begin bandying questions with Lear's favourite. 

t> Z<ot»^— estate — means of living. 

« Lady 6racA— the quartos " lady o* the brach.'* The 
variorum editors read " Lady the brach." They have adopted 
thik reading because Hotspur says, — 

" I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl in Irish.** 
According to Blount, in his 'Ancient Tenures,' a female 
harrier is a brach. 

«> Ow«f<— ownest. 

• In the quartos this speech is given to Ltar; but it 
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Fool. Then 't is like the breath of an unfee'd 
lawyer ; you gave me nothing for *t : Can you 
make no use of nothing, nuncle P 

Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made 
out of nothing. 

Fool. Prithee tell him, so much the rent of 
his land comes to; he will not believe a foot 

\To Kekt. 

T^r. A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, 
between a bitter fool, and a sweet one ? 

Lear, No, lad ; teach me. 

Fool. [That lord that counsell'd thee to give 
away thy land. 
Come place him here by me, do tliou for him 

stand: 
The sweet and bitter fool will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here — the other found out 
there. 

Jsear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given 
away ; that thou wast born with. 

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No, 'faith, lords and great men will not 
let me ; if I had a monopoly out, they would 
have part on 't :' and ladies too, they will not 
let me have all fool to myself ; they '11 be snatch- 
ing.—*] Nuncle, give me an egg^ and I *11 give 
thee two crowns. 

Lear, What two crowns shall they be ? 

Fool, Why, after I have cut the egg i' the 
middle, and eat up the meat, the two crowns of 
the ^^. When thou clovest thy crown i' the 
middle, and gavest away both parts, thou boresi 
tJiine ass on thy back o'er the dirt : Thou had'st 
little wit in thy bald crown, when thou gav'st 
thy golden one away. If I speak like myself in 
this, let him be whipp'd that first finds it so. 



* Fools had ne'er less grace in a year ; 

For wise men are grown foppish ; 
And know not how their wits to wear. 

Their manners are so apish.* 



\Simg^f, 



Lear, When were you wont to be so full of 
songs, sirrah ? 

Vool, 1 have used it, nuncle, e'er since thou 
madest thy daughters thy mothers ; ^ for when 
thou gav'st them the rod, and putt'st down Uiine 
own breeches. 



' Then they for sudden joy did weep, 

And I for sorrow nung, 
That such a king should play bo-peep, 
And go the fool among.' 



\Si9$im$. 



appears to us that the folio with great propriety assigns It 
to Kent, in reply to the fool's address to him, "Sirrah, I 'U 
tearh thee a speech." 

* The passages in brackets are not in the fdio. 

t Thy mot fieri— the quartos, thy mother. 
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Prithee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster tliat can 
teach thy fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie. 

Lear, An you lie, sirrah, we'll have you 
whipped. 

Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy daugh- 
ters are : they *11 have me whipped for speaking 
true, thou*lt have me whipp'd for lying; and 
sometimes I am whipped for holding my peace. 
I had rather be any kind of thing than a fool : 
and yet I would not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast 
pared thy wit o' both sides, and left nothing in 
the midtfie : Here comes one o' the parings. 

Eater GoNERiL. 

Lmr, How now, daughter ? what makes that 
frontlet on? Methinks, you are too much of 
late i' the frown. 

Fooh Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou 
hadst no need to care for her frowning; now 
thou art an without a figure: I am better 
than thou art now. I am a fool, thou art no- 
thing. — Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue ; 
so your face \to Gk)N.] bids me, though you say 
nothing. Mum, mum, ' 

He that keeps nor crust nor crum, 
Weary of all, shall want some. — 
Tlmt *s a sheal'd peascod. {Fainting to Lkar. 
Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-lioens'd fool, 
But other of your insolent retmue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 
I had thonght, by making this well known unto 

you. 
To have found a safe redress; but now grow 

fearful. 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done. 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance ; which, if you should, the 

fault 
Would not *scape censure, nor the redresses 

sleep ; 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal. 
Might in their working do you that offence. 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 
Fool. For you know, nnncle. 
The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 
That it had its head bit off by its young. 
So, out went the candle, and we were left dark- 
ling- 



* Sir Joshua Reynolds, In a note u]>on this line, says that 
Shalcsperes fools were copies of originals, who " had a 
custom of Uking off the edge of too sharp a speech by 
covering it hastily with the end of an old song or any glib 
nonsense that came into the mind." He adds, *' I know no 
other way of accounting for the incoherent words with 



Lear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. I would you would make use of your 
good wisdom 
Whereof 1 know you are fraught ; and put away 
These dispositions, which of late transport you 
From what you rightly are.* 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart 
draws the horse ? — Whoop, Jug ! I love thee. 

Lear, Does any here know me P This is not 
Lear: 
Does Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? Where are 

his eyes ? 
Either his notion weakens, his disccmings 
Are lethargied. Ha ! waking ? 't is not so. 
Who is it that can tell me who 1 am ? — ^ 

Fool. Lear's shadow. — 

{Lear, I would learn that ; for by the marks 
of sovereignty, knowledge, and reason, I should 
be false persuaded I had daughters — 

Fool. Which they will make an obedient 
father.] 

Lear, Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon, This admiration, sir, is much o' the 
savour 
Of other your new pranks. 1 do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : 
As you are old and reverend, should be wise : 
Here do you keep a hundred knights and 

squires ; 
Men so disordered, so dcbosh'd and bold. 
That this our court, infected with their manners. 
Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel. 
Than a grac'd palace. The shame itself doth 
speak 



which Shakspeire often finishes this Fool's speeches." But 
the words before us are not incoherent words. The ex- 
pression "so out went the candle," &c., may have been 
proverbial to signiiy the desertion of a man l^ his merce- 
nary friends, when he is become a *' sheal'd peascod." But 
Shaksj)ere found the almost identical image applied to the 
story of Lear, as related by Spenser: (See Introductory 
Notice.) 

" But true it is, that, when theoifit tpent, 
The light goe$ oiU and wick is throw away ; 
So when he had resigned his regiment 
His daughter 'gan despise his drooping day.** 
a This speech is printed as prose in the quartos. In 
them it begins with **Comet #ir;*' which being rejected, it 
is rendered strictly metrical, as in the folio. 

b This speech is again printed as prose in the quartos. 
Several words have been rejected in the folio to render it 
metrical ; and a more important change is that after Lear's 
question— 

" Who is it that can tell me who I am?" 
The Fool answers — " Lear's shadow." This most emphatir 
passage is destroyed in the quartos, and in the modern 
editions, by Lear replying to his own question. The passage 
in brackets which follows is not found in the folio. We 
point Lear's speech in that passage according to Tyrwhitt's 
suggestion. Lear is continuing to speak, without reference 
to the Fool's interposition ; and the Fool in the same way 
continues the thread of his comment. — 

" Which they will make an obedient father" 
refers to shadow. 
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For instant remedy : Be then desired 

By her that else will take the thing she begS; 

A little to disquantity your train; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, 

To be such men as may besort your age, 

"Which know themselves and you. 

Lear, Darkness and devils ! — 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together. — 
Degenerate bastard ! I '11 not trouble thee ; 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon, You strike my people; and your dis- 
order'd rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

IBnter Albaitt. 

Lear, Woe, that too late repents, — [0, sir, 
are you comeP*] 
Is it your will P \To Alb.] Speak, sir. — ^Prepare 

my horses. 
Tngratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend. 
More hideous, when thou show'st thee in a 

child. 
Than the sea-monster ! 

Alb, Pray, sir, be patient. 

Lear, Detested kite ! thou liest : \To Gon. 
My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of duty know : 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. — most small fault, 
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show ! 
Which, like an engine, wrench'd my frame of 

nature 
Prom the fix'd place ; drew from my heart all 

love. 
And added to the gall. Lear, Lear, Lear ! 
Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, 

\Strxhing his head. 
And thy dear judgment out ! — Go, go my people. 

Alb. My lord, I am guiltleiSs, as I am ignorant 
Of what bath mov'd you. 

Lear, It may be so, my lord, — 
Hear, nature, hear ; dear goddess, bear ! 
Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend 
To make tins creature fruitful !^ 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 
Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 
And fh)m her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her ! If she must teem. 



R The words In brackets are not In the folio, 
b We print these four lines according to the metrical 
arrangement of the folia In the quartos they are given as 
prose. We cannot conceive of anything more dettractire 
to the terrific beauty of the passage than the "regulation" 
by which it is distorted into the following lines:— 
" It may be so, my lord.— Hear, nature, hear ; 
Dear goddess, hear ! Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou did st in tend to make this creature fruitful i" 
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Create her child of spleen ; that it may live, 
And be a thwart disnatur*d torment to her ! 
Let it staipp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cfident tears fret channels in her cheeks ; 
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits. 
To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel 
How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 
To have a thankless child. — ^Away, away ! 

[Exit, 

Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes 
thisP 

Oon, Never afflict yourself to know more 
of it;» 
But let his disposition have that scope 
As dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Leab. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap ! 

Within a fortnight P 
Alb, Wbat 's the matter, sir P 

Lear. I 'U tell thee ;— Life and death i I am 
asham'd 

That thou hast power to shake my manhood 
thus : [To G0NEBII4. 

That these hot tears, which break ^m me per- 
force, . 

Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and fogs 
upon thee ! 

The untented woundings of a father's curse 

Pierce every sense about thee ! — Old fond eyes, 

Beweep this cause again I '11 pluck ye out ; 

And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 

To temper clay. — Ha ! Let it be so : — 

I have another daughter,^ 

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable ; 

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 

She 'U flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find. 

That I'll resume the shape which thou dost 
think 

I have cast off for ever.** 

[Exeunl Leab, Kekt, and Attendants. 
Oon. Do you mark that P 
Alb, I cannot be so partial, Groneril, 

To the great love I bear you, — 

Gon. Pray you content. — ^What, Oswald, ho ! 

Yon^ sir, more knave than fool, after your mas- 
ter. [To the FooL 



a More of it— in the quartos, the catue. 

b We print this passage as in the folio. It is sometimes 
thus given — 

*• Ha ! is it come to this f 

Let it be so; yet have I left a daughter." 
The passage in the quartos stands thus— [" Tea, is It come 
to this? yet have I left a daughter."] Johnson states, " th« 
reading is here gleaned up, part iVom the first, part from the 
second edition "-^a mode of editing which appears to aa 
little better than childish. 

In the quartos, Thou $haU, I warrant thee, follows. 
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Fool, Nuncle Lear, nunde Lear, tarry ;• take 
tlie fool with thee. 

A fox when one has canght her, 
And such a daughter. 
Should sure to the slaughter. 
If my cap would buy a halter; 
So the fool follows aiter. [Ewit. 

Qon. This man hath had good counsel: — ^A 
hundred knights ! 
'Tis politic, and safe, to let him keep 
At point a hundred knights ! Yes, that on every 

dream, 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike. 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 
And hold our lives in mercy, — Oswald, I say ! — 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 
Oon. Safer than trust too far.* 
Let me still take away the harms I fear. 
Not fear still to be UJcen. I know his heart : 
What he hath utter'd I have writ my sbter ; 
If she sustain hun and his hundred knights. 

When I have show*d the unfitness How now, 

Oswald? 

Enter Steward. 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister P 
Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon, Taie you some company, and away to 
horse: 
Liform her full of my particular fear ; 
And thereto add such reasons of your own. 
As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 
And hasten your return. [Exit Stew.] No, 

no, my lord. 
This milky gentleness, and course of yours. 
Though I condemn not, yet, under pardon, 
You are much more attask'd for want of wis- 
dom. 
Than prais'd for harmful mildness. 
Alb. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot 
teU; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what 's well. 
Gon. Nay, then, — 
AH. Well, well; the event. [Exeunt. 

SCKNE Y.— Court be/ore the iatne. 

Enter Leab, KenT/ and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these 
letters: acquaint my daughter no further with 
anything you know, than comes from her de- 
mand out of the letter: If your diligence be 
not speedy, I shall be there afore you. 



» Too /or— Steevens r^ects these words, after hli taste- 
less ftubion of emendation. 



Kent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have 
delivered your letter. [Exit. 

Fool. If a man's brains were in his heels, 
were 't not in danger of kibes P 

Lear. Ay, boy. 

Foci, lien, I prithee, be merry; thy wit 
shall liot go slipshod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use 
thee kindly ; for though she 's as like this as a 
crab 's like an apple, yet I can tell what I can 
telL 

Lear. What can'st tell, boy P 

Fool. She will taste as like this as a crab 
does to a crab. Thou canst tell why one's nose 
stands i' the middle of one's face P 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Why, to keep one's eyes of either side 
one's nose; that what a man cannot smell out 
he may spy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong : — 

Fool. Can'st tell how an oyster makes his shell P 

Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a 
snail has a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why to put his head in ; not to give it 
away to his daughters, and leave his horns with- 
out a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature. — So kind a 
father ! — Be my horses ready ? 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about 'em. The 
reason why the seven stars are no more than 
seven is a pretty reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight P 

Fool. Yes, indeed: Thou wouldst make a 
good fool. 

Lear. To take it again perforce!— Monster 
ingratitude 1 

Fool. K thou wert my fool, nuncle, I 'd have 
thee beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that? 

Fool, Thou should'st not have been old till 
thou hadst been wise. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 
heaven ! 
Keep me in temper ; I would not be mad ! 

Enter Gentleman. 
How now ! are the horses ready P 

Gent. B,eady, my lord. 

Lear. CJome, boy. 

Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at 
my departure. 
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut 
shorter. [ExeMni. 
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A ScBNE II.— "0, tiiete eclipses do portend these 
divisions / fa, sol, la, mL** 

Dr. Bubnet, the historian of music, has a note 
upon thiB passage, which is certainly ingenious : — 
"The commentators not being musicians, have 
regarded this passage perhaps as unintelligible 
nonsense, and therefore left it as they found it, 
without bestowing asingle conjecture on its mean- 
ing and import Shakspeare, however, shows by 
the context that he was well acquainted with the 
property of these syllables io solmisation, which 
Imply a series of sounds so unnatural, that ancient 
musicians prohibited their use. The monkish 
writers on music say, mi contra fa est diaJbolus : the 
interval /a, mi, iucluding a tritonus, or sharp 4th, 
consisting of three tones without the intervention 
of a semi-tone, expressed in the modem scale by 
the letters F, Q, A, B, would form a musical phrase 
extremely disagreeable to the ear. Edmund, 
speaking of eclipses as portents and prodigies, 
compares the dislocation of events, the times being 
out ofjointt to the unnatural and ofiTensive sounds, 
fa, sol, la, mi." 



"Q" 



-^ 



IJOZ 



-<^- 



We cannot avoid expressing an opinion that Dr. 
Bumey has somewhat overstated this matter. It 
is not, we think, that Edmund compares the dislo- 
cation of events to the unnatural and offensive 
sounds, fa, sol, la mi, but that in his affectation -of 
humming the gamut as Edgar enters, he employs 
unnatural and offensive sounds. The poet, we 
readily believe, had a purpose in this ; but we do 
not quite see that the discordant arrangement of 
the gamut has any reference to the words which 
Edmund has just uttered in the vray of comparison. 
He pretends to be thinking aloud, f,nd the simulated 
thoughts which he expresses are connected "with 
ideas of what is unnatural and dissonant. In thov 
same way the musical notes which he utters are 
also unnatural and dissonant. They are a pre- 
tended accompaniment to his thoughts, but they 
are not an interpretation of them. 

* Scene IV.— " Here *» my coxcomb:' 

The Fool of Lear, with reference to the purjioses 
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cf the drama, has been thus described by Coleridge : 
— "The Fool is no comic buffoon to make the 
groundlings laugh, — no forced condescension of 
Shi^Lspere's genius to the taste of his audience. 
Accordingly, the poet prepares for his introduction, 
which he never does with any of his common clowns 
and fools, by bringing him into living connexion 
with the pathos of the play. He is as wonderful 
a creation as Caliban." But the prominent part 
which the Fool takes in the most passionate scenes 
of Lear — " his wild babblings and inspired idiocy " 
— were not in the slightest degree opposed to the 
knowledge of Shakspere*s audience. The domestic 
fools with which they were familiar, were, for the 
most part, like the fool which Sir Thomas More 
describes in his ' Utopia : ' '' He so studied with 
words and sayings, brought forth so out of time 
and place, to make sport and more laughter, that 
he himself was oftener laughed at than his jests 
were. Yet the foolish fellow brought out now and 
thep such indifferent and reasonable stuf^ that he 
made the proverb true which saith, * He that 
shooteth oft at the last shall hit the mark.' ** But 
it must not be imagined that such fools as those 
who were admitted to familiarity with the irascible 
Henry VIII., the hatighty Wolsey, and the philo- 
sophic and learned More, were vulgar and licentious 
jesters, or incapable of affection and dislike. They 
were grateful, no doubt, to those who ti*eated them 
with kindness, — they were bitter and revengeful, 
" all licensed " as they were, to those who repulsed 
' and teazed them. Antony Stafford, in his ' Quids 
of Honour,* says, he "had known a great and 
competently wise, man, who would much respect 
any man who was good to his fool." When Sir 
Thomas More resigned the Chancellorship, he gnve 
his fool, Pattison, to the Lord Mayor of London, 
" upon this condition, that he should every year 
wait upon him that should have that office." It 
is difficult to believe that poor Pattison, tmnsfen-ed 
year after year to a new master, was as happy with 
the Lord Mayor of London as with the heavenly- 
tempered Chancellor, who, speaking of fools in 
general, says, " It is a great reproach to do any of 
them hurt or injury." * Who knows but Pattison 
would have clung to his master in his misfortunes, 
like the Fool of Lear, — 



* who labouri> to outjest 



His heart-su-uck injuries." 

• ' Utopia,' Book i?., ch. vili. 
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Whon Wolaey was disgracecl, he cherished his 
fool, Patch, OS one of the few comforts that were 
left to him ; and at last sent him to his capricious 
master as the most yaluable present he could be- 
stow. We can easily imagine that, in the sepa- 
ration, Wolsey's fool "much pin'd away," as Lear's 
did ** since my young lady's going into France." 
Will Sommers, Henry VIIL's jester, on the other 
hand, according to tradition, hated Cardinal Wol- 
sey. He was the " sweet and bitter fool." There 
is a yery curious story in a tract entitled ' The 
Nest of Ninnies,' by Robert Armin (1608), which 
exhibits not only the licence of the domestic fools, 
but their indifference to the consequences of their 
freedoms. It was in a later period that Laud 
revenged himself upon Archee Armstrong. We 
copy the story from the 'Nest of Ninnies/ with* 
out abridgment : — 

" On a time appointed, the king (Henry the 
Eighth) dined at Windsor, in the chapel-yard, at 
Cardinal Wolsey's, at the time when he was build- 
ing that admirable work of his tomb ; at whose 
gate stood a number of poor people to be served 
of alms when dinner was done within : and as 
Will Sommers (the jester) passed by, they saluted 
him ; taking him for a worthy personage, which 
pleased him. In he comes : and, finding the king 
at dinner, and the cardinal by, attending; to 
disgrace him that he never loved — 'Harry (says 
he), lend me ten pound.' ' What to do f ' says the 
king. * To pay three or four of the cardinal s 
creditors (quoth he), .to whom my word is passed, 
and they are come now for the money.' 'That 
thou shalt. Will,* quoth he. ' Creditors of mine ! ' 
(says the cardinal) ' I'll give your grace my head, 
if any man can justly ask me a penny.' ' No ! 
(says Will ) lend me ten pounds : if I pay it not 
where thou owest it, I '11 give thee twenty for it.' 
' Do HO,' says the king. ' I'bat I will, my liege 
(fiAjs the cardinal), though I know I owe none.' — 



With that he lends Will ten pounds. Will goes 
to the gate, and distributes it to the poor, and 
brought the empty bag. ' There is thy bag again 
(says he), thy creditors are satisfied, and my word 
out of danger.' * Who received it (says the king), 
the brewer or the baker?' 'Neither, Harry (says 
Will Sommers); buty cardinal, answer me one 
thing:— to whom dost thou owe thy soul?' 'To 
God V quoth he. 'To whom, thy wealth?' 'To 
the poor,' says he. ' Take thy forfeit, Harry (says 
the fool);- open confession, open penance. His 
head is thine ; for to the poor at the gate I paid 
his debt, which he yields is due : or, if thy stony 
heart will not yield it so, save thy head by deny- 
ing thy word, and lend it me. Thou knowest I 
am poor, and have neither wealth nor wit ; and 
what thou lendest to the poor, God will pay thee 
tenfold. He is my surety, arrest him ; for, by my 
troth, hang me \cben I pay thee.' The king 
laughed at the jest, and so did the cardinal, for a 
show : but it grieved him to jest away ten pound 
so. Tet worse tricks than this Will Sommers 
served him after : for, indeed, he could never 
abide him ; and the forfeiture of his head had 
like to have been paid, had he not poisoned him- 
self." (^ 

The action of Lear's fool in offering the king 
.his coxcomb appears, if we may rely upon a story 
in Perrinchief 's ' Life and Death of King Charles 
L,' to have furnished an example to Archee Arm- 
strong : — " He told the king, (James the First,) 
he came to change caps with him. * Why * * said 
the king. 'Because (replied Archee) thou hast 
sent the prince into Spain, from whence he is 
never like to return.' ' But,' said the king, ' what 
wilt thou say if thou seest him come back again ?' 
' Marry,' says the jester, ' I will take oflf the fool's 
cap, which I set on thy head for sending him 
thither, and set it upon the king of Spain's for 
lotting him come home again.' * 



[Henry VIII. and Will Sommers.J 
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Wo Hliall bavo occaAion to reyert more generally 
to the subject of Shakspere's fools, particularly in 
connexion with their stage office, in some drama 
which will afford us more space, such as Twelfth 
Night, or, As Tou Like It In the mean time we 
copy from Douce that part of his description of 
their costume which relates to the coxcomb : " A 
hood resembling a monk's cowl, which, at a very 
early period, it iras certainly designed to imitate, 
covered the head entirely, and fell down over part 
of the bi<east and shoulderB. It was sometirn&s 



(K'oonited with ass's ears, or else terminated in the 
neck and head of a cock, a fashion ns old as the 
fuui'teenth century. It often had the comb or 
crest only of the animal, whence the term cocks- 
comb or coxcomb was afterwards used to denote 
any silly upstart. .... The hood wns not 
always surmounted with the cock's comb, in lieu 
of which a single bell, and occasionally more, 
appeared. Sometimes a feather was added to the 
comb." 



• ScEKB IV. — ** // / had a m(mopoly outf they would 
have part on'C* 

This satire upon "lords and great men" was a 
bold thing in the beginning of the Hoventeenth 
century. In the reign of Elizabeth almost every 
ai-ticle of necessity — iron, skins, leather, wool, 
yni-n, coal, beer, glass, paper, saltpetre, potash — 
was consigned by the prerogative of the crown to 
the monopoly of some patentee. Mr. Hackwell, 
u member of the House of Commons, expressed 
his surprise that bread was not of the number. 
By the 2l8t of James the First this most injurious 
pi'erogative of the crown was got rid of, and nil 



commissions and letters patent for the sole buying, 
selling, making, working, or using of anything are 
declaimed contrary to the laws of the realui. 
Patents for new inventions to be granted for a 
limited time were excepted-by this statute. It is 
curious that this passage of the text is not found 
in the folio edition of 1623, at which time the 
struggle for the abolition of monopolies, and the 
I'esistance on the part of the monopolists, wcrv 
no doubt carried to extremes that would have 
rendered such a direct allusion offensive to tb^ 
court, which had an interest in snpporliug tne 
corruption. 
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ACT II. 



8CENS 1.— J Court within the Castle of the 
Earl of Gloster. 

Enter Edmund and Cubait, meeting, 

F4m, Save tbee, Curan. 

Cur, And you, sir. I have oeen with your 
father ; and given him notice that the duke of 
Cornwall, and Began his duchess, will be here 
with liim this night. 

Edm. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay, I know not: You have heard of 
the news abroad ; I mean, the whispered ones, 
for they are yet but ear-kissing arguments P 

Edm, Not I. Tray you, what are they P 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars to- 
ward, 'twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Edm, Not a word. 

Cur. You may do then, in time. Fare you 
well, sir. [Exit. 

Edm, The duke be here to-night ! The better, 
best! 
This weaves itself perforce into my business ! 
My father hath set guard to \fikt my brother ; 

Tbaosdibs— Vol. I. 2 £ 



And I have one thing, of a queazy* question. 
Which I must act: — Briefness, and fortune, 

work ! — 
Brother, a word ; — descend :— Brother, I say ; 

Enter Edgab. 

My father watches :— O sir, fly this place ; 

Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

You have now the good advantage of the 
night : — 

Have you not spoken 'gainst the duke of Corn- 
wall? 

He's coming hither; now, i' the night, i' the 
haste, 

And Regan with him : Have you nothing said 

Upon his party 'gainst the duke of Albany P 

Advise yourself. 
Edg, I am sure on 't, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming,— Pardon 
me: — 

In cunning, I must draw my sword upon you :*- 

* Qufaxy— this is explained as delicate, nncertaiii. TUh- 
liih perbapk gives the meaning more clearly. 
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Draw : Seem to defend yourself : Now quit joq 
well. 

Yield: come before my father; — Liglit, hoa, 
here! — 

Fly, brother; — Torches! torches! — So, fare- 
well.— [Exit Edgar. 

Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[Wounds hit arm. 

Of my more fierce endeavour: I have seen 
drunkards 

Do more tlian this in sport.— Father ! father ! 

Stop, stop! No help? 

E/iier Glosteb aud Servants tcUh torches. 

Olo, Now, £dmund, where 's the villain ? 
Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp 
sword out. 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the 

moon 
To stand auspicious mistress : — 

Oh. J3ut where is he ? 

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed. 
Of 6, Where is the villain, Edmund F 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means 

he could — 
Oh. Pursue him, hoa!— Go after.— [£nV 

Senr.] — ^By no means, — what P 
Edm, Persuade me to the murther of your 
lordship ; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all the thunder* bend ; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
llie child was bound to the father: — Sir, in 

fine, 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion. 
With his prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, launch'd^ mine arm : 
And when he saw my best alamm'd spirits, 
Bold in the quarreFi right, rous'd to the en- 
counter. 
Or whether ghasted by the noise I made, 
Full suddenly he fled. 

Oh, Let him fly far ; 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught : 
And found — Despatch. — The noble duke my 

master. 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 

* The iknnifer—\xi the first quarto, tJuir tkundert. 
^ Launched — ^the folio has iaUh'd—W^e quartos launeht, 
meaning Uuufd, So Spenser— ' Fairy Queen,' Book i. 
C.A — 

*< For sfneo mj breast ivas launchi with lorely dart 
Of dear Sansfoy, i never Joyed hour." 
And Dryden— ' Virgil,' Geor. xix.— 

" Rerelpts abound \ bnt searching all thy store 
The best Is still at hand, to lamnck the sore." 
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That he which finds him shall deserve oni 

thanks. 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; 
He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight* to do it, with curst speech 
I threatened to discover him : He replied, 
' Thou unpossessing bastard ! dost thou think. 
If I would stand against thee, would the reposal 
Of any truyt, virtue, or worth, in thee 
Make thy words faith'd? No: what I should 

deny, 
(As this I would ; ay, though thou didst pro- 
duce 
My very character,*) I 'd turn it all 
To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice : 
Aivl thou must make a dullard of the world. 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs* 
To mat^e thee seek it.' 

Oh. strange^ ami fastened villain ! 

Would be deny his letter, said he? — [I never 

got him.*] [Trumpets wiikim. 

Hark, the duke's trumpets ! I know not wher'' 

he comes : 
All iK)rts I '11 bar ; the villain shall not 'scape ; 
The duke must grant me that : besides, his pie- 

ture 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May hate due note of him ; and of my land. 
Loyal and natural boy, I '11 work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Reqan, and Attendants. 

Com, How now, my noble friend? since I 

came hither, 
(Which I can call but now,) I have heard 

strange news.' 
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too 

short 
Which can pursue the ofiFender. How dost^ my 

lord? 
Oh. 0, madam, my old heart is crack'd ; it 's 

crack'd ! 
Reg. What, did my father's godson seek your 

life I 
He whom my father nam'd ? your Edgar? 
Oh. 0, lady, lady, shame would have it hid ! 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous 

knights 



» «yA#— settled— pitched. 

k CA4irac/«r— hand-writing. 

e Spun — so the quartos ; the folio. spMts. 

^ Strange— in the folio; the quartos, strong. 

• The words in brackets are omitted in the folio. 

f Wher' — wherefore. 

ff Strange newt—wt the quartos ; the folio, etrangmen 
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That tended upon my father? 
'Glo. I know not, madam: 'tis too bad, too 

bad.— 
Edm, Tes, madam, be was of that consort.* 
R^. Ko marvel then though he were ill 
affected ; 
'T is they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have th' expense and waste ^ of his re- 
venues. 
I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well inform'd of them; and with such 

cautions, 
That if they come to sojourn at my house 
I *11 not be there. 

Corn, Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your 

father 
A child-like office. 
Edm. It was my duty, sir. 

Olo. He did bewray" his practice; and re- 
ceived 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 
Com. Is he pursued P 

Gto. Ay, my good lord. 

Com, If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own pur- 
pose, 
How in my strength you please.— For you, 

Edmund, 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours ; 
Natures of sach deep trust we shall much 

need ; 
You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however ebe. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Com, You know not why we came to visit 

you,— 
Beg, Thus out of season; threading dark- 
ey'd night. 
Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize,- 
Wherein we must have use of your advice : — 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister. 
Of differences, which I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ; the several messen- 
gers 
From hence attend despatch. Our good old 

friend, 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 



• Of that eojMorJ— these words are not found in the 
quartos. 

b Bxpeme and wntU — In the rolio ; one of the quartos, 
wtuU and tpoil, which is adopted by some editors. Bxpente 
is expenditure, a step before watte. 

« Bewrag—rtYtal. 
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Your needful counsel to our businesses,* 
Which craves the instant use. 

Olo. I serve you, madam • 

Your graces are right welcome. [Exevni, 

SCENE W.'-Before Gioster'j OaHl^, 
EnUr Kent and Steward, wvetalfy. 

Sl(no. Qood dawning to thee, oiend: Art ot 
this house ? 

Kent. Ay. 

Stew. Where may we set our horses P 

Kent. V the mire. 

Siew. Prithee, if thou lov'st me, tell me. 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew. Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I 
would make thee care for me. 

Slew. Why dost thou us9 me thus P I know 
thee not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Slew. What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent, A knave ; a rascal ; an eater of broken 
meats ; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three- 
suited, hundred'pound, filthy worsted-stocking 
knave; a lily-liver'd, action-taking, whoreson, 
glasS'gazing, superserviceable, finical rogue; 
one-trunk-inheriting slave; one that wouldst 
be a bawd, in way of good service, and art 
nothing but the composition of a knave, beggar, 
coward, pander, and tbe son and heir of a mon- 
grel bitch : one whom I will beat into clamorous 
whining, if thou deny*st the least syllable of thy 
addition.** 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one that is neither known of thee, 
nor knows thee. 

Kent. What a brazen-ftioed varlet art thou, 
to deny thou knoVst me P Is it two days since 
I tripp'd up thy heels, and beat thee, before the 
kingP Draw, you rogue: for, though it be 
night, yet the moon shines ; I '11 make a sop o' 
the moonshine of you, you whoreson cullionly 
barber-monger. Draw. [Drawing hit sword. 

Slew. Away; I have nothing to do with 
thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come with let- 



* Btf«<itef«e«— the quartos, hMtin^t. 

b The description of an individual in a le^ral document is 
called his addiUon. We agree with Tieck that the attempts 
of the commentators to explain the additions which Kent 
bestows upon the Steward are very unsatisfactoiy. Some 
are obvious enough; others were probably intelligible to 
Shakspere's contemporaries ; but several, m all likelihood, 
belong to those figures of speech which we now call slang. 
It must be recollected that Kent has assumed the character 
of a serving man. 
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ters against the king, and take vanity the pup- 
pet's part, against the royalty of her father: 
Draw, you rogue, or I'll so carbonado your 
shanks : — draw, you rascal : come your ways. 

Slew. Help, hoai murther 1 help ! 

Kent, Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue ; stand, 
you neat slave ; strike. [Beating him. 

Stew. Help, hoa ! murther ! murther 1 

Enter Edmund, Cornwali^ Reoak, Glostbb, 
and Servants. 

Edm, How now ? what 's the matter ? Part. 

KeiU, With you, goodman boy, if you please ; 
come, I 'U flesh you ; come on, young master. 

Glo» Weapons ! arms ! what 's the matter 
here? 

Com. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
He dies that strikes again: What is the 
matter? 

Beg, The messengers from our sister and the 
king. 

Com. What is your difference ? speak. 

Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent, No marvel, you have so bestirr'd your 
valour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims 
in thee ; a tailor made thee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fellow: a tailor 
make a man ? 

Kent, A tailor, sir; a stone-cutter, or a 
painter, could not have made him so ill, though 
Uiey had been but two hours* at the trade. 

Com, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I 
have spar'd. 
At suit of his grey beard, — 

Kent. Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary 
letter ! — My lord, if you will give me leave, I 
will tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and 
daub the wall of a jakes vdth him.— Spare my 
grey beard, you wagtail ? 

Com. Peace, sirrah ! 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent, Yes, sir; but anger hath a privilege. 

Com, Why art thou angry ? 

Kent, That such a slave as this should wear a 
sword. 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as 

these. 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrinse^ t' unloose : smooth every 

passion 
That in the natures of their lords rebel ; 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 

• /ro«r«— to the quartos > the folio, ytart. 
k lntrin$9^c\out\y tied. 
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Renege,* affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks^ 
With every gale and vary of their masters. 
Knowing nought, like dogs, but following. — 
A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
I 'd diive ye cackling home to Camelot.^ 

Com. What, art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Glo, How fell you out ? 

Say that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy. 
Than I and such a knave. 

Com. Why dost thou call him knave ? What 
is his fault?'' 

Kent, His countenance likes me not. 

Com. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, 
or hers. 

Kent. Sir, 't is my occupation to be pUiin ; 
I have seen better faces in my time. 
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Com, This is some fellow, 

Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth 

affect 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb 
Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 
An honest mind and plain, — he must speak 

truth: 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he's plain. 
These kind of knaves I know, which in this 

plainness 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends. 
Than twenty silly ducking observants. 
That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent, Sir, in good faith, in sincere verity. 
Under the allowance of your great* aspect. 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus' front, — 

Corn, What mean'st by this ? 

Kent, To go out of my dialect, which you di^ 
commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flat- 
terer : he that beguiled you, in a plain accent, 
was a plain knave : which, for my part, I will 
not be, though I should win your displeasure to 
entreat me to it. 

Com. What was the offence you gave him ? 



• Renege—iQ the quartot ; the folio, rmretige. To rmtye 
11 to deny. 

b Halcffon 6«aA»— The halcyon is the kingfisher; and 

there was a popular opinion that the bird, if hung up, 

would indicate by the turning of iu beak the point fhwu 

which the wind blew. So in Marlowe's ' Jew of Malu'— 

*' But how DOW stands the windt 

Into what comer peers my kaUiion*M bittf 

c What i» hit fault r^ihe quartos, whnt't hU o/mcef 

d Greoi— the quartos, grand. The change was not made 
without reason. Although Kent meant to go oat of hia 
dialect, the word grand sounded ironically, and was calcu- 
lated to ofifend more than was needfUl. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act II.] 



KING LEAR 



[Sows II. 



Stew. I never gave him any * 
It pleas'd the king his master, very late, 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 
When he, compact,^ and flattering his displea- 
sure, 
Tripp'd me behind : being down, insulted, rail*d. 
And put upon him such a deal of man, 
That worthy'd him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdued ; 
And, m the fleshment of this dread exploit. 
Brew on me here again. 

Kent. None of these rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fooL 

Com. Fetch forth the stocks ! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverent brag- 
gart, 
"We 'U teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ; 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respects, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master. 
Stocking his messenger. 

Com. Fetch forth the stocks : 

As I have life and honour, there shall he sit till 
noon. 
Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all 

night, too. 
Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father's 
dog, 
You should not use me so. 
Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

[Stocks brought out. 
Com. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of: — Come, bring away the 
stocks. 
Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do 
so: 
[His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for 't : your purposed low cor- 
rection 
Is such as basest and contemned'st wretches. 
For pilferings and most common trespasses, 
Are punish'd with :^] the king must take it ill. 
That he, so slightly valued in his messenger. 
Should have him liius restrain'd. 

Com. ^ I *11 answer that. 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more 
worse. 



ft / never govt Mm tm y g o all the old coplei. 8om« 
•ditions read, ntver ang, 

b Compact— the quartos, eot^unet. Compact it here used 
in the aense of confederate. 

e The lines in brackets are omitted in the folio. It is 
clear that the omission was not accidental or capricious, for 
in that edition tlie subsequent passage is altered to— 

*' The king his master needs mutt Uke it ill." 



To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted, 
[For following her affairs. — ^Put in his legs. — ^•] 
[Kent is put in the stocks. 
Come, my lord ; away. 

[Exeunt all except Olosteb and Kbitt.* 
Glo. I am sorry for thee, friend; *tis the 
duke*8 pleasure. 
Whose disposition^ all the world well knows. 
Will not be rubb'd, nor stopp'd : I 'U entreat for 
thee. 
Kent. Fray, do not, sir : I have watch'd, and 
traveird hard ; 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest t 'U whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 
Give you good morrow ! 

Glo. The duke 's to blame in this ; 't will be 
ill taken. [Exit. 

Kent. Qood king, that must approve the com- 
mon saw ; 
Thou out of heaven's benediction oom'st 
To the warm sun!* 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe. 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Peruse this letter ! — Nothing almost sees mira- 
cles. 
But misery : — I know 't is from Cordelia ; 
Who hath most fortunately been informed 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 
Losses their remedies:** — All weary and o'er- 

watch'd, 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shamdal lodging. 

Fortune, good night; smile once more; turn 
thy wheel ! [He sleeps. 



* This line is also omitted in the folio, 
k We insert the stage direction, as Mr. Dyce suggests. 
The conunon $aw alluded to is fbund in Heywood's 
' dialogues and Proverbs ' : — 

" In your running /rom him to roe, 
Te run out of God's blessing into the trann sun." 
When Hamlet says, " I am too much i' the iun,** be refers 
to the same 'proverb, which occura in several books of 
Shakspere's time. (See note on Hamlet, Act i.. So. ii.) 

d In the original copies there are no stage directions; 
but in the modem editions which preceded Johnson's we 
find several of these forms of explanation, whkh have been 
rejected of late years. When Kent says— 

*' Approach thou beacon to this under globe," 

there was formerly inserted in the margin looking upiotkt 
moon. It is now pretty well agreed that the beacon is the 
sun ; and that Kent wishes for its rising that he may read 
the letter. But the early editors considered that upon 
Kent's invocation the moon appeared ; and when he says 
't is from Cordelia, they add a dn-ection— of»«fi<M^ the letter. 
Some of the remaining portions of his speech they consider 
as pans of the letter, and give a direction accordingly. We 
agree with Malone that, although Kent has a letter fW>m 
Cordelia, and knows that she has been informed of his 
" obscured Qourse," he is unable to read it in the dim 
dawning. Tieck says, "The poet desires here to remind 
us aaain of Cordelia, and to give a distant intimation that 



laaai 
holy 



who! y ne^t eventk are about to be introduced." 



421 



Digitized by 



Google 



Act 11.] 



KING LEAR. 



iSCBMM III.. IV. 



SCENE UL—Apart qf the Heath. 
Enter Edgar. 

Edg, I heard myself proclaimed ; 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Escap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place. 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance. 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may 'scape, 
I Mrill preserve mysdf : and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape. 
That ever penury, in contempt of man. 
Brought near to beast : my face I '11 grime with filth ; 
Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ; 
And with presented nakedness out-face 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices. 
Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms. 
Poor pelting* villages, sheep-cotes and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans,^ sometime with 

prayers. 
Enforce their charity.' — Poor Turlygod! poor 

Tom I 
That 's something yet ;-*Edgar I nothing am. 

[ExH. 

SCENE IN.— Before Gloster'* Cwtk, 
EfUer Leah, Eool, and Grentleman.^ 

Lear, 'Tis strange, that they should so de- 
part from home. 
And not send back my messenger. 

Oent. As I leamM, 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master ! 

Lear. Ha! 
Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool, Ha, ha; he wears cruel *^ garters ! Horses 
are tied by the beads; dogs and bears by the 
neck; monkeys by the loins; and men by the 
legs : when a mau is ovor-lusty at legs, then he 
wears wooden nether-stocks.*^ 

Lear, What's he that hath so much thy place 
mistook 
To set thee here ^ 

KetU. It is both he and she, 

Your son and daughter. 

• Pe/^M^— petty— of little worth. (See note on Ekhard 
II., Act II. Sc. I.) b Am«— curtet. 

o Cruel. This is a play upon the double meaning of the 
word; in one of its senses ft was*a loosely^woven, narrow 
woollen fabric often used for garters. The manufluture is 
not wholly obsolete, though but little used now. 

<i Nether «/o«ib«— stockings. 
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Lear. No. 

Kent, Yes. 

Lear, No, I say. 

Kent. I say, yea. 

[Lear, No, no; they would not, 

Kent, Yes, they have.*] 

Lear, By Jupiter, 1 .«»wear, no. 

Kent, By Juno, I swear, ay. 

Lear, They durst not do 't ; 
They oould not, would not do't; 'tis worse 

than murther, 
To do upon respect such violent outrage : 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou might'st deserve, or they impose, this 

usage> • 
Coming from us. 

Kent, My lord, when at their home 

I did oommelid your highness' letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the place that show'd 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting fortb 
From Goneril his mistress, salutations ; 
Deliver* d letters, spite of intermission. 
Which presently they read : on those contents 
They summon'd up their meiny,^ straight took 

horse; 
Commanded me to follow, and attend 
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks : 
And meeting here the other messenger. 
Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine, 
(Being the very fellow which of kte 
Dbplay'd so saucily against your highness,) 
Having more man than wit about me, drew ;^ 
He rab'd the house with loud and coward 

cries: 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame whi(^ here it suffers. 

Fool. Winter 's not gone yet, if the wild geese 
fly that way. 
Fathers that wear rags do make their children 

blind; 
But fathers that bear bags shall see their chil- 
dren kind. 
Fortune, that arrant whorC) ne'er turns the key 

to the poor.— • 
But, for all this> thou shalt have as many do- 
lours'* for thy daughters, as thou canst tell in a 
year. 



« The lines in brackets are omitted in the foljo. 

*> Ifeinf— retinue — attendants— hence ihe ac^eetiTe 
niHiial. In the old translation of the Bible we find "And 
Abraham saddled his ass, and took two of his meyny with 
him, and Isaac his son." In our present translation we 
have ^<mng men in the place of meyny. 

Z>r«v.— The personal pronoun / is understood before 
drew. 

d Dolours. There ia a quibble here between dolours anc 
dollar*. 
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hear, 0, how tLis mother swells up toward 

mj heart! 

Ifysteriea pastio !—Aomi, thou climhing sorrow, 

Thy element 's below '.—Where is this daughter P 

Kent With the earl, sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not; 

Stay here. [Exit. 

Oent. Made you no more offence but what 

you speak of ? 
Kent. None. 
How chance the king comes with so small a 
number P * 
Fool, An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for 
that question, thou hadst well deserved it. 
Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. We 'U set thee to school to an ant, to 
teach thee there 's no labouring in the winter. 
All that follow their noses are led by their eyes, 
but blind men ; and there 's not a nose among 
twenty but can smell him that 's stinking. Let 
go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down a 
hill, lest it break thy neck with following ; but 
the great one that goes upward,^ let him draw 
thee after. When a wise man gives thee better 
oounsel, gire me mine again: I would have 
none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 
That» sir, which serves and seeks for gain. 

And f(^ow8 but for form> 
Will pack, when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the storm. 
But I will t&rry ; the fool will stay. 

And let the wise man fly : 
The knave turns fool that runs away ; 
The fool no knave, perdy.* 
Kent. Where leam'd you this, fool ? 
Fool. Not i' the stocks, fool. 

Re-€nier Lbab, with 6ii0st£B. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me? They are 
sick P they are weary P 
They liave travell'd all the night ? Mere fetches j 
The images of revolt and flying off ! 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Olo. My dear lord. 

Yon know the fiery quality of the duke ; 
How unremoveable and fix*d he is 
In his own course. 

Lear. Vengeance! plasue! death! oonfosion! — 
Fiery P what quality ? why, Gloster, Gloster, 
] 'd speak wil h the duke of Cornwall and his wife. 

Gh. Well, my good lord, I have informed 
them so. 

» iYvMfter— the quartos, train. 

^ Upvard—Wit quartos, np the hill. 

* Capell would read-> 

** The fool turns knave that runs away, 
to The fool no knave, perdy." 



Lear. InformM them ! Dost thou understand 

me, man? 
Glo. Ay, my good lord. 
Lear. The king would speak with Ck)mwall ; 

the dear father 
Would with his danghter speak, commands, 

tends, service;* 
Are they inform'd of this? My breath and 

blood!— 
Fiery! the fiery duke!— Tell the hot duke, 

that— 
No, but not yet : — ^may be, he is not well : 
Infirmity doth still neglect all office. 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not our- 

Mives, 
When nature^ being oppressed, commands the 

mind 
To suffer with the body : I *11 forbear ; 
And am fallen out with, my more headier will. 
To take the indispos'd and sickly fit 
For the sound man.— Death on my state! 

wherefore [Looking on Kent. 

Should he sit here f This act persuades me. 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth : 
Qo, tell the duke and his wife, I 'd speak with 

them. 
Now, presently : bid them come forth and hear 

mC) 
Or at their chamber door I 'U beat the drum. 
Till it (Jry sleep to death.'* 

Glo. 1 'd have all well betwixt you. [Exit. 
Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart! — 

but, down. 
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to 
the eels/ when she put them i' the paste alive ; 
she knapp'd 'em o' the coxcombs with a stick, 
and ciyd, 'Down, wantons, down:' 'Twas her 
brother that, in pure kindness to his horse, 
butter'd his hay. 

Enter Cornwall, Kegan, Glostbk, and 

Servants. 
Lear. Good morrow to you both. 
Corn. Hail to your grace ! 

[Kent is set at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to see your highness, 
Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what 
reason 



A Commands, tende, eerviee. The quartos, command* her 
icrvice. 

>» Till U cry sleep to death. We point this passage as in 
the original copies It is Riven in modem editions '*tih 
it err— Sleep to death "—as if the drum said, sleep to death. 
Tieck suggested the true explanation— till the noise of the 
drum has been the death of sleep— has destroyed sleep — 



has forced them to awaken. 
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I have to think so ; if thou shotddsi not be glad, 
I wotdd divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulch'ring an adultress.— 0, are you free ? 

. [To Kent. 
Some other time for that. — Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister 's naught : Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture, here, — 
[^Points to his heart. 
1 can scarce speak to thee ; thou *lt not believe, 
With how deprav'd a quality— O Regan ! 

Heff, I pray yon, sir, take patience; I have 
hope 
You less know how to value her desert. 
Than she to scant her duty.* 

Lear. Say, how is that ? 

Eeff. I cannot think my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, sir, perchance. 
She have restrained the riots of your followers, 
'T is on such ground, and to such wliolesome end, 
A$ clears her from all blame. 

Lear, My curses on her ! 

Re^, O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be rui*d, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself ; Therefore, I pray jou, 
That to our sister you do make return : 
Say, you have wrong'd her. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness P 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house?'' 
' Dear daughter, I confess that I am old ; 
Age is unnecessary : on my knees I beg« [Kneeling.'' 
That you 'U vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.' 

Reg. Grood sir, no more ; these are unsightly 
tricks: 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Looked black upon me; strook me with her 

tongue. 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart : — 
All the stor*d vengeances of heaven fall 

* The conttniction here is involved, but the meaning is 
evident. You less know how to value her desert, than the 
knows to scant her duty. 

b The house. Theobald changed this fine expression to 
the use. Capell, who, in spite of his obscurities, often dis- 

{ilays a fund of good sense which has been too much neg- 
ected, says, " Tnis is one of the lines that mark Shakspere 
. . . .the houee is an expression worthy his genius : fathers 
are not the heads only of a house or a family, but its repre- 
sentatives; they arc the houee^ what affects ihem affects the 
rest of its body." Mr. Collier's corrected copy reads the 
wtouUt. instead of the house. 

e Tne stage-direction, kneeling, is In accordance with the 
stage-practice. But we have formerly omitted it, doubting 
whether Lear is addressing these words to Regan. If he 
were only rehearsing what he would say to Goneril if he 
should ask her forgiveness, the kneelina might sUIl De the 
appropriate action. Mr. Dyce considers the words of Regan's 
next speech. " these sue unsightly tricks," to refer to liar's 
attempt to *'suit the action to the word." 
424 



On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Com. Fye, sir, fye ! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your 
blinding flames 
Into her scornful eyes ! Infect her beauty. 
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 
To fall and bb'ster.* 

Reg. O the blest gods ! 

So will you wish on me, when the rash mood 'a 
on. 

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my 
curse; 
Thy tender-hefted** nature shall not give 
Thee o'er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but 

thine 
Do comfoit, and not bum : 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off- my train, 
To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,* 
And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou better know'st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood. 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endowed. 

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose. 

lTru0tpetii mihin, 

Lear. Who put my man i* the stocks P 

Corn. What trumpet 's that P 

Euier Steward. 
Reg. I know 't, my sister's : this approves her 
letter, 
That she would soon be here. — Is your lady 
come? 
Lear. This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd 
pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : — 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Com. W hat means your grace P 

Lear. Who stocked my servant P Regan, I 
have good hope 
Thou didst not know on 't. — Who comes here P 
0, heavens. 

Enter Goneril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience, if you yourselves^ are old, 

• Blister— TYit quartos read blast her pride. The Iblio 
blister, omitting her pride. All Lear's imprecations are on 
her personal qualiticR— her youth, her eyes, her beauty. 

b Teuder-h^ted^The quartos read tender-hested. Steevens 
says, hefted seems to mean the same as heaved. We doubt 
thid. Heft^haft—U that which U hmeedr-^eld: and thus, 
thy tender-h^ed nature may be thy nature which ravj be 
held by tenderness. 

e 5ize»— allowances. A sizar in a college is one to whom 
certain sizes or portions are allowed. 

d You jfourselces. The quartos omit fou, and most editors 
follow that omission. 
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Make it voor cause; send down, and take my 

part! — 
Art not asham*d to look upon this beard ? — 

[To QONERIL. 

0, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by the hand, sir? How have 
I offended ? 
All 's not offence that indiscretion finds, 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear. 0, sides, you are too tough ! 

Will you yet hold ? — How came my man i* the 
stocks? 

Corn. I set him there, sir : but his own dis- 
orders 
DeserF'd much less advancement. 

Zear. You ! did you ? 

Beff, I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 
If, till the expiration of your month, 
Tou will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me ; 
I am now firom home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismissed ? 
No, rather I abjure ail roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o' the air. 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity's sharp pinch ! — ^Return with her ? 
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless 

took 
Our youngest bom, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension 

beg 
To keep base life afoot : — ^Return with her ? 
Persuade me rather to be sUve and sumpter 
To this detested groom. 

[Looinn^ on the Steward. 

Gon, At your choice, sir. 

Lear, I prithee, daughter, do not make me 
' mad; 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We 'U no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my 

daughter ; 
Or, rather, a disease that 's in my flesh. 
Which I must needs call mine ; thou art a boH, 
A plague-sore, or embossed carbuncle, 
In my corrupted blood. Bat I 'U not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 
Mend, when thou canst; be better, at thy 

leisure : 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 
[, and my hundred knights. 

Beg. Not altogether so ; 



I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 

For your fit welcomes Give ear, sir, to my 

sister ; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion. 
Must be content to think you old, and so— 
But she knows what she does. 

Lear. Is this well spoken ? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, sir: What, fifty fol- 
lowers ? 
Is it not well P What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many? sith that both charge and 

danger 
Speak 'gainst so great a number P How, in one 

house. 
Should many people, under two commands. 
Hold amity P 'T is hard ; almost impossible. 
Gon. WTiy might not you, my lord, receive 
attendance 
From those that she calls servants, or from 
mineP 
Beg. Why not, my lord ? If then they chanc'd 
to slack you. 
We could control them : If you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a danger,) I entreat you 
To bring but five-and-twenty ; to no more 
Will I gi^e place, or notice. 
Lear. I gave you all — 

Beg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my deposi- 
taries; 
But kept a reservation to be followed 
With such a number: What, must I come to 

you 
With five-and-twenty, Regan P said you so ? 
Bag. And speak 't again, my lord; no more 

with me. 
Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look 
well-favour'd ! 
When others are more wicked, not being the 

worst 
Stands in some rank of praise : — I *11 go with 
thee; [2b Goneeil. 

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord ; 

What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or five. 
To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you? 
Beg. What need one P 

Lear. O, reason not the need: our basest 



Are in the poorest thing superfluoiis : 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beast's : thou art a lady ; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous. 
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Why, nature aoeds not what thou gorgeous 

wear'st, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — But, for 

true need, — 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I 

need! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both. 
If it be you that stir these daughters* hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble auger ! 
And let not women's weapons, water-drops, 
Stam my man's cheeks !— No, you unnatural 

Jiags, 
I will have such revenges on you both. 
That all the world shall — I will do such things — 
What they are yet I know not ; but they shall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think I '11 weep ; 
No, I *11 not weep : — 

1 have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws,* 
Or ere I *11 weep :— 0, fool, I shall go mad ! 

[Eveuni Lear, Qlosteb, Kent^ and Fool. 
Corn. Let us withdraw, 't will be a storm. 

[Slorm heard at a distance, 
Reg. This house is little ( the old man and his 

people 
Cannot be well beatow'd. 
Gon. 'T is his own blame ; hath put himself ^ 

from rest, 

« Flau> — ^Douce conjtfctutes that Jlaw might tignifj a 
fragment in Shakspere's time, as well a» a crack. 

^ Hath put hinuclf. The personal pronoun he is undet- 
•tood. 



And must needs taste his folly. 

Reg. For his particular, I 'U receive him gUdly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos'd. 

Where is my lord of Gloster P 

Re-enter Gloster. 

Corn. FoUow'd the old man forth : — he is re- 

tum'd. 
Glo. The king is in high rage. 
C-orn. Whither is he going ? 

Glo. He calls to horse ; but will 1 know not 

whither. 
Com. *Tis best to give him way; he leads 

himself. 
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to 

stay, 
Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the high* 
winds 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about 
There 's scarce a bush. 

Reg. 0, sir, to wilful men, 

The injuries that they themselves procure 
Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. 

Corn. Shut up your doors> my lord; 'tis a 
wild night : 
My Regan counsels well : come out o' the storm. 

[ExeunL 

• High — ^The quartos hUak. 



['Sharp tooth'ri unkindness, like a vulture here 'J 
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1 Scene II,—" Ooose, if I had you upon Sarum 
plain, 
I*d drive ye cadclinfj home to Came- 
loir 

Drayton, in his ' Poly-Olbion/ has the following 
reference to the Camelot of the old romances : — 
** Like Camelot, what place was ever yet renown'dr 
Where, as at Caerleon oft, he kept the tahle round. 
Most fiimous for the sports at Pentecost so long, 
From whence all kuightly deeds and brave achieve- 
ments sprung." 

Capell has a mistaken theory that Camelot is a 
name for Winchester, one of the places where 
Arthur held his Round Table. But the context 
of Drayton's poem shows us that Camelot is in 
Somersetshire; and the original illustrator of 
Drayton thus describes it : — "By South-Cadbury is 
that Camelot ; a hill of a mile compass at the top, 
four trenches circling it, and betwixt every of them 
an earthen wall, the contents of it, within, about 
twenty acres, full of ruins and relics of old build- 
ings. * . . Antique report makes this one of Arthur's 
places of his Round Table, as the muse here sings.** 
Hanmer tell us that in the moors near Camelot 
large quantities of gee)»e are bred ; but it may be 
doubted whether the line, " I 'd drive ye caclding 
home to Camelot," has reference to this fact 
Warburton supposes that some proverbial speech 
in the old romances of Arthur has supplied the 
allusion, of which we think, tliere is little doubt 



' Scene III. — " The cov/ntry give* me proof and 
precedent 
Of Bedlam hef/gart," &c. 

HaiTison, in his description of England, pub- 
lished with 'HoUnshed's Chronicle,' gives, uiK)n the 
whole, the most minute and satisfactory account 
of the state of society in England in Shakspere's 
early years. Shakspere probably wrote from his 
own observation when he described the 

"beggars, who, with roaring voi es. 

Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary." 

But there are some very remarkable similarities 
in Harrison's description ; and the whole passage 
shows us, as the author of ' The Pictorial History 
of England ' has truly said, that " the merry Eng- 
land of the days of EUizabeth was, in some respects, 
rather a terrible country to live in : ** — 

" Such as are idle beggars, through their own 
default, are of two sorts, and continue their estates 
either by casual or mere voluntary means : those 
that ara such by casual means, are in the beginning 
justly to be referred either to the first or second sort 
of poor lifore mentioned (the poor by Impotency, 
and the poor by casualty) ; but, degenerating into 
the thriftless sort, they do what they can to con- 
tinue their misery, and, with such impediments as 
they have, to stray and wander about, as creatures 
abhorring all labour and every honest exercLte. 
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Certes, I call these casual means, not in respect of 
the original of their poverty, but of the continuance 
of the same, from whence they will not be delivered, 
such is their own ungracious lewdness and froward 
disposition. The voluntary means proceed from 
outward causes, as by making of corrosives, and 
applying the same to the most fleshy parts of their 
bodies; and also laying of ratsbane, spearwort, 
crowfoot, and such like, into their wholb members, 
thereby to raise pitiful and odious sores, and move 
the hearts of the goers by such, places where they 
lie to yearn at their miseiT, and thereupon bestow 
large alms upon them. How artificially they beg. 
what forcible speech, and how they select and 
choose out words of vehemency, whereby they do 
in manner conjure or a4jure Uie g^r by to pity 
their cases, I pass over to remember, as judging 
the name of God and Christ to be more conversant 
in the mouths of none ; and yet the presence of the 
Heavenly Majesty further off from no men than 
from this ungracious company. 

*' Unto thiR nest is another sort to be referred, 
more sturdy than the rest, which, having sound and 
perfect limbs, do yet, notwithstanding, somttimee 
counterfeit the possession of all sorts of diieases. 
Divers times, in their apparel also, they will be like 
serving men or labourers : oftentimes they can play 
the mariners, and seek for ships which they never 
lost. But, in fine, they are all thieves and caterpil- 
lars in the commonw«Uth, and by the word of Qod 
not permitted to eat, sith they do but lick the sweat 
from the true labourers' brows, and bereave the 
godly poor of that which is due unto them, to 
maintain their excess, consuming the chai'ity of 
igrell-disposed people bestowed upon them, after a 
most wicked and detestable manner. 

** It is not yet full threescore years since this 
trade began ; but how it hath prospered since that 
time it is easy to judge, for they are now supposed, 
of one sex and another, to amount unto above 
10,000 persons, as I have heard reported. More- 
over, in counterfeiting the Egyptian-rogues, they 
have devised a language among themselves, which 
they name canting, but others pedlar's French, a 
speech compact thirty years since of English and 
a great number of odd words of their own devising, 
without aU order or reason ; and yet, such is it as 
none but themselves are able to understand. The 
first deviser thereof was hanged by the neck — a just 
reward no doubt for his deserts, and a common end 
to all of that profession. A gentleman also of late 
hath taken great pains to search out the secret 
practices of this ungracious rabble ; and, among 
other things, he setteth down and describeth three- 
and-twenty sorts of them, whose names it shall 
not be amiss to remember, whereby each one may 
take occasion to read and know, as also by his 
industiy, what wicked people they are, and what 
villainy remaineth in them. 

'' The several disorders and degrees amongst our 
idle vagabonds : — 



1. Rufflers. 

2. Uprightmen. 

3. Hookers, cr Anglers. 

4. Rogues. 

5. Wild Rogues. 

6. Priggers, or Hrancers. 

7. PalHards. 

8. Fritters 

428 



9. Abrams. 

10. Freshwater Mariners, or 

Whipjacks. 

1 1. Dummerers. 

12. Drunken Tinkers. 

13. Swaddlers, or Pedlers. 

14. Jacksnien, or Patricocs. 



Of womenkind : — 

1. Demanders for glimmer, 5. Walking Mortes. « 

or fire. 6. Dores. 

2. Baudy-baskeU. 7. Delles. 

3. Mortes. 8. Kinching Mortes. 

4. Autem Mortes. 9. Kinchirf Coves." 

The " Bedlam beggars ** of Shakspere were some- 
times real lunatics, and sometimes vagabonds 
afifecting their pitiable condition. Mr. Disraeli, in 
his ' Curiosities of Literature,' has collected some 
interesting particulars regarding this singular race 
of mendicants. The real Bedlam beggars were pro- 
bably out-pensioners of the hospital, never danger- 
ous, and seldom mischievous. Their costume is 
described by Handle Holme in his * Academy of 
Armoury ; ' and Dekker, in his ' English Villainies,' 
hfui noticed the impostors personating the proper 
Bedlams, who were known by the name of Abraham- 
men. In one of Aubrey's manuscript papers* we 
have the following minute description : — " Till the 
breaking out of the civil wars, Tom o'Bedlams did 
travel about the country ; they had been poor die- 
tiMted men, that had been put into Bedlam, where, 
recovering some soberness, they were licentiated to 
go a begging ; i. e. they had on their left arm an 
armilla, an iron ring for the arm, about four inches 
long, as printed in some works. They could not 
get it off; they wore about their necks a great horu 
of an ox in a string or bawdry, which, when they 
came to a house, they did wind, and they put the 
drink given to them into this horn, whereto they 
put a stopple. Since the wars I do not remember 
to have seen any one of them." The great horn 
of an ox, into which the Tom o' Bedlams put 
their drink, explains a passage in one of Edgar's 
speeches, —"Poor Tom, thy horn is dry." (Act UL, 
Sc.VL) 

After the description of the Bedlam beggars, 
Edgar exclaims, " Poor Turlygod ! ** We give an 
interesting note on this subject from Douce. •'War- 
burton would read Turlupin,and HanmerTurluni; 
but there is a better reason for rejecting both 
these terms than for preferring either; vii. that 
Turlygood is the corrupted word in our language. 
The Turlupins were a fanatii-al sect that over^ran 
France, Italy, and Germany, in the thirteenth and 
fourteenth centuries. They were at first known by 
the names of Beghards or Beghins, and brethren 
and sisters of the free spirit. Their manners and 
appearance exhibited the strongest indications of 
lunacy and distraction. The common people alone 
called them Turlupins; a name which, though it 
has excited much doubt and controversy, seems ob- 
viously to be connected with the wolfish howlin:;s 
which these people in all probability would make 
when influenced by their religious ravings. Theii^ 
subsequent appellation of the fraternity of poor 
men might have been the cause why the wandering 
rogues called Bedlam beggars, and one of whom 
Edgar personates, assumed or obtained the title of 
Turlupins or Turlygoods, especially if their mode 
of asking alms was accompanied by the gesticula- 
tions of madmen. Turlupino and Turluru are old 
Italian terms for a fool or madman; and the 
Flemings had a proverb, ' <u unfotiunaU at Tttr- 
lupin and hu ekildren,* " 

• MS Lansdoirne, 226 
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• Scene IV. — ** Cry to it, iMmcle, at the cockney 
did to the eds." 

In the ancient ballad of 'The Tumament of 
Tottenham,' printed by Percy in his ' Reliques/ 
we have these lines : — 

" At that fest they wei* servyd with a ryche aray, 
Every fy ve and fyve had a cokenay." 

Percy, in his Glossary, says, ** Cokenay seems to be 
a diminutive for cook ; from the Latin coquinator, 
or coquinarius. The meaning seems to be, that 
Every five and five had a cook or scullion to 
attend them." Tyrwhitt (Note on 'Canterbury 
Tales,' verse 4206) cites, in confirmation of this 
opinion, a line from * Pierce Plowman's Visions ' : — 

*' And yet I say by my soule, I have no salt bacon, 
Ne no ookeney by Christe coloppet to make." 

If Percy and Tyrwhitt were unquestionably right, 
we should have no difficulty in explaining that the 
cockney in Shakspere who put the eels " T the paste 
alive " was a cook ; and this indeed seems the na- 
tural interpretation of the term from the context. 
But Douce maintains that the ookenay of Pierce 
Plowman and the Turnament of Tottenham, was 
a little cock, llie cockney, then, of Lear's fool 
may be the Londoner, who bore that name of con- 
tempt before the time of Shakspere. In Twelfth 
Night the clown says '* I am afraid this great lub- 
ber the world will prove a cockney ; " and Chaucer, 
in his ' Reve's Tale,' appears to employ it with a 
similar meaning : — 

** And when this Jape is tald another day, 
I shall be halden a daSe or a cokenay." 

Fuller, in his ' Worthies,' gives us two explanations 
of the term : — 

" 1. One coaks'd or cocker'd, made a wanton or 
nes tie-cock of, delicately bred and brought up, so 
that, when grown men or women, they can endure 
no hardship, nor comport with pains-taking. 

" 2. One utterly ignorant of husbandry and hus- 
wifery, such as is practised in the country, so that 



they may be persuaded anything about rural com- 
modities ; and the original thereof, and the tale 
of the citizen's son, who knew not the language 
of the cock, but called it neighing, is commonly 
known." 

The tale of the cock neighing is gravely given by 
Minshieu in his * Guide into the Tongues ; ' and is 
repeated in succeeding dictionaries. Whatever be 
the origin, there can be no doubt that London was 
anciently known by the name of Cockney. Fuller 
says, ** It is more than four hundred years old ; for, 
when Hugh Bigot added artificial fortifications 
to the natural strength of his castle at Bungay, in 
Suffolk, he gave out this rhyme, therein vaunting 
it for impregnable : — 

' Were I in my castle of Bongey, 
Upon the river of Waveney, 
J would ne care for the Ring of Cockeney '— 

meaning thereby King Henry the Second, then 
peaceably possessed of London, whilst some other 
places did resist him; though afterwards he so 
humbled this Hugh, that he was fain, with large 
sums of money and pledges for his loyalty, to 
redeem this his castle from being razed to the 
ground" Tyrwhitt ingeniously suggests that the 
author of these rhymes, " in calling London Cocke- 
ney, might possibly all ude to that imaginary country 
of idleness and luxury which was anciently known 
by the name of Cokaigne, or Cocagne ; a name 
which Hicks has shown to be derived from Coquina. 
He has there published an excellent description of 
the country of Cokaigne, in old English verse, but 
probably translated from the French. At least, the 
French have had the same fable among them, for 
Boileau plainly alludes to it : — 

* Paris est pour un riche un pais de Cocagne.' 

The festival of Oocagna at Naples, described by 
Keysler, appears to have the same foundation. It 
probably commenced under the Norman govern- 
ment" 
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SCEISE L—A Heath. 

A storm is heard, with thunder and lighluin^. 
Enter Kent and a Gentleman, meeting. 

Kent. Who 's there, besides foul weather ? 

Oent. One minded like the weather, most un> 
quietly. 

Kent. I know you. Where 's the king ? 

Oent, Contending with the fretful elements ; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 
Or swell the ourled'waters *bove the main,* 
That things might change, or cease : [tears his 

white hair; 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of : 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would 

conch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 

* The main U here used for the mafn Innd. 
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Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs. 
And bids what will take all.*] 
Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to out- 
jest 
His heart-strook injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my note,^ 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division. 
Although as yet the face of it be covered 
With mutual cunning, *twixt Albany and Corn- 
wall ; 
Who have (as who have not, that their great 

stars 
Thron'd and set high ?) servants, who seem no 

less; 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen, 
Either in snuffs" and packings^ of the dukes ; 

• The lines fn bracket* are omitted in the folio. 

b Hote—lhe quartos art. Note is knowledge. 

, c 5fiK/«— dislikes. d PacArtR^«— intrigues 
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Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper, 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings ; 
[But, true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this scattered kingdom ; who akeadj, 
Wise in our n^h'gence, have secret feet 
In some of our best ports, and are at point 
To show their open banner.— Now to you : 
If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
The king hath cause to plain. 
I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 
And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This office to you.*] 

Oent, I will talk further with you. 

KefU. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 
(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring ; 
And she will tell you who that fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on this storm ! 
I will go seek the king. 

Oent, Give me your hand : Have you no 
more to say P 

Kent. Few words, but to effect more than all 
yet; 
That, when we have found the king, (in which 

your pain 
That way ; I *U this :) he that first lighta on him, 
Holla the other. [Exeunt aeverallt/, 

SCENE W.— Another Tart of the Heath. 
Storm continues. 

Enter Leak and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, winds,^ and crack your cheeks ! 

rage! blow! 
You cataracts and hurricauoes, spout 
Till you have drenched our steeples, drown'd the 

cocks! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts. 
Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking 

thunder. 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germens*' spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man ! 
Fool. O nuncle, court holy-water in a dr> 

• The lines In brackets are not in the folio 
k ITiniff— Th" quartna wind. 
c (7enn««M— eeeds of matter. So in Macbeth :-> 
*' the sum 
Of nature's germmu tumble altogether." 



house is better than this rain water out o' door. 
Good nuncle, in; ask thy daughters' blessing; 
here *s a night pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear, Rumble thy bellyfull ! Spit, fire ! spout, 
rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughtesB : 
I tAX not you, you element-s, with jft^Jundness, 
I never gave you kingdoin/cafl'd you children, 
You owe me no siibscription ; then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, jour slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man : — 
But yet I call you servile ministers. 
That will with two pernicious daughters iom*(2y^ 
Your high engendered battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! ! 'tis foul! 

Fool. He that has a house to put his head in, 
has a good head-piece. 

The cod-piece that will house. 

Before the head has any. 
The head and he shall louse ; — 

So beggars marry many. 
The man that makes his toe 

What he his heart should make. 
Shall of a com cry woe. 

And turn his sleep to wake. 

— for there was never yet fair woman but she 
made mouths in a glass. 

Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, 1 wiD be the pattern of all patience, 
I will say nothing. 
Kent. Who's there? 

Fool. Marry, here 's grace and a cod-piece : 
that 's a wise man and a fooL 
Kent. Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love 
night 
Love not such nights as these; the wrathful 

skies 
Gallow^ the very wanderers of the dark. 
And make them keep their caves : since I was 

man, 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot 

carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods. 

That keep this dreadful pudder' o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou 
wretch, 

• The quartos,— 
** That have with two pernicious daughters Joln'd." 

l> OtUUm>—%c9xe. 

e Pudder-TYixn Is always modemixed Into pother: the 
same word, doubtless, but somewhat vu1garit»d \y the 
change 
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Ttiftt bast within thee undivolged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : Uide thee, thoa bloody 

band; 
Thou perjur'd, and thou simnlar* of virtue 
That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake, 
'J'hat under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practised on man's life ! — Close pent-up 

guilts. 
Rive your conoealmg continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. — I am a man 
More sinn'd against than sinning. 

Kfiii. Alack, bare-headed \ 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tem- 
pest; 
Jlepose you there : while I to this bard house, 
(More harder than the stones whereof 't is rais'd : 
Which even but now, demanding after yoo. 
Denied me to come in,) return and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear, My wits begin to turn. — 

Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy P Art cold P 
I am cold mysdf . — ^Where is this straw, my fel- 
low? 
The art of our necessities is strange, 
And can make vile things precious. Come, 

your hovel ; 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee. 

Pool. {Singing.'] He that has and a little tiny wit,~ 
With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain,— 
Must make content with his fortunes fit, 
Though the rain it ralneth every day.*> 

Jjear, True, boy. — Come, bring us to this 
hovel. [Kreutti Lear and Kent. 

Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courte- 
zan. — 
1 *11 speak a prophecy ere I go. 
When priests are more in word than matter; 
When brewers mar their malt with water ; 
When nobles are their tailors' tutors ; 
No heretics bum'd, but wenches' suitors : 
When every case in law is right ; 
No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ; 
When slanders do not live in tongues ; 
Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 
When usurers tell their gold i' the field ; 
And bawds and whores do churches build ; — 



• Simular — counterfeit. — ^The quartos read simular man ; 
but Hmular is used as a noun by writers before Shakspere. 

b This anatch of a song is an adaptation of the concluding 
song in Twelfth Night :— 

'* When that I was and a little tiny boy. 
With heigh, ho, the wind and the rain, 
A foolish thing was hut a toy. 
For the rain it ralneth every day." 
The quartos omit and In the first line, and have for instead 
of though In the fourth, 

432 



Then shall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confusion. 

llien comes the time, who lives to see 't. 

That going shall be us'd with feet.' 
This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live hff 
fore his time. [Esnt. 

SCENE III.— ^ Room in Gloster'* CiuUe. 
EnUr Glostbr and Edmund. 

Glo, Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this 
unnatural dealing: When I desired then* leaye 
that I might pity him, they took from me the 
use of mine own house; charged me, on pain 
of perpetual displeasure, neither to speak of 
him, entreat for him, or any way sustain him. 

Edm. Most savage and unnatural ! 

Qlo. Go to ; say you nothing : There is divi- 
sion between the dukes; and a worse matter 
than that : I have received a btter this night ; — 
'tis dangerous to be spoken; — I have locked 
the letter in my closet : these injuries the king 
now bears will be revenged home; there is part 
of a power already footed : we roust incline to 
the king. I will look* him, and privily relieve 
him : go you, and maintain talk with the duke, 
that my charity be not of him perceived : If he 
ask for me, I am ill, and gone to bed. If I die 
for it, as no less is threatened me, the king my 
old master must be relieved. There is strange 
things toward, Edmund ; pray you, be careful. 

\ExiU 

Edm, This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all : 
The younger rises, when the old doth fall [Exit, 

SCENE IV.—^ Part of the Eeaih, tciikaHoceL 
Enter Lrab, Kent, and Eool. 

Kent. Here is the place, my lord ; good my 
lord, enter : 
The tyranny of the open night s too rough 
For nature to endure. [Stomt stilL 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. I 'd rather break mine own : Good my 
lord, enter. 

Lear. Thou think*st 't is much, that this con- 
tentious storm 

* Look— The quartos Mdt. 
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Invades us to the skin : so *t is to thcc ; 
But where the greater malady is fix'd, 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou*dst shun a bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the maring* sea, 
Thou*dst meet the bear i* the mouth. When 

the mind 's free 
The body 's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 
For lifting food to 't ? — But I will punish home : — 
No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To shut me out ! — Pour on ; I will endure : — 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! — 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave 

all,— 
O, that way madness lies; let. me shun that; 
No more of that, — 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear, Prithee, go in thyself; seek thine own 
ease; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — But I 'U go in : 
In, boy; go first. — \To the Fool] You house- 
less poverty, — 
Nay, get thee in. I *11 pray, and then I *ll 
sleep. — [Fool goen in. 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed side^. 
Your loop'd** and window'd raggedness, defend 

you 
From seasons such as these ? 0, I have ta*en 
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 
That thou may'st shake the superflux to them. 
And show the heavens more just. 
Fsdg, \Withini\ Fathom and half, fathom and 
half ! Poor Tom ! 

\The Fool runs out from the hocel. 
Fool. CJome not in here, nuncle, here's a 
spirit. 
Help me, help me ! 
Kent. Give me thy hand. — Who's there P 
Fool. A spirit, a spirit; he says his name's 

poor Tom. 
Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there 
i' the straw ? 
Come forth. 

Enter Edgab, disguised as a madman, 
Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 

» Rottring.^-Tvio of the quartos read raging. 
^ Loop'd—i» the reading of the quartoi,— the folio lias 
lopp'd. 
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Through the sharp hawthorn blow the winds. — 
Humph ! go to thy bed and warm thee.* 

Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daughters ?** 
And art thou come to this ? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? 
whom the foul fiend hath led through fire and 
through flame, through ford and whirlpool, o'er 
bog and quagmire ; that hath laid knives under 
his pillow, and halters in his pew ;' set ratsbane 
by his porridge; made him proud of heart, to 
ride on a bay trotting-horse over four inched 
bridges, to course his own shadow for a traitor : 
— Bless thy five wits ! Tom 's a-cold.— O, do de, 
do de, do de. — Bless thee from whirlwinds, star- 
blasting, and taking ! * Do poor Tom some cha- 
rity, whom the foul fiend vexes : There could I 
have him now, — and there, — and there again, 
and there. [Storm continues, 

Lear. Have his daughters brought him to tliis 
pass? — 
Couldst thou save nothing? Wouldst thou 
give them all P 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pen- 
dulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy 
daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear, Death, traitor! nothing could have 
subdued nature 
To such a lowness, but his unkiixd daughters. — 
Is it the fashion that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fiesh ? 
Judicious punishment ! 't was this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock sat on pillicock-hiD ; — 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo ! 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools 
and madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o' the foul flend: Obey thy 
parents; keep thy word's justice;* swear not; 
commit not with man's sworn spouse; set not 
thy sweet heart on proud array : Tom *s a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man,* proud in heart and 
mind; that curled my hair, wore gloves in my 

■ The quartos give this speech thus: "Away, the foul 
flend follows nie, throuffh the sharp hawthorn biows the 
cold wind, go to thy cold bed and warm thee." 

b The quartos read,— 

" Hast thou given all to thy two daughters f" 

c Taking — malignant influence. 

d Word's juttict. The quartos read, word juailg. 

• A ««rriiiy-moii.— This b not a menial, but a tervant In 
the sense In which it is used in the Two Gentlemen of 
Verona : — 

' Too low a mistress for so high a servant.'* — 
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cap, senred tbe lust of my mistress's heart, and 
did the act of darkness with her ; swore as many 
oaths as I spake words, and broke them in the 
sweet face of heaven: one, that slept in the 
contriving of Inst, and waked to do ifc: Wine 
loved I dearly; dice dearly; and in woman 
out-paramonred the Turk : False of heart, light 
of ear, bloody of hand ; hog in sloth, fox in 
stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion 
in prey. Let not the creaking of shoes, nor tbe 
rustling of silks, betray thy poor heart to woman : 
Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of 
plackets, thy pen from lenders' books, and defy 
the foul fiend. — Still through the hawthorn 
blows the oold wind: Says suum, mnn, nonny, 
dolphin my boy, boy, Sesey ;* let him trot by. 

[Siorm still continues. 

Lear. Thou wert better in a grave, than to 
answer with thy uncovered body this extremity 
of the skies.— Is man no more than this P Con- 
sider hun well: Thou owest the worm no silk, 
the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no 
perfume : — ^Ha ! here 's three of us are sophisti- 
cated ! — ^Thon art the thing itself : unaccommo- 
dated man is no more but such a poor, bare, 
forked animal as thou art. — Off, off, you lend- 
ings : — Gome ; unbutton here. — 

[Tearing off his clothes. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, be contented; 'tis a 
naughty night to swim in. — ^Now a little fire in 
a wild field were like an old lecher's heart, — a 
small spark, all the rest of his body cold.—Look^ 
here comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he 
gives the web and the pin,^ squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, 
and hurts the poor creature of earth. 
Swithold footed thrice the old \^ 
He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold ; 
Bid her alight. 
And her troth plight. 
And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee I ^ 



*" St$eff. The qnartot read eMi9. It U probably the same 
word as ««Ma, -which is used by Christopher Sly in the 
Taming of the Shrew. We give the whole of this passage, 
which Is probably meant to be unintelligible, according to 
the reading of the folio. The quartos have, after cold wind, 
*' hay no on nr, dolphin my bc^, my boy, cease, let him trot 
by." Capell has a theory that Rdgar feigns himself to be 
one who is talking of his horses ; but we are inclined to 
think, if there be any meaning, some of the words are 
meant as an Imitation of the sound of the rushing wind, 
and that *' lei lUm trot by " has the same reference. 

b The web and the pin. Florio. in his ' New World of 
Words' (1611), interpreU the Italian CaUritta " A dimness 
of sight occasioned by humours hardened in the eyes, called 
a cataract, or ajdn and a web." 

c The old. — The wold. Spelman writes. Burton upon Olde 
^Swithold —The leading of all the old editious,is an abbre- 
Tiation of Saint Withold. 
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Kent, How fares your grace ? 

Enter Glosteb, tnth a torch. 

Lear. What's he P 

Kent. Who 's there ? What is 't you seek? 

Glo^ What are you there ? Your names ? 

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, 
the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt and the 
water;* that in the fury of his heart, when the 
foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for sallets; 
swallows the old rat, and the ditdi-dog ; drinks 
the green mantle of the standing-pool; who is 
whipped from tything to tything,* and stocked, 
punished, and imprisoned; who hath had three 
suits to his back, six shirts to his body, horse to 
ride, and weapon to wear : 

But mice, and lats, and such small deer. 

Have beeii Tom's food for seven long year.'* 
Beware my follower :— Peace, Smolkin; peaces 
thou fiend ! 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better com- 
pany? 

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Modo he 's call'd, and Mahu.* 

Olo, Our flesh and blood, my lord, is growB 
so vile. 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom 's a-cold. 

Olo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands ; 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors. 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
Yet have I ventur'd to come seek you outy 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this philoso- 
pher :— 
What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer ; 
Go into the house. 

Lear, I '11 talk a word with this same learned 
Theban :— 
What is your study P 

Edg, How to prevent the fiend, and to kiQ 
vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my 
lord; 
His wits begin to unsettle. 

Glo. Can'st thou blame him P 



*■ The wall-newt and the «wl<r->that is the waU-newt and 
the water-newt. It is the same fonn of constructkm as **a 
wise man and a merry." 

*> These lines are printed as a triplet in the folio; but tba 
old metrical romance of Sir Bevia supplied the distklk— 
" Rats and mice, and such small deer. 
Was bis meat tbat seven year." 
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His dangliters seek Kis death : — Ah ! that good 

Kent! 
He said it voukl be thus:— Poor banish'd 

man! — 
Thou say'st the king grows mad ; 1 '11 tell thee, 

friend, 
I am almost mad myself : I had a son. 
Now oatlaw'd from my blood : he sought my 

life. 
Bat lately, very late ; I Wd him, friend, — 
No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, 

[Storm eoiUinues, 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night 's 

this! 
I do beseech yonr grace, — 

I^ear. 0, cry yon mercy, sir. 

Noble philosopher, your company. 
Edg, Tom'sa-oold. 
Olo, In, fellow, there, into the hovel: keep 

thee warm. 
Lear, Come, let 's in all. 
Kent, This way, my lord. 

Lear. With him ; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. 
Kent. Qood my lord, soothe him; let him 

take the fellow. 
Glo, Take him yon on. 
Kent, Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 
Lear. Gome, good Athenian. 
Glo, No words, no w<»rd8 : 

Hush. 
Edg. Childe Rowland to the dark tower came ; 
His word was still, — Fie, fob, and fum, 
I smell the blood of a British man.^ 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE v.— ^ Room in Gloster*^ Caitle. 

Enter Cobnwall and Edmund. 
Com, I will have my revenge ere I depart his 



Edm, How, my lord, I may be censured that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears 
me to think of. 

Com, I now perceive it was not altogether 
your brother's evil disposition made him seek 
his death ; but a provoking merit, set a-work by 
a reproveable badass in himself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I 

» Capell has an ingenioui note to show that Childe Row- 
land was the Knight Orlando : that the line* are part of an 
old ballad, of which one line has been accidentally omitted; 
and that we should read— 

** Childe Rowland to the dark tower come, 
Tk$ giaiU roar'd, and out he ran ; 
Hia word wat still— Fie, fob, and tarn, 
1 smell the blood of a British man." 

2F2 



must repent to be just i Thb is the letter whidi 
he spoke of, which approves him an intelligent 
party to the advantages of France. O heavens ! 
that this treason were not, or not I the de* 
tector ! 

Com, Go with me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, 
you have mighty business in hand. 

Com, True or false, it hath made thee earl of 
Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that he 
may be ready for our apprehension. 

Edm, [Aside.'] If I find him comforting the 
king, it wiU stuff his suspicion more fully. — ^I 
•will persevere in my course of loyalty, though 
the conflict be sore between that and my 
blood. 

Com, I will lay trust upon thee ; and thou 
shalt find a dearer father in my love. _ [Egemt, 

SCENE VI.— ^ Chamber in Out-building 
adjoining tie Castle, 

Enter Glosteb and Kent. 

Olo, Here is better than the open air ; take 
it thankfully : I will piece out the comfort with 
what addition I can: I will not be long from 
you. 

Kent, All the power of his wits has given way 
to his impatience : — ^The gods reward your kind- 
ness! • [£nV Glostuu 

Enter Leab, Edoab, and Fool.^ 

Edg, Frateretto calls me ; and tdb me, Nero 
is an angler in the lake of darkness. Fniy, in- 
nocent, and beware the foul fiend. 

Fool, Prithee, nimde, tell me, whether a mad- 
man be a gentleman or a yeoman? 

Lear, A king, a king ! 

Fool. No ; he 's a yeoman, that has a gentie- 
man to his son ; for he 's a mad yeoman that 
sees his son a gentleman before him. 

Lear, To have a thousand with red bunung 
spits 
Come hissing ^ in upon them : — 

[Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He 's mad that trusts in the tameness 
of a wolf, a horse's health, a boy's love, or a 
whore's oath. 

Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them 
straight : — 



* We print the direction for the entrances of the characttn 
atinthoiblia 

b Hi9Hng—Th\t Is ordinarilf printed wkinKing,' in th« 
folio it is hizxing; in one of the quartos, kitzing. 
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Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; 

[To Edgar. 
Thou, sapient sir, sit here. [To the Tool.] — 
Now, ye she foxes ! — 
Edg. Look where she stands and glares ! — 
Wantonest thou eyes at trial, madam ? * 

Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to roe : ^ — * 
FooL Her boat hath a leak, 
Ajid she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 
Edg. T^e fool fiend haunts poor Tom in the 
voice of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in 
Tom's belly for two white herrings. Croak 
not, black angel ; I hare no food for thee. 
KejiL Uow do you, sir? Stand you not so 
amaz'd : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 
Lear. I '11 see their trial first :— Bring in the 
evidence. — 
Thou robed man of justice, take thy place ; — 

[To Edgar. 
And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, 

[To the Fool. 
Bench by his side : — You are of the commission, 
Sit you too. [To Kent. 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 
Sleepest or wakest thou jolly shepherd ? 

Thy sheep be in the com ; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 
Thy sheep shall take no harm. 
Pur ! the cat is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her first ; H is Goneril. I here 
take my oath before this honourable assembly, 
she kicked the poor king her father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is your name 
Goneril ? 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 
Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint- 
stool. 
Lear. And here's another, whose warp'd 
looks prochum 
What store her heart is made of.— Stop her 

there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire! — Corruption in the 

place! 
False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape P *] 
Edg. Bless thy five wits I 



(^ The original quartos have, " Look where he stands and 
glares, wantett tliou eyes,'' &c. Theobald altered he to the, 
and Seward happily suggested wantonest for wanlett. The 
text of the quartos is so exceedingly corrupt, that, in those 
passages which do not occur in the folio, some licence of 
emendation seems warranted. 

t> Come over the boum^ Beeey^ was a song entered in the 
books of the Stationers' Company in 1564. 

e This wonderful scene, beginning with the speech of 
Edgar—" The foul fiend bites my back," and ending here, 
Is not given in the folio (see Introductory Notice). 
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Kent. O pity!— Sir, where is the patience 
now, 
That you so oft have boasted to retain? 

EJg. My tears begin to take his part so 
much, 
They mar my counterfeiting. [Aside. 

Lear. The little dogs and all. 
Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark 
at me. 
Edg. Tom will throw his head at them : — 
Avaunt, you curs ! 
Be thy mouth or black or white, 
Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 
Mastiff, grey-hound, mongrel grim. 
Hound or spaniel, brach * or lym ; *> 
Or bobtail tike,* or trundle-tail ; ^ 
Tom will make him weep and wail : 
For, with throwing thus my head. 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do de, de de. Sesey. Come, march to wakes 
and fairs, and market-towns :— Poor Tom, tliy 
horn is dry.* 

Jjear. Then let them anatomize Regan; see 
what breeds about her heart: Is there any 
cause in nature that makes these hard hearts ?— 
You, sir, I entertain for one of my hundred ; 
only, I do not like the fashion of your garments : 
you will say they are Persian ; but let them be 
changed. [To Edgar. 

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest 

awhile. 
Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw 
the curtains : So, so : We '11 go to supper i' the 
morning. 

Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Oldster. 

Glo. Come hither, friend : Where is the king 

my master? 
Kenl. Here, sir; but trouble him not, his 

wits are gone. 
Glo. Good friend, I prithee take him in thy 
arms; 
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready ; lay him in *t, 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou 
shalt meet 



• Braeh—K female harrier. (See note on Aet i., 8c. iv.) 

b Lym — Glimmer — leamer — a hunting dog, so called from 
the leme or leach in which he was held till he was let 
slip. 

Tike, according to Steevens. was the Runic word for a 
worthless dog. (See note on Henry V., Act ii., Sc i.) 

<1 Trundle-tail'^ln the comedy of ' A Woman killed with 
Kindness' (1617), we have, ''your dogs are trundie-taUs 
and curs." 
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BotU welcome aud protection. Take up thy 

master; 
If thou should'st dally half an hour, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him. 
Stand in assured loss : Take up, take up ; 
Aud follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

[KenL Oppressed nature sleeps : — 
This rest might yet have bahn'd thy broken 

senses, 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 
Stand in hard cure.— CJome, help to bear thy 

master; 

Thou must not stay behind. [To the Fool. 

Glo, Come, come away. 

[Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool, 

hearing off the King. 

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our 

woes, 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
Who alone suffers, suffers most i' the mind ; 
Leaving free things, and happy shows, behind : 
But then the mind much sufferance doth o'er* 

skip, 
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellow- 

. ship. 
How light and portable my pain seems now, 
AVlien that, which makes me bend, makes the 

king bow ; 
He childed, as I fathered ! — ^Tom, away : 
Mark the high noises : and thyself bewray, 
Wlien false opinion, whose wrong thoughts de- 
file thee. 
In thy just proof, repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will hap more to-night, safe 'scape the 

king! 
Lurk, lui-k.*] [Exit. 

SCENE VII.— ^ Room in Gloster'* Castle. 

Enter Cornwall, T^egan, Qoneril, Edmund, 
and Servants. 

Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; 
show him this letter : — the army of France is 
landed :— Seek out the traitor Gloster.^ 

[Exeunt some of the Servants. 

Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure. — Ed- 
mund, keep you our sister company; the re- 



ft The Hoes in brackets are not in the folio. In the folio, 
arter quick conduct, Gloster ends his speech with Cume. comt 
awtiff. Those words arc introduced in the quarto alter the 
speech of Kent. 

^ Traitor— the quartos, villain. 



venges we are bound to take upon your traitor- 
ous father are not fit for your beholding. Advise 
the duke, where you are going, to a most festi- 
nate preparation; we are bound to the like. 
Our posts shall be swift, and intelligent betwixt 
us. Farewell, dear sister; — farewell, my lord 
of Gloster. 

Enter Steward. 

How now P TfVTiere 's the king ? 
Stetc. My loixl of Gloster hath convey 'd him 
hence : 
Some five or six-and-thirty of his knights. 
Hot questrists after him, met him at gate ; 
Who, with some other of the lord's dependents. 
Are gone with him toward Dover; where they 

boast 
To have well-armed friends. 

Com. Get horses for your mistress. 

Gon, Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt Goneril and Ediutnd 
Corn. Edmund, farewell, — Go, seek the traitor 
Gloster, 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 

[Exeunt other Servants. 
Though well we may not pass upon liis life 
Without the form of justice, yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there? 
The traitor? 

Re-enter Servants, with Glosteb. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 't is he. 
Corn. Bind fast his corky arms. 
Gio. What mean your graces? — Good my 
friends, consider 
You are my guests: do me no foul play, 
friends. 
Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants bind Aim. 
Reg. Hard, hard :— O filthy traitor ! 

Gto. Unmerciful lady as you are, I *m 

none. 
Corn. To this chair bind him : — Villain, thou 
sbalt find— [Regan plueh his beard. 
Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly 
done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white, and such a traitor ! 
Glo. Naughty lady. 

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my 

chin, 
Will quicken, and accuse thee: I am your 

host ; 
With robbers' hands, my hospitable favours 
You should not ruIHe thus. What will you do ? 
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Com, Come, sir, vliat letters had you late 

from France? 
Eeg, Be simple-answePd, for we know the 

truth. 
Com. And what confederacy ha?e you with 
the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 
Beg. To whose hands have you sent the lu- 
natic king P 
Speak. 

Olo. I have a letter guessingly set down. 
Which came from one that's of a neutral 

heart. 
And not from one oppos'd. 
Com, Cunning. 

Reg, And false. 

Com, Where hast thou sent the king ? 
Olo, To Dover. 

Reg, Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou not 

charged at peril — 
Com, Wherefore to Dover P Let him answer 

that. 
Olo, I am tied to the stake, and I must stand 

the course. 
Reg, Wherefore to Dover P 
Olo, Because I would not see thy cruel 
nails 
Ehiok out his poor old eyes; nor thy fierce 

sister 
In his anointed flesh stick bearish fangs. 
The 8^ with such a storm as his bare head 
[n hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd 

up. 
And quendi'd the stelled fires : yet, poor old 

heart, 
fle holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stem 

time. 
Thou shouldst have said, ' Qood porter, turn the 

key;' 
^ cruels else subscribed : — ^But I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such chil- 
dren. 
Com, See 't shalt thou never : — Fellows, hold 
the chair : — 
Upon these eyes of thine I *11 set my foot* 
Olo. He tliat will think to live till he be 
old 
Give me some help : cruel ! O ye gods ! 
Reg, One side will mock another; the other 

too. 
Com, If you see vengeance,— 

» We omit the usual stage direction at this place, at well 
as a subsequent stage direction, for reasons given in nius- 
traiion 7. 
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Serv. Hold your hand, my lord ; 

I have serv'd you ever since I was a child ; 
But better service have I never done you 
Than now to bid you hold. 

Reg, How now, you dog ? 

Serv, If you did wear a beard upon your 

I'd shake it on this quarrel: What do you 
mean? 
Com. My villain ! [^Drawi, and nms at him, 
Serv, Nay, then come on, and take the chance 

of anger. 
[Draws. Thegjight, Cobkwall w wounded, 
Reg, Give me thy sword.— [To another Ser- 
vant.] A peasant stand up thus ! 
[Snatches a sword, eomes behind^ and stabs 

him. 
Serv, 0, 1 am slain !— My lord, you have one 
eye left 
To see some mischief on him ; — O ! [Dies , 

Com. Lest it see more, prevent it :— Out, vile 
jelly! 
Where is thy lustre now P' 

Olo, All dark and comfortless. — ^Where 's my 
son Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature. 
To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain ! 

Thou call'st on him that hates thee: it 

was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us ; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

Olo, my follies ! 

Then Edgar was abus'd. — 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him ! 
Reg, Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him 
smell 
His way to Dover.— How is 't, my lord? How 
look you P 
Com. I have receiv*d a hurt: — Follow me, 
lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless viliain; — throw this 

slave 
Upon the dunghill.— Regan, I bleed apaoe : 
Untimely comes this hurt: Give me your 
arm. 
[Erit CoBNWALL, led bg Regan ;— Servants 

unbind Glosteb, and lead him out, 
[1 Serv, I *11 never care what wickedness 
I do. 
If this man come to good. 

2 Serv, If she live long^ 

Andf lit the end, meet the old course of 

death, 
Womrn will all turn monsters. 
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1 Serv. Let 's foUov the old earl, and get the 
BedLun 
To lead him where he would ; his roguish mad- 
ness 
Allows itself to anythmg. 
3 Serv. Qo thou; I'll fetch some flax <uid 
whites of eggs. 



To apply to his bleeding ftice. Now^ heaven 
help him !]• 

[Exeunt severally, 

m 

* The passage In brackets Is omitted in the folio; in 
which edition the scene concludes with the line of Corn* 
wall's speech — 

" r«iti«eljr comes this hurt : GItc me your arm." 



[ 'This night wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch. 
The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf. 'J 
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' ScKNK ir.— " When priests are more in word than 
matter," &o. 

Tma prophecy is not found in the quai-tos, 
and it wa« therefore somewhat hastily concluded 
that it was an interpolation of the players. It Is 
founded upon a prophecy in Chaucer, which is 
thus quoted in Putteuham's *Art of Poeti-y/ 
1689 :— 

" When faith fails in priestet taws, 

And lords' bests are hulden for laws, 

And robbeiy is tane for purchase, 

And lechery for solace, 

Then shall the realm of Albion 

Be brought to great confusion." 

Warburton had a theory that the lines spoken 
by the Fool contain two septirate prophecies; — 
that the first four lines are a satirical description 
of the present manners as future, and the subse- 
quent six lines a description of future manners, 
which the corruption of the present would prevent 
from ever happening. He then recommends a 
separation of the concluding two couplets to mark 
this distinction. ' Capell thinks also that they were 
separate prophecies, not spoken at the same time, 
but on different nights of the play's performance. 
All this appears to ua to pass by the real object of 
the passage, which, by the jumble of ideas — ^the 
confusion between manners that existed, and 
manners that might exist in an improved st^ite of 
society — were calculated to bring such predictions 
into ridicule. The conclusion, — 

" Then conies the time, who lives to see't. 
That going shall be used with feet,"— 

leaves no doubt of this. Nor was the introduction 
of such a mock prophecy mere idle buffoonery. 
There can be no question, from the statutes tliut 
were directed against these stimulants to popular 
credulity, that they were considered of importance 
in Shakspere*s day. Bacon's essay * Of Prophecies' 
■hows that the philosopher gravely denounced 
what our poet pleasantly ridiculed. Bacon did. 
not scruple to explain a prophecy of this nature 
in a way that might disarm public apprehension. 
*' The trivial prophecy which I heard when I was 
a child, and Queen Elizabeth was in the flower of 
her years, was, 

*• When hempe U sponne, 
England 's done ; " 
440 



whereby it was generally conceived that, after the 
princes had reigned which had the principal letters 
of that word hempe (which were Henry, Edward, 
^fary, Philip, and Elizabeth), England should 
come to utter confusion ; which, thanks be to God, 
U verified only in the change of the name ; for 
that the king^s stylo is now no more of England 
but of Britain." Bacon adds, " My judgment is 
that they ought alt to be despised, and ought t^ 
serve but for winter talk by the fireside : though, 
when I say despised, I mean it as for belief, for 
otherwise, the sprcadinGc or publishing of them ih 
in no sort to be despised, for they have done mi](*h 
mischief; and I see many severe laws made to 
suppress them." 

» Scene lY.—** That hath laid kmres nnder his 
piUoWf' Ac. 

The feigned madness of Edgar assumes, through- 
out, that he represented a demoniac. His first ex- 
pression is, ** Away I the foul fiend follows me ;*' 
and in this and the subsequent scenes the same 
idea is constantly repeated. •* Who gives anything; 
to poor Tom, whom the foul fiend hath led through 
fire and through flame?" — "This is the foul fiend 
Flibbertigibbet;" — "Peace, Smolkin. peace, thou 
foul fiend ;" '*,The foul fletid haunts poor Tom in 
the voice of a nightingale.'* Shakspere has, with 
wonderful judgment, put language in the mouth 
of Edgar that was in some degree familiar to his 
audience. In the year 1608, Dr. Samuel Harsnet, 
afterwards Archbishop of York, published a very 
extraordinary book, entitled 'A Declaration of 
Egregious Popish Impostm^es, to w^ithdraw the 
hearts of Her Majesty's subjects from their alle- 
giance, under the pretence of casting out devils, 
practised by Edmunds, alias Weston, a Jesuit, 
and divers Romish priests, his wiok«d associatas. 
Warburton thus describes the circumstance to 
which this work refers:— ''While the Spaniards 
were preparing their annada against En^nd, the 
Jesuits were -here busy at work to promote it by 
making converts. One method they employed waa 
to dispossess pretended demoniacs, by which arti- 
fice they made several hundred converts amongst 
the common people. The princiiml scene of this 
farce was laid in the family of one Mr. Edmund 
Peck ham, a Uouian CathoUo, where Marwood. a 
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•ervaut of Antony Babington's (who was after- 
wards executed for treason), Trayford, an atten- 
dant upon Mr. Peckam, and Sarah and Friswood 
Williams, and Anne Smith, three chambermaids 
in that family, crmc into the pi-iests* hands for 
cure. But the discipline of the patients was bo 
long and severe, and the priests so elate and cai'e- 
less with their success, that the plot was discovered 
on the confession of the parties concerned, and 
the contrivers of it deservedly punished." When 
Edgar s»iy8 that the foul fiend *'hath laid knives 
under his pillow, and halters in his pew," Shaks- 
pere repeats one of the circumstances of the 
imposture described by Ilarsnet: — "This ex- 
aminant further saith, that one Alexander, an 
npothecary, having brought with him from London 
Ut Denham on a time a new halter and two blades 
of knives, did leave the same upon the gallery 
floor in her master's house. A great search was 
made in the house to know how the said halter 
and knife-blades -came thither, till Ma. Mainy, in 
his next fit, said that it was reported that the 
devil laid them in the gallery, that some of those 
that were possessed mi^ht either hang themselves 
with the halter, or kill themselves with the blades." 
Jn Harsnet we find that "Fratiretto, Fliberdi- 
gibbit) Hoberdidance, Tocobatto, were four devils 

of. the round or morrice These four 

had forty assistants under them, as themselves 
do confess." The names of three of these fiends 
are used by Mad Tom, and so is that of a fourth, 
Smallkin, also mentioned by Harsnet. When he 
says — 

" The prince of darkness Is a gentleman ; 
Modo he 's rall'd, and Mahu "^ 

he uses names which are also found in Harsnet, 
where Modo was called the prince of all other 
devils. (See Illustration 5.) 

* ScENB IV.—** Aroint thee, wttch, aroint thee,** 

We have been favoured with the following note, 
which illustrates this passage, and that in Mao- 
beth— 

" Aroint thee, witch, the rumpfed ronyon cile«**— 
by Mr. T. Rodd. Our readers will be gratified by 
the very happy explanation of a matter which has 
hitherto been perplexed and uncertain :- 

The word aroint occurs twice in Shakspcare, 
and is not found in the work of any other old 
English author, nor is it contained in any ancient 
dictionaiy. It lias been supposed that it is printed 
by mistake for araunt, and some commentators 
propose to read a rovcan-treej that tree being held 
K% a charm against the power of witches, against 
whom the word is ased. Whoever is conversant 
with the details of seeing a work through the 
printing-press will be satisfied that the woi*d is 
aroint f and that it was well understood at the 
lime. Whenever a word occurs in writing which 
is not understood by the compositor, he is in the 
habit of printing in its place some word nearest 
in appearance, no matter whether it makes sense 
of the passage or not. Now, as this word is printed 
the same in all the four folios, it is fair to presume 
that it was not altogether fallen into disuse, even 
in 1685, the date of the latest of these editions. 
Hichiirdson, in his Dictionary, derives it from 



Ronger, and says that it means, he thou gnawefV; 
but the word as used in Shakspeare will not bear 
this interpretation. 

Under this uncertainty, the following new ety- 
mology of the word is proposed. 

It is conjectured that it is a compound of or, or 
ae^', and hjfnt : the first a very ancient word, com- 
mon to the Greek and Gothic languages in th& 
sense of to go ; the second derived from the 
Gothic, and still in common use under the 5«anie 
form and with the snme meanin$r, hind, be/tmcf, 
&c., in Knglish, and hinty or ////n^ in German. 

In support of this derivation of the word, it 
must be bonie in mind that it is used as a chnrm 
against witches, and appears to have had a powerful 
effect, since one of the witches in Macbeth, against 
whom it is used, acknowledges, by her threats of 
vengeance, its efficacy ; and this use of it is probably 
derived from the remarkable words used by Christ 
on two occasions, Mark viii. 33, Luke iv. 8, GettJiee 
heJiind m«, SoUan;^ apparently a common phrase 
ami'Ug the Jews. In the German version of the 
Testament by Luther, Luke iv. 8, is rendered hynt 
ar me thu Sathanas. It is not unlikely that this 
text may have been adopted into the forms for 
exorcising persons supposed to be possessed, and 
thus it came into common use. 

Dr. Johnson imagined he had found the word 
used, in* an old print copied by Heame from &n 
ancient illumination representing the harrowing of 
hell. The devil is represented as blowing a horn, 
from which proceeds the woi*d arongt. This may 
be intended merely to express by letters the sounds 
from the horn : if it really be a word, it is pro- 
bably arongt, go out, — the print representing the 
delivery of the damned from hell by Christ,— and 
will thus strengthen our conjecture. The word 
aroint appears to be still used in Cheshire, m the 
same sense as by Shakspeare. In Wilbraham's 
Glossary of Cheshire Words, we find rynt tised by 
the milk-maid when the cow will not stand stfll— 
**rynt thee" — the cow evidently being supposed to 
be bewitched. In this instance the a is either 
dropped, or is expressed by giving the r its full 
rough sound, by comprev<;sing the tongue againet 
the palate when sounding it. 

Another Sbaksperian word, haccare, appears to 
be a compound apparently derived in part froni 
the same root. The commentators derive it from 
the Italian, but without giving the parent word » 
and on searching the dictionary of that lansjuRgo 
no such word has been found. The word was ii 
common use before the time of Shakspeare ; it 
occura in Heywood's Proverbs, and also in the old 
interlude of 'Ralf Roister Doister,* by Udall, 
under the form of a proverbial expression, ** Bac- 
care, quoth Mortimer to kit sow" It is long ere 
impoi'ted words get into such common use as to 
become adopted by the common people into their 
proverbial and familiar phrases ; and it is much to 
be doubted whether, at the time when Hey woo I 
wrote, any Italian woixls had been introduced, 
except such as related to commerce. There can 
be no doubt, therefore, that the word is pure 
Saxon. — hack-are, go 6«rit,— in which sense it is 
used by Heywood, Udall. nnd Shakspeare. 

The word haccare has 'een previously noticed, 
with this explanation, in The Taming of the Shrew. 
Act II., So. i. 
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^ SOKNB IT.—*" Whipped from tything to iything, 
and ttocked, pwn^ed, and imprisoned" 

Shakspere with that unvarying kindness which 
he exhibits towards wretched and oppressed hu- 
manitjy in however low a shape, makes us here 
feel the cruelty of the laws which in his days were 
enforced, however vainly, for the suppression of 
mendicancy. By the statutes of the 89th Eliza- 
beth (1597),and thelst of JamesL (1604),thesevero 
penalties of former Acts were somewhat modified ; 
but the rogue, vagabond, or sturdy beggar, was 
still by these statutes to be " stripped naked, from 
the middle upwards, and to be whipped until his 
body was bloody, and to be sent from paiish to 
parish, the nelt straight way to the place of hid 
birth." Harrison has described the previous state 
of the law with his characteristic force and sim- 
plicity, but wiUi small leaning to the merciful side: 
" The punishment that is ordained for this kind of 
people is very sharp, and yet it cannot refrain 
them from their gadding : wherefore the end 
must needs be martial law to be exercised upon 
them, as upon thieves, robbers, despisers of all 
laws, and enemies to the common-wealth and 
welfare of the land. What notable robberies, 
pilferiee, murders, rapes, and stealings of young 
children, burning, breaking and disfiguring their 
limbs to make them pitiful in the sight of the 
people, I need not to rehearse : but for their idle 
rogueing about the country, the law ordaineth 
this manner of correction. The rogue being 
apprehended, committed to prison, and tried in 
the next assizes, (whether they be of gaol delivery 
or sessions of the peace,) if he happen to be con- 
victed for a vagabond either by inquest of office 
or the testimony of two honest and credible 
witnesses upon their oaths, he is then immediately 
adjudged to be grievously whipped, and burned 
through the gristle of the right ear with a hot 
iron of the compass of an inch about, as a mani- 
festation of his wicked life, and due punishment 
received for the same. And this judgment is to 
be executed upon him, except some honest person 
worth five pounds in the queen's books in goods, 
or twenty shillings in lands, or some rich house- 
holder to be allowed by the justices, will be bound 
in recognizance to retain him in his service for 
one whole year. If he be taken the second time, 
and proved to have forsaken his said service, he 
shall thon be whipped again, bored likewise through 
the other ear, and set to service ; from whence if 
he depart before a year be expired, and happen 
afterwards to be attached again* he is condemned 
to suffer pains of death as a felon (except before 
excepted), without benefit of deigy or sanotuaiy, 
as by the statute doth appear." 

* Scene IV.—*' The prince of darhnesi i$ a gentle- 
man; 
Modo he *s called, and Mahu," 

In a previous illustration we have shown that 
Modo and Mahu, as the names of fiends, occur 
in Harsnet's ' Declaration of Popish Impostiures.' 
There can be no doubt, we think, that Shakspere 
derived these names, as well as others which Edgar 
uses, from this book, which, from its nature, must 
have attracted considerable popular attention. But 
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it is difficult to say where the Jesuits, whose im* 
postures Harsnet describes, found tibe strange 
names which they bestow upon their pretended 
fiends. Latimer, however, mentions Flibberti- 
gibbet in his Sermons. A leained and ingenious 
fnend, not being aware of the direct source •from 
which the names of Modo and Mahu were derived 
by Shakspere, has pointed our attention to a re- 
markable Bin:dlarity between these names and the 
Hebrew words signifying chaos used in the first 
chapter of Genesis : — 

I think that the source from which they sprung 
is the second verse of the Bible — ** And the earth 
was Tohu and Bohu" (as we translate it, " without 
form and void"). These words were in the seven- 
teenth century used proverbially : thus Cudworth's 
* Intellectual System,' ch. it, sec. ii — " With De- 
mocritus he made the worldi, not the offspring of 
mind and underatanding, but of dark senseless 
matter, of Tohu and Bohu, or oonfused chaos;" 
and again, sec. xvii , " Here it is plain that all is 
Tohu and Bohu — chaos and confusion." It is 
worth attention that, in that strange wild philo- 
sophy of Manichseism, the evil principle is the 
same as chaos— the Tohu and Bohu of the Bible. 
Take the following remarkable passage : — '* On the 
side of that bright and holy land was the deep and 
immense land of darkness, wherein dwelt fiery 
bodies, pestilent races. There were boundless daik- 
nesses, emanating from the same nature, countless 
with theur progeny ; beyond which were muddy 
and turbid waters, with their inhabitants, within 
which were horrible and vehement winds, with 
their princes and producers." — Saint AugusUn — 
Pttse/s Translation. 

^ SoBNB VI.—" Come o'er the houm, Bessy, to me,*' 

This is the first line of a "souge betwene the 
Queene's MajesUe and JSnglande," or a dialogue in 
verae, consisting of twenty-two stanzas of six lines 
each, the interlocutors being England personified 
and the Queen Elizabeth. The original is part of 
an exceedingly rare, if not unique, collection, in 
black letter, in the library of the Society of Anti- 
quaries, reprinted in the 'Harleian Miscellany,' 
vol. X., p. 260. 

In a volume of MS. music in the British Museum 
is a three-part song (a canon), supposed to have 
been written in the time of Henry VIIL, beginning 
as the above, and which seems to be a veraion — 
or, possibly, the source — of it. The music is in 
the old notation, each part separate, and no< "in 
score," as erroneously stated in the index to the 
volume. 

^ Scene VIL— « Where is thy lustre now /" 

Of the scene of tearing out Qloster's eyes, Cole- 
ridge thus speaks : — " I will not disguise my con- 
viction that, in this one point, the tragic in this play 
has been ui^ged beyond the outermost maik and 
neplus ultra of the dramatia" He subsequently 
says, " What can*! say of this scene t There is my 

reluctance to think Shakspere wrong, and yet ." 

As the scene stands in all modem editions, it is 
impossible not to agree with Coleridge. The 
editors, by their stage directions, have led us to 



Digitized by 



Google 



KING LEAR 



think thai this horrid act was manifested to the 
sight of the audience. They say " Gloster is held 
down in- his chair, while Cornwall plucks out one 
of his eyes, and sets his foot en it." Again, *' Tears 
out Gloster*s other eye, and throws it on the 
ground." Nothing of these directions occurs in the 
original editions, and we have therefore rejected 
them from the text But if it can be shown that 
the act was to be imagined and not seen by the 
spectators, some part of the loathing which we feel 
must be diminished. In an Illustration of Othello, 
Act v., we have shown the uses of the ** secondary 
stage," by which oontriyance " two scenes might 
be played which could be wholly comprehended, 
although not everything in the smaller frame was 
expressly and evidently seen«" We have also re- 
ferred, iu that Illustration, to Tieck's argument^ 
that the horrid action of tearing out Qlostei's eyes 
did not take place on the stage proper, giving a 
portion of the note of that eminent German critic. 
We now repeat his aigument at length : — 

" The chair (or seat) in which Qloster is bound 
is that which stood somewhat elevated in the 
middle of the scene, and from which Lear deli- 
vered his first speech. This little theatre, in the 
midst, was, when not in use, concealed by a cur- 
tain, which was again withdrawn when necessary. 
Shnkspere has therefore, like all the dramatists of 
his age, frequently two scenes at one and the same 
time. * In Henry VIII. the nobles stand in the 
ante-chamber ; the curtain is withdrawn, and we 
are in the chamber of the king. Thus also, when 
Cranmer waits in the ante-chamber, the curtain 
then opens to the councU-chaml)er. We have here 
this advantage, that, by the pillars which divided 



* MaMinger bat Mine strong cum in point. See par- 
tlcnUrlj the Virgin Martyr and the Oreat Duke of 
Floreoee. 



this little central theatre from the proso^ilum or 
proper stage, not only could a double group be 
presented, but it oould be partially oonceued ; and 
thus two soenes might be played, which would be 
wholly comprehended, although not eveiy thing in 
the smaller frame was exprossly and evidently 
seen. Thus Qloster sat, probably concealed, and 
Cornwall, near him, is vinble. Regan standa be- 
low, on the fore-stage, but dose to Cornwall ; and 
on this fore-stage also stand the servants. Corn- 
wall, horribly enough, tears Qloetei's eye out with 
his hand ; but we do not directly see It, for somo 
of the servants who hold the chair stand around, 
and the curtain is only half-withdrawn (for it di- 
vided on each sido). ffiie expression which Corn- 
wall uses is only figurative, and it is certainly not 
meant that the act of treading on the eye is actnallv 
done. During the scornful speeches of Cornwall 
and Regan, one of the servants runs up to the 
upper stage and wounds Cornwall Regan, who is 
below, seizes a sword from another of the vassals, 
and stabs him from behind whUe he is yet fighting. 
The groups are all in motion, and become more 
concealed ; and, while the attention is stronglv 
attracted to the bloody scene, Qloster loses his 
second eye. We hear Gloster*s oomplainiugs, but 
we see him no more. Thus he goes off; for tiiis 
inner stage had also its place of exit. Cornwall 
and Regan come agiun upon the proscenium, and 
go off on the side The servants conclude the 
scene with some reflections. This I imagine to 
be the course of the action, and through uiis the 
horrors of the scene become somewhat softened. 
The poet, to be sure, trusted much to the strong 
minds of his friends, who would be too much 
affected by the fearfulness of the entire repre- 
sentation of this tragedy to be interrupted by 
single events, bloody as they were ; or, through 
them, to be frightened back from their conceptiuu 
of the whole." 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I.— An open country. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edy. Yet better thus, and known to be con- 
temned. 
Than still conteran'd and flatter'd. To be worst. 
The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune. 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear : 
The lamentable change is from the best ; 
The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then. 
Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace ! 
The wret<jh that thou hast blown unto the worst 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. — But who comes 
here?— 

Enter Glostek, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led ? — World, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange mutations make us hate 

thee. 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord. 1 have been your 
tenant, and your father*s tenant, these fourscore 
years. 

Qlo, Ayrtij, get thee away; good friend, be 
goner 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
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Old Man.*" You cannot see your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no 
eyes; 
I stumbled when I saw : Full oft H is seen 
Our means secure us ; ^ and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — O, dear son Edgar, 
ITic food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
I 'd say, 1 had eyes again ! 

Old Mm. How now ? Who 's there ? 

Edy. lJ8ide.'\ gods ! Who is *t can say, * I 
am at the worst?* 
I am worse than e'er I was. 

Old Man. 'T is poor mad Tom. 

Edy. [Aside.'] And worse I may be yet : The 
worst is not 
So long as we can say, ' This is the worst.' 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest ? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 



« The quarto here introduces, " Alack, sir!" 
b Our means secure us — so all the old editions. Pope 
changed it to "our mean secures us." Mean is moderate 
condition, of vrhich means might have lieen used as the 
plural. Jennens thinks that hy means may perhaps be un- 
derstood menn things. We believe that means is here used 
only in the common sense of resources, poifrrrs, capacities. 
The means, surh as we possess, are our securities, and 
further, our mere defects prove advantages. 
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[Scene It. 



Olo. Ho has some reason, else he could not 
beg. 
I'- the last night's storm I such a fello\y saw, 
Which made me think a man a worm : my son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : 1 have 

heard more since : 
As flics to wanton boys arc we to the gods ; 
'J hey kill us for their sport. 

Edg. How should this be P 

Bad is the trade that must play fool to soitow, 
Ang'ring itself and others. [Aside.'] — Bless thee, 
master ! 

Olo. Ts that the naked fellow? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Olo. Get thee away : If, for my sake. 
Thou wilt overtake us, hence a mile or twain, 
1' the way towards Dover, do it for ancient 

love; 
And bring some covering for this naked sdul. 
Which I *11 entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he 's mad. 

Glo, *Tis the times' plague, when madmen 
lead the blind. 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I '11 bring him the best 'parel that 
I have, 
Come on *t what will. \Bxit. 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom 'a a-cold. — I cannot daub it 
further. [Aside. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [Aside.] And yet I must. — Bless thy 
sweet eyes, they bleed. 

Glo. Know'st thou the way to Dover P 

?ldg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot- 
path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good 
wits : Bless thee, good man's son,* from the foul 
fiend ! [Five fiends have been in poor Tom at 
once ; of lust, as Obidicut ; EobUdidence, prince 
of dumbness ; Mahu, of stealing ; Modo, of 
murder ; Flibberligibbet, of mopping and mowing; 
who since possesses chamber-maids and waiting- 
women. So, bless thee, master ! ^] 

Glo. Here, take this purse, you whom the 
heaven 's plagues 
Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : — ^Heavens, deal so still! 
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man. 
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he does not feel, feel your power quickly; 
So distribution should undo excess, 



' The quartos — hleu the good man. 

b The passage in brackets U not in the folio. 



And each man have enough. — Dost thou know 
Dover P 

Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending' 
head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep r* 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, 
And I *11 repaur the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me : from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Eflg. Give me thy arm ; 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt. 

SCENE U. ^Be/ore the Duke of Albany'* 
Palace, 

Enter GoNEBiL and Edmund ; Steward muling 
them. 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, otif mild 
husband 
Not met us on the way ;— Now, where 's your 
master ? 
Stew. Madam, within; but never man so 
chang'd : 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 
He smil'd at it : I told hun, you were coming ; 
His answer was, 'ITie worse:' of Gloster^s 

treachery, 
And of the loyal service of his son. 
When I informed him, then he wdl'd me sot^ 
And told me, 1 had turn'd the wrong side out : — 
What most he should dislike seems pleasant to 

him; 
What like, offensive. 

Qon. Then shall you go no further. 

[To Edmund. 
It is the cowish terror of his spirit. 
That dares not undertake : he '11 not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to a answer : Our wishes, on the 

way, 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my bro- 
ther ; 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 
1 must change names* at home, and give the dis- 
taff 
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to 

hear. 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech; 
[Giving a favour. 
Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak. 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air ; — 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 



» NameB—AXii quartos, arm*. 
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EJm, Tom in the ranks of deaiL 
OoH, My mo0t dear Gloeter ! 

[Exit Edmttkd. 
0, tlie difference of man and man ! 
To thee a woman's services are due ; 
My fool nsnrps my body • 
Stew, Madam, here comes my lord. 

[Exit Steward. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I ha?e been worth the whistle.^ 
J16. OGoneril! 

Yon are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — [I fear your disposition : 
That nature^ which contemns its origin. 
Cannot be bordered certain in itself; 
She that herself will sli?er and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither. 
And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

.^/^» Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem 

vile: 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you 

done? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have yon performed P 
A father, and a gracious aged man. 
Whose reverence even the head-lugg'd bear 

would lick. 
Most barbarous, most degenerate! have yoa 

madded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it P 
A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 
If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences^ 
'T will come : 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself. 
Like monsters of the deep.^j 

Gon. Milk-liver'd man ! 

Thai bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering; [that not 

know'st, 
Fools do those villains pity, who are pumsh'd 
Ere they have done tiieir mischief. Where's 

thy drumP 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land ; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
Whilst thou, a moral fool, sitt'st stiU, and cry'st 
* Alack ! why does he so ? '] 
Jib. See thyself, devil ! 

* So the folio. One of the quartos, a fool tuurpM mn bed ; 
another, my foot umrpi mifkead. 

t> In one of Heywood's i)ialogaee, we have the proverbial 
ezprettioD— " It la a poor dog that is not worth the whist- 
ling." 

e The paasage in brackets is not in the folio ; and the 
•nbse^nent passages in bracliets are also omitted in that 
edition. 
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Proper deformity seems not in the 'fiend 
So horrid as in women. 

Gon. vain fool ! 

[Mb. Thou changed and self-oover'd thing, 
for shame, 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood. 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones : — Howe'er thou art a fiend, 
A woman's shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry^ your manhood now ! — ^] 

Enter a Messenger. 

Jib. What news P 

Mess. 0, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall 's 
dead: 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
The other eye of Gloster. 

Jib* Gloster's eyes ! 

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with 
remorse, 
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag'd. 
Flew on him, and among'st them fell'dhim dead : 
But not without that harmful stroke which since 
Hath pluck'd him after. 

Jib. This shows you are above, 

Tou justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge !— but, O, poor Gloster ! 
Lost he his other eye P 

Mess. Both, both, my lord. — 

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ; 
T is from your sister. 

GoM. [Jside.'] One way I like this well ; 
But being widow, and my Gloster with her. 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : Another way. 
The news is not so tart. — I'll read, and answer. 

[Exit. 

Jib. Where was his son, when they did take 
his eyesP 

Mess. Come with my lady hither. 

Jib. He is not here. 

Mess. No, my good lord; I met him back 
again. 

Jib. Knows he the wickedness P 

Mess. Ay, my good lord; 'twas he inform'd 
against him; 
And quit the house on purpose^ that their 

punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

Jib. Gloster, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou show'dst the king. 
And to revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, friend; 
Tell me what more thou know'st. [Exeunt^ 
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[•SCENE lll.'-The French Camjf, near Dover. 

Enter Kent and a Gentleman. 

Kent. Why the king of Franoe is so suddenly 
gone back know you the reason P 

Oent. Something he left imperfect in the 
state, which since his coming forth is thought 
of; which imports to the kingdom so much fear 
and danger, that his personal return was most 
required, and necessary .*» 
Kent, Who hath he left behind him general ? 
Geni, The Mareschal of France, Monsieur La 

Far." 
Kent, Did your letters pierce the queeu to 
any demonstration of grief? 

Gent* Ay, sir, she took them, read them in my 
presence; 
And now and then an ample tear trilPd^own 
Her delicate cheek ; it seem'd she was a queen 
Over her passion; who, most rebel-like, 
Sought to be king o'er her. 
Kent. 0, then it mov'd hei. 

Gent, Not to a rage: patience and sorrow 
strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have 

seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : * Those happy smilets,* 
That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to 

know 
What guests were in her eyes; which parted 

thence. 
As pearls from diamonds dropped.— Li brief, 

sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all 
Gould so become it. 
Kent* Made she no verbal question P 

Gent, 'Faith, once, or twice, she heav'd the 
name of ' father ' 
Pantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart ; 
Cried, 'Sisters; sisters 1— shame of ladies! sis- 

ters! 
Kent! father! sisters! WhatP i' the storm? i' 
the night ? 



» The whole of this leene is WAntlng in the folio. (See 
Introductory Notice.) 

b This speech is printed as prose in the original. The 
modern editors have regulated it into hohbling metre. 

• Monsieur La Far— to the original copies. In some 
^tions we have Momieur U Ftr, Sbakspere has a similar 
name in Henry the Filth. 

d B9tUr i<ay.— This in the modem reading; the original 
is better way. Tieclc translates the passage, were like a 
tpring day. In the French translation of Letoumeur, we 
have, " vous avez vu I^ soleil au milien de la pluie : son 
sourlre et ses pleura offi-aient I'image d'un Jour plus doux 
•ncore.'* 

• Smilett.-^ThiM beautiful diminutive is found in the 
original ; and we know not why it should not hold its place 
In the text. 



Let pity not be believed I * — ^There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes. 
And clamour moisten'd : — then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the stars. 

The stars above us, govern our conditions ; 
Ebe one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her 
since? 

Gent, No. 

Kent. Was this before the king retum'd ? 

Gent, No, since. 

Kent, Well, sir : The poor distress'd Lear is 
i' the town : 
Who sometimes, in his better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent, Why, good sir? 

Kent, A sovereign shame so elbows him : his 
own unkindness. 
That stripp'd her horn his benediction, tum'd 

her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — ^these things 

sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning sliame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kent. Of Albany's and Cornwall's powers yoa 
heard not ? 

Gent, 'Tis so; they are afoot. 

Kent, Well, sir, I *11 bring you to our master, 
Lear, 
And leave you to attend him : some dear cause ** 
Will in conceabnent wrap me up awhile ; 
When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [Ea;eitnt. 

SCENE IV,^TAe tame. J Tent. 

Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers. 

Cor. Alack, 't is he; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea : singing aloud ; 
Crown'd with rank frimiter, and farrow weeds. 
With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers. 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. — ^A century send forth; 
Search eveiy acre in the high-grown field. 
And bring him to our eye. What can man's 
wisdom [Etit an Officer. 

In the restoring his bereaved sense ? 
He that help^ him, take all my outward wortL 

* Dear ca»M— important husiness. So in Romeo and 
Juliet— "dear employment." 
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Phy. There is means, madam : 
Our foster-nurse of nature is repose, 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in hira. 
Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. ■ All bless'd secrets. 

All you unpublished virtues of the earth, 
Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate, 
In the good man's distress ! *— Seek, seek for him; 
Lest his ungovem'd rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. News, madam : 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor. 'Tis known before; our preparation 
stands 
In expectation of them. — O dear father, 
It is thy business that I go about ; 
Therefore great France 

My mourm'ng. and important tears, hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our aged father's right : 
3oon may I hear and see him! [Exeunt. 

SCENE f .— ^ Room in Gloster'* Castle. 
Enter Regan and Steward. 

Heg. But are my brother's powers set forth ? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Beg. Himself 

In person there ? 

Slew. Madam, with much ado : 

Your sister is the better soldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord 
at home ? 

Stew. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister's letter to 
himP 

Slew. I know not, lady. 

Reg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious 
matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out. 
To let him live ; where he arrives he moves 
All hearts against us ; Edmund, I think, is gone, 
Tn pity of his misery, to despatch 
His nighted life ; moreover, to descry 
The strength o' the enemy. 

Stew. I must needs after him, madam, with 
my letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow; stay 
with us ; 
The ways are dangerous. 

• DUirest-tQ the quartos; the folio has desiret. 

as 



stew. I may not, madam ; 

My lady charg'd my duty in this business. 
Reg. Why should she write to Edmund? 
Might not you 
Transport her purposes by words ? Belike, 
Something— I know not what :— I '11 love thee 

much, 
Let me unseal the letter. 

Slew. Madam, I had rather— 

Reg. I know your lady does not love her 
husband ; 
1 am sure of that: and, at her late being 

here, 
She gave strange oeiliads, and most speaking} 

looks 
To noble Edmuud: I know you are of her 
bosom. 
Stew. 1, madam P 

Reg. I speak in understanding; you are, I 
know it : 
Therefore, 1 do advise you, take this note : 
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ; 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your lady's: — You may gathcc' 

more. 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 
And when your mistress hears thus much from 

you, 
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 
So fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 
Stew. 'Would I could meet him, madam ! 1 
would show 
What party I do follow. 
Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt. 



SCENE YL—Tke country near Dover. 

Enter GiX)8TER, and Edgar dressed like a 
peasant. 

Glo. When shall we oome to the top of tfaj^t 

same hill P 
Edg, You do climb up it now : look how wc 

labour. 
Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 
Edg. Horrible st«ep : 

Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

Glo. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow im- 
perfect 
By your eyes' anguish. 

Glo. So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks thy voice is alter'd ; and thow speak'st 
In better phrase and matter than thou didst. 
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Edg. You are much deceiv'd ; in nothing am 
I chang'd, 
But in my garments. 

Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir ; here 's the place ! — stand 
still. — How fearful 
And dizzy *t is, to cast one 's eyes so low !• 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway 

air, 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire; dreadful 

trade!' 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head ; 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach. 
Appear like mice ; and yon' tall anchoring bark, 
Diminished to her cock ;* her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : the murmuring sui^. 
That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high : — I 'U look no more ; 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

Glo. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : you are now within 
afoot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glo. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking : Fairies, and 

gods, 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off ; 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. 

\_Seems to go. 

Glo. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair, 
Is done to cure it. 

Glo. you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and, in your sights. 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills, 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Bum itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him ! — 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. 

Edg. Gone, sir.^ Farewell. — 

[Gloster leaps, and falls along. 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 



» The roc*-6o«<-The " anchoring bark" has a •mall boat 
tuwiiig. and, as the b rk iva« diminished to a cock, the cock 
wa« a buoy " almost too small for sight." 

b Gone, tir. — This was formerly printed, gone^ fir f Ai if 
Edgar asked Gloster if he had gone ; whereas Gloster has 
previously told him, "go thou farther ofT;" and, i^hen 
Gloster again speaks to him. he says, gone, tit. 

Traoedibs.— Vol. I. 2 



Yields to the theft : Had he been where he 

thought. 
By this had thought been past. — Alive or dead ? 
Ho, you sir ! friend !— Hear you, sir ?— speak ! 
ITius might he pass indeed :— Yet he revives : 
What are you, sir P 

Glo. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou beeu aught but gossamer,* 
feathers, air. 
So many fathom down prexiipitating. 
Thou hadst shivered like an egg : but thou dost 

breathe ; 
Hast heavy substance ; bleed'st not ; speak*st ; 

art sound. 
Ten masts at each* make not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell ; 
Thy life 's a miracle : Speak yet again. 
Glo. But have I fallen, or no ? 
Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky 
bourn .^ 
Look up a-height ;— the shrill-gorg'd lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes. — 
Is wretchedness depriv'd that benefit. 
To end itself by death ? *T was yet some comfort. 
When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage. 
And frustrate hb proud will. 

Edg, Give me your arm : 

Up : — so ;— How is 't f Feel you your legs P You 
stand. 
Glo. Too well, too well. 
Edg. This is above all strangeness : 

Upon the crown o' the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you P 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought his eyes 

Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 

Horns whelk'd, and wav'd like the enridged^ sea ; 



* At each. — So all the old editions. Ten matt$ at each 
may signify each placed at the end of the other. Some 
think, however, that there is a slight typographical error, 
and that we should read ten masts at reach. We can find 
no example of a similar use of oi each ; and yet the phrase 
conveys the meaning. 

b Bourn. In a previous passage, " Come o'er the bourn, 
Bi>8sy, to me," bourn signifies a river; and so iu the ' Fairy 
Queen,' (Book ii., Canto vi., Stania 10)— 

" My little boat can safely pass this perilous houme.'" 
In Milton's ' Comns' we have — 

*' And every bosky bourn fi-om side to side." 
Here, as Warton well explains the word, boum is a wind- 
ing, deep, and narrow valley, with a rivulet at the bottom. 
Such a spot is a boum because it is a boundary — ^a natural 
division ; and this is the seni«e in which a river is called a 
bourn. The " chalky boum" in the passage before us is, in 
the same way, the chalky boundary of England towards 
France. 

c Snridged. This is the reading of the quartos. The 
folio enraged. Enrldged is the more poetical word, and 
Shakspere has the idea in his Venus and Adonis, — 

"fTill the wild waves will have him seen no more, 
Whose ridge$ with the meeting clouds contend." 
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It was some fiend : Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think that the clearest gods, who make them 

honours 
Of men's impossibilities, have preserved thee. 

Gh. I do remember now : henceforth I '11 bear 
Affliction, till it do crY out itself. 
Enough, enough, and die. lliat thing you speak 

of, 
I took it for a man ; often 't would say, 
* The fiend, the fiend : ' he led me to that place. 
Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. — But 

who comes here P 

Enter Itzus^fantasticallj^ dressed up wiih 
fiowers. 

The safer sense will ne*ei accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coin- 
ing;* 
I am the king himself. 

Edg. O thou side-piercing sight ! 

Lear. Nature's above art in that respect. — 
There 's your press-monej. That fellow handles 
his bow like a crow-keeper :*• draw me a clothier's 
yard.* — ^Look, look, a mouse ! Peace, peace ; — 
this piece of toasted cheese will do *t. — There 's 
my gauntlet; I'll prove it on a giant. — Bring 
up the brown bill8.*--0, well flown, bird !— i* the 
dout, i' the clout : hewgh ! — Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

Qlo. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha ! Qoneril ! — with a whit« beard ! — 
They flatter'd mc like a dog ; and told roe I had 
the white haurs in my beard, ere the black ones 
were there. To say ay, and no, to everything 
I said. — Ay and no too was no good divinity. 
When the rain came to wet me once, and the 
wind to make me chatter; when the thunder 
would not peace at my bidding ; there I found 
them, there I smelt them out. Go to, they are 



• For coining.— 80 the quartos.— The foUo crjfinff. Tieok, 
to our turpiise, considers the reading of the folio right. If 
m follow the course of Lear's thoughts we shall see that he 
Ikncles htroself a king at the head of his army. It is his 
prerogative to coin money— "they cannot touch me for 
coitilng." Now levies are brought to him—" There 's your 
press-MoiMy.*' 

•> The crow-keeper was the rustic who kept crows from 
corn— one unpractised in the proper use of the bow. 
Atcharo, In his ' Toxophllus,' thus describes one who 
•* handles his bow like a crow-keeper : " "Another cowereih 
inxn, and layeth out his buttocks as though he should 
Pboot at crows." 

« Draw me a clothier* s yard— 'raw like a famous English 
archer,— the archer of Chevy Chast- :— 

" An arrow of a cloth y,. d long 
Up to the head drew he." 

4 The brown bills—hint for billmen— the infantry. Mar- 
lowe unes the phrase in the same way in his Edward II. : — 
" Lo, with a band of bowmen and of pikes, 
Brown bill$^ and targetiers." 
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not men o* their words: tliey told me I was 
everything ; 't is a lie ; I am not agne^proof. 

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remem- 
her 
Is 't not the king ? 

f^ar. Ay, every inch a king : 

When I do stare, see, how the subject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life : What was thy cause 't — 
Adultery ?— 

Thou shalt not die : Die for adultery ! No : 
The wren goes to 't, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 
Let copulation thrive, for Gloster's bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Got 'tween the lawful sheets. 
To *t, Inxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yon 'simpering dame. 
Whose face between her forks presageth snow; 
That minces virtue, and does shake the head 
To hear of pleasure's name ; 
The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to 't 
With a more riotous appetite.* 
Down from the waist they are centaurs, though 
women all above : but to the girdle do the gods 
inherit, beneath is all the fiends' ; there 's hell, 
there's darkness, there is the sulphurous pit, 
burning, scalding, stench, consumption; — Fye, 
fye, fye ! pah ; pah ! Give me an ounce of dvet ; 
good apothecary, sweeten^ my imagination: 
there 's money for thee. 

Glo. let me kiss that hand ! 

Lear. Let roe wipe it first ; it smells of mor- 
tality. 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature! This great 
world 
Shall so wear out to nought. — Dost thou know 
me? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. 
Dost thou squiny at meP No, do thy worst, 
blind Cupid; I'll not love. — ^Read thou this 
challenge ; mark but the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all thy letters suns, I could not 
see.** 

Edg. I would not take this from report ; — ^it is. 
And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. B;ead. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes ? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me? No 
eyes in your head, nor no money in your purse P 



* These words, beginning, bdtold yon* eitnpering dame, are 
printed as prose in the folia The previous lines of Lear's 
speech are metrically arranged. In the quano the whole 
speech is given as prose. 

b The quarios, to sweeten. 

c So the folio — the quartos — 

*' Were all the letters suns, I could not see one,'* 
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Your eyes are in a heavy case, your purse in a 
light : Yet you see how this world goes. 
Oh, I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may see how 
this world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine 
ears : see how yon' justice rails upon yon* sim- 
ple thief. Hark, in thine ear : Change places ; 
and, handy-dandy, which is the justice, which 
is the thief? Thou hast seen a farmer's dog 
bark at a beggar P 
Glo, Ay, sir. 

Lear. And the creature run from the curP 
There thou might'st behold the great image of 
authority : a dog 's obeyed in office. — - 
Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why dost thou lash that whore ? strip thine own 

back; 
Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind 
For which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs 

the cozener. 
Through tatter*d clothes small vices do appear ; 
Hobes and furr'd gowns hide all Plate^ sin with 

gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I say, none; I'll able 

'em: 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Gtet thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. — Now, now, 

now, now : 
Pull off my boots : —harder, harder ; so. 

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix'd I 
Beason in madness ! 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my 

eyes. 

I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloster ; 

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither. 

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air, 

' We wawl, and cry :— I will preach to thee ; 

mark. 
Glo. Alack, alack the day ! 
Lear. When we are bom, we cry, that we are 

come 
To this great stage of fools; ^This a good 

block !— ^ 



* Plate— iht old cnples read place. The correction, which 
is ingenious and valuable, was made by Pope. 

»> This a Mod block I Steevens conjectures that, when 
Lear says " I will preach to thee," and begins his sermon, 
*' When we are born, we cry," he takes his hat in his hand, 
and, turning it round, dislikes the Tashion or shape of it, 
which was then called ihe block. He then starts off, by 
association with the hat, to the delicate stratagem of shoe- 
ing a troop of horse with felt Lord Herbert, in his ' Life 
of Henry VIII.,' describes a joust at whicli Henry was 

I»resent in France, where horses sliod with felt were brought 
Qto a marble hall. 
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It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : 1 *ll put it in proof; 
And when [ have stolen upon these sons-in-law, 
Then, kill, kiU, km, kill, kill, kill.* 

Eftier a Gentleman, wUh Attendants. 

Gefii. O, here he is; lay hand upon him. — 
Sir, 
Your most dear daughter — 
Lear. No rescue P What, a prisoner P I am 
even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 
You shall have ransom. Let me have surgeons, 
I am cut to the brains. 

Genf. You shall have anything. 

Lear. No seconds? all myself? 
Why, this would make a man, a man of salt, 
To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 
[Ay, and for laying autuom's dust. 

Gent. Good sir, — ^] 

Lear. 1 will die bravely, like a smug* bride- 
groom ; What ? 
I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king; 
My masters, know you that ? 

Geni. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there's life in't. CJome, an you 

get it, you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

[Exitmnningi Attendants y^//<?«7. 

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest 

wretch ; 

Past speaking of in a king! — lliou hast a 

daughter. 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : What's your willP 
Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle to- 
ward? 
Gent. Most sure, and vulgar : every one hears 
that. 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour. 

How near 's the other army ? 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot; the main 
descry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. I thank you, sir : that's all. 

Gent, Though that the queen on special cause 
is here, 
Her army is mov'd on. 
Edg. I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent. 



a Kill was the ancient word of onset in the Ecgllrh 
army, 
b The words in brackets are not in the folio, 
c 5m(i^.— This epithet is not found in- the quartos. 
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Glo, You ever gentle gods, take my breath 
from me ; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray yon, father. 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ? 

Edg, A most poor man, made tame to for- 
tune's blows;* 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows. 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your band, 
I 11 lead you to some biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks : 

The bounty and the benizon of heaven 
To boot, to boot ! 

Enler Steward. 

Stew. A proclaira'd prize ! Most happy ! 

That eyeless heaid of thine was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. — Thou old unhappy 

traitor. 
Briefly thyself remember : — ^The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. [Edgar opposes. 

Slew. Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Dar'st thou snpport a publish'd traitor ? Hence ; 
Lest that infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vurthcr 
'casion. 

Slew. Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

Edff. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let 
poor volk pass. An ch*ud ha' been zwagger'd 
out of my life, 't would not ha' been zo long as 
'tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not near th' 
old man ; keep out, che vor'ye, or ise try whe- 
ther your costard or my hallow** be the harder : 
Ch 'ill be plain with you. 

Slew. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Ch 'ill pick your teeth, zir : Come ; no 
matter vor your foins. 

[Theyjighl ; and Edgar knocks him down. 

Slew, Slave, thou hast slain me : — Villain, 
take my purse ; 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 
And give the letters, which thou find'st about me, 
To Edmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out 
Upon the English* party : — O, untimely death. 

IDles. 

Edg. I know thee well : A serviceable villain ; 

» To fortuned blow* — the quarto, hy. 

b Ballow — the quartos, bat. Grose, in his ' Provincial 
GUwisary,' gives ballow as a north-country word Tor poU. 
EiiKar in Hpeaking the Soniersetshire dialed. 

c EnglifA — so the folio; the quartos, British. (See In- 
troductory Notice.) 
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.As duteous to the vices of thy uiislress. 
As badness would desire. 

Glo. What, is he dead ? 

Elg. Sit you down, father ; rest you. — 
Let 's see these pockets : the letters that hi 

speaks o( 
May be my friends. — He b dead; I am onh 

sorry 
He had no other death's-man.— Let us see : — 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not : 
To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their 

hearts; 
Ti.eir papers, is more lawfuL 

[Reads.] * Let our reciprocal tows be remembered. You 
have many opportunities to cut him off; if your «ill want 
not, time and place will be fruitfully cfffVred. There is 
nothing done, if be return the conqueror ; then am I the 
prisoner, and his bed my gaol; from the loathed warmth 
whereof deliver me, and supply the place for your labour. 
* Your (wife, so 1 would say) affectionate servant,* 

* Guy SKI L.' 

O undistinguish'd space of woman's will ! — 

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life ; 

And the exchange, my brother! — Here, in the 

sands, 
'ITiee I 11 rake up, the post unsanctified 
Of murtherous lechers ; and, in the mature time. 
With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practis'd duke : For him 't is well. 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

[Eril Edgar, dragging onl the body. 
Glo, The king is mad : How stiff is my vile 

sense, 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better 1 were distract : 
So should my thoughts be sevcr'd from my 

griefs; 
And woes, by wroug imaginations lose 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Re-enler Edgar. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 
Come, father, I '11 bestow you with a friend. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VIL— J Ten I in Ihe French Camp. 
Lear on a Bed, asleep ; Physician, Gentle- 
men, and olhersj allcnding. 

Enler Cordelia and Kent. 

Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live and 
work, 

* We print this subscription as in the folio. It was ordi 
narily given thus : — 

•* Your wife ^so I would say), and your 

affectionate servant." 
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To matcli thy goodness? My life will be too 

short, 
And every measure fail me. 
Kent, To be acknowledged, madam, is o'er- 
paid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor more, nor clipp'd, but so. 

Cor, Be better suited : * 

These weeds are memories of those worser 

hours ; 
I prithee put them off. 

Kent, Pardon, dear madam : 

Yet to be known shortens my made intent : 
My boon I make it that you know me not, 
Till time and I think meet. 

Cor, Then be it so, my good lord.— How 
does the king ? {To the Pliysician. 

Pkys. Madam, sleeps still. 
Cor. O you kind gods, 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature ! 
The untun'd and jarring senses, O, wind up. 
Of this child-changed father ! 

Phifx. So please your majesty, 

That we may wake the king? he hath slept 
long. 
Cor, Be governed by your knowledge, and 
proceed 
F the sway of your own will. Is he array'd P 

Oe}U. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of sleep. 
We put fresh garments on him. 
Php. Be by, good madam, when we do awake 
him; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

[Cor, Very well. 

FhifA. Please you, draw near. — Louder the 

music there.**] 
Cor, my dear father ! Restoration hang 
Thy medicine on my Kps ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms, that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent. Kind and dear princess ! 

Co7. Had you not been their father, these 
white flakes 
Had challeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
'j'o be oppos'd agamst the jarring " winds ? 
[To stand against the deep dread-bolted thun- 
der; 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross-lightning? to watch (poor 

perdu !) 
With this thin helm ?]* Mine enemy's dog. 



» 5«i/e^-clothed. _ ^ ^ ,. 

b The lines in brackets are omitted in the folio, 
c Oppoid against Ihe jarrinp—The quartos, erpoed against 
the warring. , ^ , .. , ,i 

<l The lines in brackets are omitted in the folio. 



Though he had bit me, should have stood that 

night 
Against my fire. And wast thou fain, poor 

father. 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn. 
In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 
'T is wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. — He wakes ; speak to 
him. 
Ph^i. Madam, do you ; *t is fittest. 
Cor, How does my royal lord? How fares 

your majesty ? 
Lear. You do me wrong, to take me out o' the 
grave :— 
Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Qor. Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. You are a spirit, 1 know : When did 

you die ? 
Cor, Still, still, far wide ! 
Phys. He's scarce awkke; let him alone 

awhile. 
Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I ?— 
Fair day-light ? — 
I am mightily abus'd. — I should e*en die with 

pity, 

To see another thus.— I know not what to say. — 
I will not swear these are my hands : — let 's see ; 
I feel this pin prick. 'Would I were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor, 0, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hand in benediction o'er me : — 
No, sir,* you must not kneel. 

lear. Pray, do not mock me ; 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 
Fourscore and upward ; not an hour more nor 
less :^ 



» No. «ir— These words are not in the folio. 
»• Every rcarter of Sh ikspere. who became familiar with 
th's n.ost exquisite kcene through ihe editions of a quarter 
of a century ago, has read it thus: — 

•• Pray, do not mock roe : 

I am a very foolish, fond old man, 
Fourscore and upward ; and, lo deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind." 
That most Shaksperlan touch of nature— 

'• Fourfcore and upward; not an hour more nor le««"— 
has been mutilated by the variorum editors. The breaking 
a limb off an ancient statue would, to our minds, nut be a 
greater sacrilege. Tliey found the words *• not an hour more 
nor less " only in the folio, and they therefore rejected them. 
Malone says, •• The folio aisurdly adds, • not an hour more 
nor less,' i.e., not an hour more nor less than an indeter- 
minate number, for such is fourscore and upwards." Why, 
who is spcakingf One who speaks logically and collectedly t 
No! one who Immediately after says, ••! fear I am not in 
my perfect mind." It was the half-consclou-ness of the 
«• foolish, fond old man" which Shakspere meant to express 
by the mixture of a determinate and an in(ietemlnate idea 
-a depth of poetical truth which Steevens and Rltson call 
"the interpolation of some foolish player." 
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Act IV.] 



KING LEAR 



[SCSKE VIL 



And, to deal plainly, 

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 

Methinks I should know you, and. know this 

man; 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is : and all the skill I have 
Remembers not theae garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night : Do not laugh 

at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear, B« your tears wetP Yes, 'faith. I 
pray, weep not : 
If you have poison for me I will drink it. 
I know you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France ? 

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Ph^s. Be comforted, good madam : the great 

rage. 
You see, is kill'd * in him : [and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost.^] 



• Xi/rd— the quartos. mtaI. 

^ The words in brackets are omitted in the folia 



Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more. 
Till further settling. 

Cor. Will *t please your highness walk ? 
Lear. You must bear with roe : 

Pray you now, forget and forgive : I am old and 
foolish. 
[Exeunt Lear, Cordelia, Physician, 
and Attendants. 
[Geni. Holds it true, sir. 
That the duke of ComwaU was so slain? 
Kent. Most certain, sir. 

Cent. Who is the conductor of his people ? 
Kent. As H is said. 

The bastard son of Gloster. 

Cent. They say, Edgar, 

His banish'd son, is with the Earl of Kent 
In Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable. 

'T is time to look about ; the powers o* the b'ng- 

dom 
Approach apace. 

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. [Exit. 

Kent. My point and period will be throughly 
wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day's battle 's fought. 

[JEnV.*] 
a The scene in the folio concludes with Lear's speech—/ 
am old and foolish. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS OF ACT IV. 



• 8cs:s#! I.—** There is a cliffy whose hifjk and hefidin^ 
head 
Looks fearfully inihs confined deep." 

A CORRESPONDENT, who Uves in the neighbour- 
hood t)f Dover, has sent us the following particulars 
regarding Shakspere'a Cliff :-— " It sfcanda about a 
mile west of Dover Pier, and, by a trigonometrical 
©b8erv*tion taken by myself, ia 313 feet above 
high-water mark. Though, perhaps, somewhat 
sunken, I consider it to be of the same shape as it 
was in the di^s of our^eat dramatist : and, though 
it has been said that the word 'in' means that it 
overhung the see^ I imagine diflferently ; and that 
the bays oo each side of it, which make it a small 
promontory, are sufficient to account for the use 
of the word. You mudt perceive that the *half 
way down * must have projected beyond the sum- 
mit to enable the samphire-gatherer to procure the 
phmt." (See Illustration S.) The eolitarinefls of 
the cliff has gone ; though its " high and t>ending 
head" still ** looks fearfully" where it projects 
into the deep. The side of the promontory to- 
wards Dover is out down, and the tunnela of a 
railway there emei;ge from its heart. 



« Scene VI. 



* Bow fearful 



And dhuy 't is, to cast imes eyes so low I *' 
&c 

Dr. Johnson has the foil owing criticism on this 
tjelebrated passage :— " This descnption has been 
much admired since the time of Addison, who has 
remarked, with a poor attempt at pleasantry, that 
— ' He who can read it without being giddy has a 
very good head, or a very bad one.' The description 
is certainly not mean, but I am far from thinking 
it wrought to the utmost excellence of poetry. 
He that looks from a precipice finds himself as- 
sailed by one great and dreadful image of irresistible 
deHtruction. But this overwhelming idea is dis- 
sipated and enfeebled from the instant that the 
mind can restore itself to the observation of par- 
ticulars, and diffuse its attention to distinct objects. 
The enumeration of the choughs and crows, the 
samphire-man, and the fishers, counteracts the 
great efitect of the prospect, as it peoples the 
desert of intermediate vacuity, and stops the mind 
in the rapidity of its descent through emptiness 
and horror." 

In this criticism we detect much of the peculiar 
character of Johnson's mind, as well as of the 
poetical taste of the age in which he lived. 
Wordsworth, in his preface to the second edition 
of his poems, has shown clearly upon what false 
foundntions that criticism is built which would 
prefer high-sounding words, conveying only inde- 
terminate ideas, and call these the only proper 
language of poeti-y, in opposition to the simple 
and distinct language, ** however naturally ar- 
ranged, and according to the strict laws of metre," 
which by such criticism is denominated prosaic. 
Johnson was tht»roughly consistent in his dislike 
of the "observations of pai'ticulara," and the 



" attention to distinct objects." In Boswell's * Life' 
we have a more detailed account of his poetical 
creed, with reference to this very description of 
Dover cliff : — ** Johnson said tliai the doscription 
Df the temple, in * The Mourning Bride,' was the 
finest poetical passage he had ever read : he recol- 
lected none in Shakspeare equal to it, — 

(«• « How reverend is the ftce of this tall pile. 
Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd aiid poiid'rous roof { 
By its own weight made steadfast and uninov«akli> 
Looking tranquillity J It strikes on awe 
And terror on my aching sight. The tombs 
And nron omental caves of death look cCold, 
And shoot a chillncss to my trembling heart J ') 

« * But,' said Garrick, all alarmed for the god «• 
his idolatry, * we know not the extent and varia^ 
of his powers. We are to suppose there are such 
passages in his works : Shakspeare must not suffei 
fi-om the badness of our memories.* Johnson, 
diverted by this enthusiastic jealousy, want on 
with great ardour — * No, sir ; Congreve has nature* 
(smiling on the tragic eagerness of Garrick) ; but, 
composing himself, he added, * Sir, this is not com- 
paring Oongreve on the whole with Shakspeare on 
the whole, but only maintaining that Oongreve has 
one finer passage than any that can be found in 
Shakspeare. .... What I mean is, that you can 
show me no passage where there is simply a de- 
scription of material objects, without any inter- 
mixture of moral notions, which produces such an 
effect.' Mr. Murphy mentioned Shakspeare's de- 
scription of the night before the battle of Agin- 
court ; but it was observed it bad men in it. Mr. 
Davies suggested the speech of Juliet, in which 
she figures herself awaking in the tomb of her 
ancestors. Some one mentioned the description 
of Dover cliff. Johnson—' No, sir ; it should be 
all precipice— all vacuum. The crows impede 
your fell. The diminished appearance of the boats, 
and other circumstances, are all veiy good de- 
scription, but do not impress the mind at once 
with the hoiTible idea of immense height. The 
impression is divided ; you pass on, by computation, 
from one stage of the tremendous space to another. 
Had the girl in ' The Mourning Bride ' said she 
could not cast her shoe to the top of one of the 
pillars in the temple, it would not have aided the 
idea, but weakened it.' " 

Taken as pieces of pure description, there is 
only one way of testing the different value of the 
passages in Shakspere and Congreve— that is, by 
considering what ideas the mind receives from the 
different mocles adopted to convey ideas. But the 
criticism of Johnson, even if it could have esta- 
blished that the passage of Congreve, taken apart, 
was " finer " than that of Shakspere, utterly over- 
looks the dramatic propriety of each pa>*Bage. The 
"girl," in the * Mourning Bride' is soliloquising— 
uttering a piece of versification, harmonious enough, 
indeed, but without Jiy dramatic puijose. The 
mode in which Edgar describes the cliff is for the 
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ILLUSTUATIOKS OF ACT IV. 



special information of the blind Gloster - one who 
could not look from a precipice. The crows and 
choughs, the samphire-gatherer, the fisherman, the 
bark, the surge that is seen but not heard — each 
of these, incidental to the phice, is selected as a 
standard by trbtch Gloster can measure the alti- 
tude of the cliff. Transpose the description into 
the generalities of Oongreye's description of the 
cathedral, and the dramatic propriety at Iea«4t it 
utterly destroyed. The height of the cliff is then 
only presented as an image to Gloster s mind upon 
the vague assertion of his conductor. Let the de- 
scription begin, for example, something after the 
fashion of Congreve, — 

" How fearful is the edge at this nigh cliff! " 

and continue with a proper assortment of chalky 
crags and gulfs below. Of what worth then would 
be Edgar's concluding lines, — . 

" I Ml look no more; 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong f " 

The mind of Gloster might have thus received 
some *' idea of immense height," but not an idea 
that he could appreciate '* by computation.** The 
very defects which Johnson imputes to Shak- 
spere's description conntitute its dramatic merit. 
We have no hesitation in saying further, that they 
constitute its surpassing poetical beauty, apart from 
its dramatic propriety. 



8 Scene VI. 



-" iltjUf way dowi 



^Saiuphisc.J 



Uanrjs one that gcUltera samphire ; 
dreadful trade T 

Tliere can be little doubt that Shakspere woi 
locally acquainted with the neighbourhood or 
Dover. The cliffs in his time, as adjacent portiouH 
of the coast are now, were celebrated for the pro- 
duction of samphire. Drayton, in his, * Foly- 
olbion/ baa these lines : — 

" Some, his iU-season'd mouth that wisely understood, 
Rob Dover's neighbouring cleeves of sampyre, to excite 
His dull and sickly taste, and stir up appetite." 

The last line shows us the nses of samphire. It 
was and ia prepared as a pickle ; and it was in sncb 
demand that it was mentioned by Heywood, in a 
song enumerating the cries of London, — 

" I ha' rock-sampliier, rock-«amphiei." 



* ScEXS VI. — "ffadtt thou been aught but gossamer.'* 

There is a beautiful descnption of the gossamer 
in Romeo and Juliet, — 

" A lover may bestride the gossamer, 
That idles in the wanton summer air. 
And yet not fall, so light is vanity." 

It is needless to inquire whether Shakspere was 
aware that the filmy threads were the production 
of spiders. Spenser mentions them as " scorched 
dew." Without entiering into any detail of the 
controversy between naturalista as to the causes 
uf the phenomenon, in connexion with the spider, 
we may quote Gilbert White's remarks, attached to 
his interesting description of a shower of gossa- 
mei*8 : — 

'* The remark that I shall make on these cobweb- 
like appearances, called gossamer, is, that, strange 
and superstitious as the notions about them were 
formerly, nobody in these days doubts bat that they 
are the real production of small spiders, which 
swarm in the fields in fine weather in antumo, and 
have a power of shooting out webs from their tails, 
so as to render themselves buoyant and lighter 

than air. Every day in fine weather, 

in autumn chiefly, do I see those spiders shooting 
out their webs and mounting aloft : they will go 
off from your finger if you will take them into 
your hand. Last summer one alighted on my 
book, as I was reading in the parlonr, and, nmning 
to the top of the page, and shooting out a web, 
took its departure from thence. But what I most 
wondered at was, that it went off with considerable 
velocity in a place where no air was stirring, and I 
am sure that I did not assbt it with my breath. 
So that these little crawlers seem to have, while 
mounting, some locomotive power, without the use 
of wings, and to move in the air faster than the 
air itself." — History of Selbome, 



Digitized by 



Google 



[Dorer Caf^tlc, in the time of Elizabeth.] 



ACT V. 



SCENE l.—TAe Camp of the British Forces, 
near Dover. 

Eatery with drums and colours, Edmund, Regan* 
Officers, Soldiers, and others. 

Edm, Know of tlie duke if his last purpose 
hold; 
Or whether, since, he is advis'd by aught 
To change the course : He *s full of alteration, 
And self-reproving : — bring his constant plea- 
sure. [To an Officer, who goes out. 

Rpg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried. 

Edm, 'T is to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord. 

You know the goodness T intend upon you : 
Tell me,— but truly,— but then speak the truth. 
Do you not love my sister ? 

EdM. In honour'd love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother's 
way 
To the forefended place P 

Edm. [That thought abuses you. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been con- 
junct 
And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers.*] 

* The lines in bniclcets are omitted in the folio; as well 
as the sulwequent passaRes in the same scene so marlced, as 
spoken by Goneril) Albany, and Edmund. 



Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear ray 
lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not : — 
She, and the duke her husband, 

Enter Albany, Gonrril, and Soldiers. 

[Gun. I had rather lose the battle than that 
sister 
Should loosen him and me. [As\de.\ 

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met. — 
Sir, this I heard, — The king is come to his 

daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forced to cry out. [Wliere I could not be honest, 
I never yet was valiant : for this business. 
It toucheth us as France invades our land. 
Not holds the king ; with others, whom, T 

fear. 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly.] 

Reg. Why is this reasoned P 

Gon. Combine together 'gainst the enemy : 
For these domestic, and particular broils 
Are not the question* here. 

• The quesUo»~\he qnaitos, to question. 
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Act v.] 



KING LEAR 



(scRvxt n.,iir. 



Atb, Let's then detennine with the ancient 

of war 
On our proceeding .• 
[Edm. 1 shall attend yon presently at your 

tent.] 
Reg. Sister, you *11 go with us ? 
Gon, No. 
Reg. 'T b most convenient ; pray yon go with 

us. 
QoH. O, ho, I know the riddle: [Aside.'] I 

will go. 

As tkey are going out, enter Edgab, disguised. 

Edg, If e'er your grace had speech with man 
so poor. 
Hear me one word. 

Alb. I '11 overtake you. — Speak. 

[Exeunt Edmund, Ebgan, Goneril, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this 
letter. 
If yon have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : if you miscarry, 
Your business of the world hath so an end, 
And machination ceases. Fortune love you ! 

Alb, Stay till I have read the letter. 

Edg, I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry. 
And I '11 appear again. [Exit. 

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will o'erlook thy 
paper. 

Re-enter Edmund. 

Edm. The enemy's in view, draw up your 
powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength and foroes 
By diUgent discovery : — but your haste 
Is now urg'd on you. 
Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit, 

Edm, To both these sbters have I sworn my 
love; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take ? 
Both ? one ? or neither ? N«i4)»er ean- bo enjoj'd. 
If both remain alive : To take the widow, 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Qoneril ; 
And hardly shall I carry out ray side 
Her husband being alive. Now then, we '11 use 
His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 



* Proceeding — Ihe quartos, proeeedlngi. 
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Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 
The battle done, and they within our power. 
Shall never see his pardon : for my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit. 

SCENE 11.—^ Field between the two Camps. 
Alarum within. Enter, with drum and colours, 
Lear, Cordelia, and their Forces ; and exeunt. 

Enter Edgar and Gloster. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host; pray that the right may 

thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 
I 'U bring you comfort. 

Olo, Grace go with you, sir ! 

[Exit Edgar. 

Alarums ; afterwards a retreat. Re-enier Edgar. 

Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away ; 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Oio. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here. 

Edg, What, in ill thoughts again P Men must 
endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeness is all : Come on. 

Glo. And that 's true too. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE m.— rAtf British Camp near Dover. 

Enter^ in conquest, with drum and colours, Ed* 
MUND; Lear and Cordelia, as prisoners ; 
Officers, Soldiers, ^c, 

Edm. Some officers take them away: good 
guard; 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 

Cor, We are not the first. 

Who, with best meaning, have incurred the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, I am cast down ; 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's 

frown.— 
Shall we not see these daughters and these sis- 
ters? 
Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let 's away to 
prison ; 
We two alone will sing like birds i* i\it cage : 
When thou dost ask me blessing, 1 '11 kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we '11 live, 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and langh 
At gUded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of com-t news ; and we '11 talk with them 

too, — 
Who loses, and who wins : who 's ii^ who 's out* 
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Act v.] 



KING LEAR. 



[SCEKK III. 



And take upon ns the mystery of things. 
As if we were God's spies : and we 'U wear out. 
In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm, Take them away. 

Lear, Upon such sacrifices, my CJordelia, 
The gods themselves throw incense. Have I 

caught thee P 
He that parts us shall bring a brand from heaven 
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 
The good years* shall devour them, flesh and 

feU,»> 
Ere they shall make us weep : we 'U see them 

starve first. 
Come. [Exeunt Leab and Coedelia, guarded, 

Edm. Ck)me hither, captain ; hark. 
Take thou this note ; [giving a paper"] go, follow 

them to prison ; 
One step I have advanced thee : if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : — ^Thy great employ- 
ment 
Will not bear question ; — either say, thou *lt do 't, 
Or thrive by other means. 

Off. I'lldo't,mylord. 

Edm, About it ; and write happy, when thou 
hast done. 
Mark,— I say, instantly ; and carry it so 
As I have set it down. 

[Off. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; 
If it be man's work I will do it.^ [Exit Officer. 

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, . 
Officers, and Attendants. 

Alb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant 
strain, 
And fortune led you well : You have the captives 
Who were the opposites of this day's strife : 
I do require them of you, so to use them. 
As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 



* Good pear* — so the folio ; the qnartos, " the good shall 
devour them." The ordinary reading is goujeers. We sub- 
join a note from Tieck :— " The ' good geares ' of the folio is 
used ironically for the bad year— the year of pestilence; and, 
like il mat anno of the Italians, had been long used as a 
curse in Englai.d. And yet the editors, who understood 
tile poet as little as their own language, made out of this — 
th goHjeert— morbus gallicus. Why, even old Florio, who 
might have known pretty well, is tutored that, when he 
translates U wmI anno by good gear, he ought to have written 
gonjem.*' 

b Fell—ikin. 

e These lines are omitted in the folio ; and so also the 
subsequent words and lines in Edmund's speech, each of 
which is marked in brackets. 



To some retention [and appointed guard ; ] 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more, 
To pluck the common bosom on his side. 
And turn our impressed lances in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I sent the 

queen; 
My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. [At this time 
We sweat and bleed: the friend hath lost his 

friend; 
And the best quarrels, m the heat, are curs'd 
By those that feel their sharpness :— 
The question of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place.] 

J16. Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a subject of this war. 
Not as a brother. 

Reg. That *s as we list to grace him. 

Metlunks our pleasure might have been de- 
manded, 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers • 
Bore the commission of my place and person ; 
The which immediacy may well stand up, 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon. Not so hot : 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself. 
More thau in your addition.^ 

Beg. In my rights. 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Gon. Tihai were the most if he should husband 
you. 

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon. Holla, holla I 

That eye that told you so looked but a-squint. 

Reg. Lady, I am not well ; else I should an- 
swer 
From a full-fiowing stomach. — General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 
Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 

A16. The let-alone lies not in your good-will. 

Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title 
thine. [To Edmund. 

Alb. Stay yet ; hear reason : — ^Edmund, I 
arrest thee 
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, 
This gilded serpent : [Pointing to GoN.]— for 

your claim, fair sister, 
I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 

* AddiUoH'~the quartos, advancement. 
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'T is she is sub-contracted to this lord, 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 
If you will marry make your loves to me, 
My lady is bespoke. 

GoH. An interlude ! 

Alb. Thou art arra'd, Gioster :— Let the 
trumpet sound : 
If none appear to prove upon thy person, 
Tliy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 
There is ray pledge ; [Throwing doirn a giote."] 

I 'U make * it on thy heart. 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 
. Reg. Sick, O, sick ! 

Oon. If not, 1*11 ne*er trust medicine.*' [J*iffe. 

Edm. There 's my exchange : [^Throwing down 
a glooe.'] what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies : 
Call by the trumpet : he that dares approach. 
On him, on you, (who not ?) I wDl maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

Alb. A herald, hoa ! 

\_Edm. A herald, boa, a herald ! ** 

Alb."] Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy sol- 
diers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. My sickness grows upon me. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my teut. 
[Exit Regan, led. 
Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 

[Off. Sound, trumpet !] [A trumpet sounds. 

Herald reads. 
If any man of quality or degree, within the lists of the 
«nny, will maintain upon Edmund, supposed earl of Gioster, 
that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear by the third 
sound of the trumpet : He is bold in his defence. 

[Edm. Sound !] [1 Trumpet. 

Her. Again. [2 Trumpet. 

Her. Again. [3 Ti-umpel. 

[Trumpet answers toithin. 

Enter Eloar, armed^ preceded by a trumpet. 

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o' the trumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 

Your name, your quality ? and why you answer 
^i'his present summons P 

Edg. Know, my name is lost ; 

* 3fa4:«— the qnartos, prore. 
b Medicine — the qunrtos, poison, 

e 'J'his speech is not found in the folio, nor the two subse- 
quent exclaro.itions of •• Sound, trumpet ! " and " Round!" 
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By treason's tooth bare gnawn, and canker-bit : 
Yet am I noble, as the adversary 
I come to cope withal. 

Alb. Which is that adversary ? 

Edg. What 's he that speaks for Edmund earl 
of Gioster? 

Edm. Himself; — ^What say'st thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy sword ; 

Thai, if my speech offend a noble heart. 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine. 
Behold, it is my privilege. 
The privilege of mine honours, 
My oath, and my profession ; * I protest, — 
Maugre thy strength, place, youth, and eminence. 
Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune. 
Thy valour, and thy heart, — Thou art a traitor : 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extremest upward of thy heiid, 
To the descent and dust below thy feet, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, * No,' 
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak. 
Thou liest. 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name ; 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike. 
And that thy tongue some say^ of breeding 

breathes, 
Wliat safe and nicely I might well delay. 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 
With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart ; 
Which, (for they yet glance by, and scarcely 

bruise,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Wliere they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, 
speak. 
[Alarums. They fight. 'ED'iSVVTi/alls. 

Alb. Save him, save him ! 

Gott. This is practice,** Gioster : 

By the law of war,'* thou wast not bound to an- 
swer 
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish'd. 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame. 

Or with this paper shall 1 stop it: — Hold, 



* We print as in the folio. The quartos read,— 

** Behold, it is the privilege of my tongue, 
My oath and profession." 

A modem reading is — 

" Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours. 
My oath and my profession." 

»> Sojf — assay. (See note on Act i., Sc, ii.) 
c Practice — the quartos, merf practice. 
d IV nr — tlie quartos, arms. 
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Thou worse than anv name, read tliine own 

evil : — 
No tearing, ladj ; I perceive you know it. 

\_Gioes the letter to Edmund. 

Gon. Say, if I do : the laws are mine, not 
thine : 
Who can* arraign me for 't ? [£r// Goneril. 

Alb. Most monstrous ! 

Know*st thou this paper ? 

EJm. Ask me not what 1 know> 

Alb. Go after her : she 's desperate ; govern 
her. [To an Officer, who f/o€.s out. 

Edm. What you have cliarg'd me with, that 
have I done, 
And more, mucli more: the time will bring it put; 
'T is past, and so am I : But what art thou 
That liast this fortune on me ? If thou art noble 
I do forgive thee. « 

Edg. Let 's exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 
If more, the more thou hast wrong*d me. 
My name is Edgar, and thy father's son. 
The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to plague" us : 
The dark and vicious place where thee he got 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, *t is true .: 

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness : — I must embrace thee ; 
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg. Worthy prince, I know *t. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself? 
How have you known the miseries of your 
father ? 

Edg. By nursing them, my lord. — List a brief 
tale ; — 
And when 'tis told, 0, that my heart would 

burst ! — 
The bloody proclamation to escape 
That followed me so near, (O our lives' sweet- 
ness! 
That wo the pain of death would hourly die,^ 
Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 



* Can— the quartos, shall. 

b We place the exit of Goneril as in the folio. The ex- 
clamation of Albany — " Most monstrous ! " is the natural 
result of her unyielding haughtiness. The question of Al- 
bany—" Know'st thou this paper ? " is, in the folio, answered 
by Edmund—'* Ask me not what I knoxT." In the quartos, 
however, which have been followed by ihe variorum editors, 
this reply is given to Goneril. But why should Albany 
address this question to Goneril, when he has previously 
said to her—" No tearing, lady ; / perceive pom know it." 

c Plague — the quartos, tcourge. 

A We print this line as in the folio. The quarto read- 
U»g is— • 

•• That with the pain of death we 'd hourly die." 



Into a mad-man's rags ; to assume a Semblance 
That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious stones new lost; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him. sav'd him from despair; 
Never (O fault !) reveal'd myself unto him. 
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm'd ; 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 
I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him our pilgrimage : but his flaw'd heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
'T wixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd me, 
And shaU, perchance, do good : but speak you 

on; 
You look as you had something more to say. 

AIL If there be more, more woeful, hold it in ; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 
Hearing of this. 

[Edg. This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but another, 
To amplify too much, would make much more. 
And top extremity. 
Whilst I was big in clamour, came there in a 

man, 
Who, having seen me in my worse estate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd society ; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms 
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As he *d burst heaven ; threw him on my father ; 
Told the most piteous talc of Lear and him, 
That ever ear receiv'd : which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet 

sounded. 
And there I left him tranc'd. 

Alb. But who was this ? 

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent; who in 
disguise 
Followed his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave.''] 

Euter a Gentleman hastilg, with a bloodg knife, 

Gent. Help ! help ! help ! 
Edg. What kind of help P 

Alb. Speak, man. 

Edg. What means this bloody knife ? 
Geut. *T is hot, it smokes ; 

It came even from the heart of — she *s dead. 
Alb. Who dead ? speak, man.*> 



» The lines in brackets, beginning — " This would have 
seem'd a period," are omitted in the folio, 
b We give the passage as in the folio. The quarto reads-^ 

" It came from the heart of 

Alb, Who, man t speak I - 
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Gent, Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister 
By her is poison'd ; she confesses it. 

Edm. I was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an instant. 

Edg, Here comes Kent. 

Jib, Produce the bodies, be they alive or 
dead! — 
This judgment of the heavens that makes us 

tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. {^Exit Gentleman. 

Enter Kent. 

O, is this he?* 
The time will not allow the compliment. 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent. I am come 

To bid my king and master aye good night ; 
Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ! — 

Speak, Edmund, where 's the king ; and where 's 

Cordelia P— 
Bee'st thou this object, Kent ? 

[The bodies ^Goneml and Eegan are 
brought in, 
Kent. Alack, why thus P 
Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd : 

The one the other pobon'd for my sake. 
And after slew herself. 
Alb. Even so.— CJover their faces. 
Edm. I pant for life : Some good I mean to do. 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, — 
Be brief in it,— to the castle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia ; — 
Nay, send in time. 
Alb. Run, run, 0, run — 

Edg. To who, my lord ? — Who has the office P 
send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on ; take my sword. 
Give it the captain. 
Alb. Haste thee, for thy life. 

[Ktit Edgajl 
Edm, He hath commbsion from thy wife aud 
me . 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair. 
That she fordid herself. 
Alb. The gods defend her ! Bear him hence 
awhile. [Edmund is borne (^. 

Enter Lear, with Cordelia, dead in his amis : 

Edgar, Officer, and others, 
Lear, Howl, howl, howl! — O, you are men 
of stones ; 
Had I your tongues and eyes I *d use them so 



a The qUartot, 0! itUlu. 
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That heaven's vault should crack : — She's gone 

for ever ! — 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She 's dead as earth : — Lend me a looking-glass ; 
If tliat her breath will mist or stain the stone. 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent, Is this the promised end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror ? 

Alb, Fall, and cease ! 

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so. 
It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good master ! [Kneeling. 

Lear. Prithee, away. 

Edg. 'T is noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murtherers, traitors 
all! 
I might have sav'd her; now she *s gone for ever ! 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 
What is 't thou say*st ? — Her voice was ever sofl., 
Gentle, a^d low ; an excellent thing in woman : — 
I kiU'd the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Q^ *T is true, my lords, he did. 

Lear, Did I not, fellow ? 

I have seen the day, with my good biting faul- 

chion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me. — Who are you? 
Mine eyes are not o* the best:— 1*11 tell you 
straight. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov*d and 
hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lear, This is a dull sight. Are you not Kent ? 

Kent, The same ; 

Your servant Kent: Where is your servant 
CaiusP 

Lear, He 's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He '11 strike, and quickly too : He *s dead and 
rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord; I am the very man; — 

Lear, I '11 see that straight. 

Kent, That, from your first of difference and 
decay. 
Have followed your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else ; all 's cheerless, dark, 
and deadly. — 
Your eldest daughters have fore-done^ them- 
selves. 
And desperately are dead. 



* thf! promWd end— the end of the world foretold in the 
Scriptures. The "image of that horror" is the same as 
" the great doom's image " of Macbe h. 

b Forr.-donc — the quartos, for c- doom' d. We have pre 
viously had/or-tftJ used in the same sense of destroy. 
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Lear, Ay, so I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he says ; and vain it is 
That we present us to him. 

Edg, Very bootless. 

Enter an Officer. 

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb. That 's but a trifle here.— 

You lords, and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this great decay may come 
Shall be applied : For us, we will resign, 
During the life of this old majesty, 
To him our absolute power: — You, to your 
rights ; \To Edgab, and Kent. 

With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. — All friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cap of their deservings. — 0, see, see ! 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd ! * No, no, 
no life: 



*" Andmy poor fool is hang'd. Sir Joshua Reynolds, whose 
taste in one branch of art entitles him to the greatest consi- 
deration when he offiers an opinion upon another branch, 
believes that Lear applies the expression literally to his Fool, 
and not to Cordelia. Malone, with great gravity, says, in 
controverting this opinion, "Lear has just seen his daughter 
hanged, having unfortunately beeti admitted too late to pre- 
serve her life, though time enough to punish the perpetrator 
of the act; but we have no authority whatsoever for sup- 
posing his Fool hanged also." Malone has also shown that 
the expression was used by Shakspere in other places as a 
word of tenderness. It might, indeed, be here employed 
something like the "excellent wretch" of Othello; but we 
cannot avoid thinking that Shakspere, in this place, meant 
to express a peculiar tenderness, derived from Lear's con- 
fused recollection of his regard for his poor follower, the 
Fool, whom we have lost after the third act. In the depth 
of his distress, during the storm, Lear says — "Poor fool 
and knave, I have one part in my heart that's sorry yet for 
thee." And now, when the last and deepest calamity has 
fallen upon him, his expressions »hape themselves out of 
the indistinctness with which he views the present and the 
past, and Cordelia is his " poor fooL" 



Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 
And thou no breath at all P Thou 'It come no 

more. 
Never, never, never, never, never ! — 
Pray you undo this button : Thank you, sir. — 
Do you see this? Look on her, — look, — ^her 

lips,— 
Look there, look there ! — ^He dies. 

Bdg. He faints ! — My lord, my lord, — 

Kent. Break, heart ; I prithee, break ! 
Bdg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost : 0, let him pass ! he 
hates him 
That would upon the rack of this rough a world 
Stretch him out longer. 
Bdg. He is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is he hath endur'd so long : 
He but usurp'd his life. 

Alb. Bear them from hence. — Our present 
business 
Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain 
\To Kent and Edgar. 
Rule in this realm, and the gor'd state sustain. 

Kent. 1 have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 
My master calls me^** — I must not say, no. 
Alb. The weight of this sad time we must 
obey; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most : we that are young 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

{Exeunty with a dead march^ . 

» Rouffh. The original reads iough. Pope made the 
correction, 
t* My master calls m«~the quarto has the line thoa— 

" My master calls, and I must not say no." 
c This is the original stage directioii. 



[Normau Gateway, Dover Castle.] 
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SUPPLEMENTARY NOTICE. 



Cbiticism, as far as regards the vtry highest works of art, must always be a failure. What criti- 
cism (and in that term we include description and analysis) ever helped us to an adequate notion 
of the Belvedere Apollo or the Cartoons of Raffaelle? We may try to apply general principlea 
to the particular instances, as far as regards the ideal of such productions ; or, what is more common, 
we may seize upon the salient points of their material and mechanical excellences. If we 
adopt this comparatively easy and therefore common course, criticism puts on that technical and 
pedantic form which is the besetting sin of all who attempt to make the great works of painting | 

or sculpture comprehensible by the medium of words. If we take the more difficult path, we are 
quickly involved in the vague and ob8Cui*e, and end in explanations without explanation. "The 
Correggiescity of Correggio," after all, and in sober truth, tells as much as the critics have told us. 
And is it different with poetry of the very highest oixler? What criticism, for example, can make 
the harmony of a very great poem comprehensible to those who have not studied such a poem again 
and a^ain, till all its scattered lights, and all its broad masses of shadow, are blended into one 
pervading tint upon which the mind reposes, through the influence of that mighty power by which 
the force of contrast is subjected to the higher force of unity ? Criticism may, to a certain extent, 
stimulate us to the appreciation of the great parts of the highest creations of poetical genius; but 
in the exj^ct degree in which it is successful in leading to a comprehension of details is it injurious 
to the higher purpose of its vocation — ^that of illuminating a whole. It is precisely the same with 
regard to the modes in which even the most tasteful minds attempt to convey impressions to others 
of the effects of real scenery. There are probably recollections lingering around most of us of 
some combination of natural grandeur or beauty which can never be forgotten — which has moved 
us even to tears. What can we describe of such scenes? Take a common instance— a calm river 
sleeping in the moonlight — familiar hills, in their massy outlines looking mountain-like— the well- 
known village on the river's bank, giving forth its cottage lights, each shining as a star in the 
depth of the transp^irent stream. The description of such a scene becomes merely picturesque. 
It is the harmony which csmnot be described— the harmony which results from some happy com- 
binations not always, and indeed rarely, present —which has thus invc^^d the commonest things 
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with life-laat.ng impreasionB. The "prevailing poet," in hia great productlona, convei-ts what is 
uooidental in nature into a principle in art. But the workings of the principle must, to a great 
extent, be felt and understood rather than analysed and described. 

Hazlitt, applying himself to write a set criticism upon Lear, says — " We wish that we could pass 
this play over, and say nothing about it All that we can say must fall tax short of the subject, or 
even of what we ourselves conceive of it To attempt to give a description of the play itself, or of 
its effect upon the mind, is mere impertinence." This is not affectation. The "effect upon the 
mind" which Lear produces is the result of combinations too subtle to be described — almost so to be. 
doftned to ourselves ; and yet, to continue the sentence of Hazlitt, " we must say something." 

There is an English word-joiner — author we will not call him — who has had the temerity to 
accomplish two things, either of which would have been enough to have conferred upon him a bad 
immortality. Nahum Tate has succeeded, to an extent which defies all competition, in degrading the 
Psalms of David and the Lear of Shakspere to the condition of being tolerated, and perhapn even 
admired, by the most dull, gross, and anti-poetical capacity. These were not easy tasks ; but Nahum 
Tate has enjoyed more than a century of honour for his labours ; and his new versions of the Psalms 
are still sung on (like the Shepherd in Arcadia piped) as if they would never be old, and his Lear was 
the Lear of the playhouse at the time of the publication of our first edition, with one solitary excep- 
tion of a modem heresy in favour of Shakspere. To have enjoyed so extensive and lasting a popularity, 
Nahum Tate must have poesessed more than ordinary power in the reduction of the highest things to 
the vulgar standard. He set about the metamorphosis of Lear with a bold hand, nothing doubting 
that he had an especial vocation to the office of tumbling that barbaric pile into ruins, for the purpose 
of building up somethmg compact, and pretty, and modem, after the fashion of- the architecture of bis 
own age. He talks, indeed, of his feat in the way in which the court jeweller talks at the beginning 
of a new reign, when he pulls the crown to pieces, and re-arranges the emeralds and rubies of our 
Edwards and Henries according to the newest taste. " It is a heap of jewels, unstrung and un- 
polished, yet so dazzling in their disorder that I soon perceived I had seized a treasure." We are 
grateful, however, to Tate for what he has done; for he has enabled us to say something about 
Shakspere's Lear, when, without him, we might have shrunk into " expressive silence.*' We propose 
to show what the Lear is, in some of its highest attributes, by an investigation of the process by which 
one of the feeblest and most prosaic of verse-makers has turned it into something essentially different. 
Tate thus becomes a standard by which to measure Shakspere ; and we are relieved from the oppressive 
sense of the vast by the juxtaposition of the minute. We judge of the height of the pyramids by the 
scale of the human atoms at their base. 

Shelley, in bis eloquent 'Defence of Poetry,' published in his 'Posthumous Essays,' &c, has 
stated the grounds for his belief that the Lear of Shakspere may sustain a comparison with the 
master-pieces of the Greek tragedy. " The modem practice of blending comedy with tragedy, though 
liable to great abuse in point of practice, is undoubtedly an extension of the dramatic circle ; but the 
comedy should be as in King Lear, universal, ideal, and sublime. It is, perhaps, the intervention of 
this principle which determines the balance in favour of King Lear against the (Edipus Tyrannus or 
the Agamemnon, or, if you will, the trilogies with which they are connected ; unless the intense 
power of the choral poetry, especially that of the latter, should be considered as restoring the 
equilibrium. King, Lear, if it can sustain that comparison, may be judged to be the most perfect 
specimen of the dramatic art existing in the world." We can understand this now. But if any 
writer before the commencement of the present century, and indeed long after, had talked of the 
comedy of Lear as being " universal, ideal, and sublime," and had chosen that as the excellence to 
balance against "the intense power of the choral poetry" of -^schylus and Sophocles, he would have 
been referred to the authority of Voltaire, who, in his letter to the Academy, describes such works 
of Shakspere as forming " an obscure chaos, composed of murders and buffooneries, of heroism and 
meanness, of the language of the Halles and of ttie highest interests." 

In cerbun schools of criticism, even yet^ the notion that Lear " may be judged to be the most perfect 
specimen of the dramatic art existing in the world " would be treated as a mere visionary conceit ; 
and we should still be reminded that Shakspere was a "wild and irregular genius," producing these 
results because he could not help it. In France are now scarcely heard the feeble echoes of the contest 
between the disciples of /he romantic and the classic schools. ISL Guizot stated, some forty years 
ago, with his usual acuteness and good sense, some of the mistakes into which the opponents br the 

Tbaqediks.— Vol. I. 2 H 4^5 
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romantic icliool liad fallon, from not perceiving that the productions of that school contained within 
themselves a principle of art. " This intellectual ferment can never cease, as long as the question 
shall be mooted as a contest between science and barbarism — ^the beauties of order and the irregular 
influences of disoi-der ; as long as we shall obstinately refuse to see, in the system of which Shakspere 
has traced the first outlines, nothing more than a liberty without restraint — an indefinite latitude, 
which lies open as much to the freaks of the imagination as to the course of genius. If the romantic 
system has its beauties, it has necessarily its art and its rules. Nothing is beautiful for man which 
does not owe its effect to certain combinations, of which our judgment may always disclose to ns the 
secret when our emotions haye borne witness to their power. The employment of these combi- 
nations constitutes art. Shakspere had his own art To discover it in his works we must examine 
the means which he used, and the results to which he aspired.*' * These combinations, of which 
Qiiizot speaks, were as unknown to what has been called the Augustan age of English literature as 
file properties of electro*magnetism ; and poor Kahum Tate did not imfitly represent his age when 
he said of Lear, " It is a heap of jewels, unstrung and unpolished, yet so dazzling in their disorder 
that I soon perceived I had seized a treasure." The principle of appropriation here is exquisite- 
But, after all, we fancy that Tate was someting like the cock in the fable, who, huving found the 
jewel, in his secret heart wished it had been a grain of barley. Be this as it may, he set to work in 
good earnest in the stringing and polishing process. Let ns proceed to examine the character of his 
workmanship. 

Coleridge has remarked emphatically, what every diligent student of Shakspere must have been 
impressed with, the striking judgment which he displays in the management of his first scenes. The 
first scene of Lear is very short, perfectly simple, has no elaborate descriptions of character, and 
contains only a slight and incidental notice of the events upon which the drama is to turn. Of course 
Tate rejected this scene ; and, without the necessary preparation of the dialogue between Kent and 
Oloster, he brings at once Edmund before us in the soliloquy, *'Thou, nature, art my goddess.** 
Shakspere, in his soliloquies, makes his characters pursue a certain train of ideas to a conclusion ; and 
by causing them to think aloud, he is enabled, without the slightest violation of propriety, to give the 
audience a due impression of their latent motives. He very rarely employs this expedient, but he 
never employs it in vain, or goes beyond its legitimate use. We have an example in the soliloquy of 
lago at the end of the first act of Othello ; and the soliloquy of Edmund in the second scene of Lear 
has precisely the same object in view. Tate, not understanding the art of Shakspere, and having no 
dramatic art in himself, makes the soliloquy an instrument for telling the audience what has 
happened ; and instead of exhibiting the management by which Gloster is made to distrust and hate 
Edgar, he gives ns a narrative of the afiair, which Edmund tells to the audience imder the pretence of 
talking'to himself : — 

" With sucesM 
I '▼• praetis'd yet on both their easy natures. 
Here comes the old man, chaf 'd with the information 
Which last I forg'd against my brother Edgar ; 
A tale so plausible, so boldly utter'd. 
And heighten'd by such lucky accidents, 
That now the slightest circumstance confirms him. 
And base-bom Edmund, spite of law, inherits." 

It is no part of the plan of this notice to point out the differences between the language of Tate and 
the language of Shakspere. It is with the conduct of the drama only that we wish to deal Qloster, 
of course, after this preparation, enters in a furious passion. 

The main business of the tragedy, by Tate's arrangement, has been thus made subordinate to the 
secondary plot But Lear is not quite forgotten : Gloster says to Kent^ — 

" My lord, you wait the king, who comes resolv'd 
To quit the toils of empire, and divide 
His realms amongst his daughters. Heav'n sucoeed it, 
But much I fear the change." 

To which Kent replies,— 

" Vie de Shakspeare. 
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«• I grieve to see him, 
With such \rild starts of passion liourly seiz'd 
As render miOc>^ beneath itself." 

Wc may be sure that if a dramatic purpose would have been served by a description of the temper of 
Lear, instead of an exhibition of it, Shakspere would have introduced sttch a description. But thiit 
WAS not his art ; it was for the jewel-stringer to convey impressions by such clumsy and common-place 
means. We have one more new combination to notice in Tate's introductory scene ~Edgar and 
Cordelia in love. Of the results of this combination we shall have presently to speak. 1u the mean 
time, let the lovers explain themselves through the nine lines in the preparation of .which Tate has put 
out his poetical strength :-•> 

" Edgar. Cordelia, royal fair, turn yet once more, 

And ere successful Burgundy receive 

The treasure of thy beauties Arom the king. 

Ere happy Burgundy for ever fold thee, 

Cast back one pitying look on wretched Edgar. 

" Cord. Alas ! what would the wretched Edgar with 

The more unfortunate Cordelia t 

Who, in obedience to a father's will, 

Flies from her Edgar's arms to Burgundy's." 

The second scene of Tate, like the second scene of Shakspere, exhibits the trial by Lear of his 
daughters' affections, and the subsequent division of the kingdom. It was perfectly dear that in 
changing the dramatic situation of Cordelia, Tate would destroy her character. But it is not within 
the range of human ingenuity to conjecture how effectually he has contrived to render one of the 
loveliest of Shakspere's creations not only uninteresting, but positively repulsive — he has produced 
a selfish and dissimulating Cordelia. These are the first words which she utters : — 

" Now comes my trial. How am I distresi'd 
That must with cold speech tempt the choleric king 
Rather to leave me dowerless, than condemn me 
To Burgundy's embraces ! " 

" Of the heavenly beauty of soul of Cordelia, pronounced in so few words, I will not venture to 
speak." This was the impression which Shakspere's Cordelia produced upon Schlegel In the whole range 
of the Shaksperian drama there is nothing more extraordinary than the effect upon the mind of the 
character of Cordelia. Mrs. Jameson has truly said, " Everything in her seems to lie beyond our 
view, and affects us in a manner which we feel rather than perceive." In the first act she has only 
foi-ty-three lines assigned to her : she does not appear again till the fourth act, in the fourth scene of 
which she has twenty-four lines, and, in thi seventh, thirty-seven. In the fifth act she has five lines. 
Yet during the whole progress of the play we can never forget her ; and, after its melancholy dose, 
she lingers about our recollections as if we had seen some being more beautiful and purer than a thin^ 
of earth, who had communicated with us by a higher medium than that of words. And yet she is no 
mere abstraction ; — she is nothing more nor less than a personification of the holiness of womanhood. 
She is a creature formed for all sympathies, moved by all tenderness, prompt for all duty, prepared for 
all suffering ; but she cannot talk of what she is, and what she purposes. The King of France describes 
the apparent reserve of her character as 



She herself says, — 



" A tardiness in nature, 
Which often leaves the history unspoke 
That it intends to do." 



" If for I want that glib and oily art. 
To speak, and purpose not ; since what I well intend, 
I '11 do 't before I speak." 



But the conception of a character that should fill our minds without much t:dk, and withal 
magniloquent talk, was something too ethereal for Tate, the jewel-polisher : so Cordelia is turned into 
a Fi*ench intrigante. She does not profess as her sisters professed, not because she wanted the 
" glib and oily art," but because she desired to accomplish a secret purpose, that was to be carried by 
silence better than by words — she would lose her dower that she might marry Edgai*. One more 
specimen of the Tatification of CordeKa, and we have done. The love-scenes, be it understood, go 
forward; and in the third act Cordelia, herself wandering about^ encoimters Edgar in his ma<I 
2 H 2 4C7 
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disguise. The ''tardioeas in nature" of Shakspere is thus interpreted in the production which 
"Garrick and his followers, the showmen of the scene,** have inflicted upon us almost up to the 
present hour, under the sanction of Dr. Johnson : — 

" Cord. Come to my anna, thou dearest, best of men. 

And take the kindest vows that e'er were spoke 

By a protesting maid. 

" Bdg. Is't possible? 

" Cord. By the dear rital stream that bathes my heart. 

These hallow'd rags of thine, and naked virtue. 

These abject tassels, these fantastic shreds, 

To me are dearer than the richest pomp 

Of purpled monarchs." 

Need we exhibit more of the Cordelia which is not Shakspere's ? 

The mixed character of Shak8pere*8 Lear has been admirably dissected by Coleridge: — "The 
strange, yet by no means unnatural, mixtm-e of selfishness, sensibility, and habit of feeling, derived 
from, and fostered by, the particular rank and usages of the individual ; the intense desire of being 
intensely beloved, — selfish, and yet characteristic of the selfishness of a loving and kindly nature 
alone ; — the self-supportless leaning for all pleasure on another's breast ;— the craving after sympathy 
with a prodigal disinterestedness, frusti-ated by its own ostentation, and the mode and nature of its 
claims;— the anxiety, the distrust, the jealousy, which more or less accompany all selfish affections, 
and are amongst the surest contradistinctions of mere fondness from true love, and which originate 
Lear*s eager wish to enjoy his daughters* violent professions, whilst the inveterate habits of sove- 
reignty convert the wish into claim and positive right, and an incompliance with it into crime and 
treas(m;~ these facts, these passions, these moral verities, on which tho whole tragedy is founded, 
are all prepared for, and will to the retrospect be found implied, in the first four or five lines of the 
play.'* They are implied, certainly, but the character which they make up is not described by 
Shakspere. When Regan and Qoneril speak slightingly of their father, immediately after he has 
been lavishing his kingdom upon them, it is not the object of the poet to make us understand Lear, 
but to make ua imderstand Regan and Qoneril. This, again, was Shakspere's art: — Tate, the 
representative of the vulgar notion of art, must have a defined character— something positive, 
something generic — a bad man, a good man — a mild man, a passionate man — a good son, a cruel son. 
Upon this principle the Lear of Tate is the choleric king. Because Qoneril chai-acteristically speaks 
of *Hhe unruly waywardness that mfirm and choleric years brmg with them,** Qloster, in Tate, is 
made to say of Lear, — 

*' Yet has his temper ever been unflx'd, 
Chol'ric and sudden; " 

and, as if this were not enough to disturb an audience in the proper comprehension of the real Lear, 
we must have Cordelia call him "the choleric king," and, last of all, Lear himself must exclaim, in 
the trial-scene, "'tis said that I am choleric" And now, then, that we have got a choleric king — 
a simple, unmixed, ranting, roaring, choleric king, he is in a fit condition to be stirred up by " the 
showmen of the scene." Charles Lamb would be immortal as a critic if he had only written these 
words:— "Tate has put his hook in the nostrils of this leviathan, for Gariick and his followers, 
the showmen of the scene, to draw the mighty beast about moi-e easily." All the wonderful grada- 
tions of his character are utterly destroyed ; — all the thin partitions which separate passion from 
wildness, and wildness from insanity, and insanity from a pai-tial restoration to the most intense of 
human feelings, — a father's concentrated love ;— all these ti-aces of what Shakspere only could effect, 
are utterly destroyed by the stage conception of Lear, such as has been endured amongst us for 
more than a century. When the "showmen" banished the Fool, they rendered it impossible that 
the original nature of Lear should be understood. It is the Fool who interprets to us the old 
man's sensitive tenderness lying at the bottom of his impatience. He cannot bear to hear that ** the 
Fool hath much pined away."— "No more of that, I have noted it well.'* From the Fool, Lear 
can bear to hear truth ; his jealous pride is not alarmed : he indeed calls him *' a pestilent gall," 
" 'V bitter fool ; " but the 

•• Poor, Infirm, weak, and deiipis'd old man," 

in the depths of his misery, having scarcely anything in the world to love but the Fool, thus clings to 
him : — 

" My wits begin to turn.— 
Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy f Art cold ? 
408 
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I am cold myself.— Where is this straw, my fellow t 
The art of our necessities is strange. 
That can malce vile things precious. Come, your hovel ; 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for thee." 

And all this is gone in the stage Lear. The " universal, ideal, and sublime " comedy, of which the 
Fool is the principal exponent, would have been incomprehensible to the Augustan age. We are 
quite sure that Tate would have got rid of the assumed madness of Edgar, if he had not found it 
convenient for the purpose of tacking a love-scene to it. As it is, he has brought the mad Tom 
and the mad king into juxta-position. We do not suspect Tate of comprehending the metaphysical 
principle upon which Shakspere worked, and which Coleridge has so well expounded :—" Edgar's 
assumed madness serves the great purpose of taking off part of the shock which would otherwise 
be caused by the true madness of Lear, and further displays the profound difference between the 
two. In every attempt at representing madness throughout the whole range of dramatic literature, 
with the single exception of Lear, it is mere light-headedness, as especially in Otway. In Edgar's 
ravings, Shakspeare all the while lets you see a fixed purpose, a practical end in view; in Lear's 
there is only the bpoding of the one anguish, an eddy without progression." Tate has left us this 
contrast ; but he has taken away the Fool, which completes the wonderful power of the third act 
of Shakspere's Lear. The Fool, as well as Edgar, takes off part of the shock which would other- 
wise be caused by the madness of Lear, whilst he yet contributes to the completeness of that 
moral chaos which Shakspere has represented — "all external nature in a storm, all moral nature 
convulsed." A writer of very rare depth and discrimination has thus described these scenes of 
which Edgar and the Fool make up such important accessories : — " The two characters, father and 
king, so high to our imagination and love, blended in the reverend image of Lear—fto/A in their 
destitution, yet botJ^ in their height of greatness — the spirit blighted, and yet undepressed— the wits 
gone, and yet the moral wisdom of a good heart left unstained, almost unobscured — the wild raging 
of the elements, joined with human outrage and violence to persecute the helpless, imresistlng, 
almost unoffending sufferer — and he himself in the midst of all imaginable misery and desolation, 
descanting upon himself, on the whirlwinds that drive around him, and then turning in tenderness 
to some of the wild motley associations of sufferera among whom he stands — all this is not like 
what has been seen on any stage, perhaps in any reality ; but it has made a world to our imagination 
about one single imaginary individual, such as draws the reverence and sympathy which would seem 
to belong properly only to living men. It is like the remembrance of some wild perturbed scene of 
real life. Everything is perfectly woefnl in this world of woe. The very assumed madness of Edgar, 
which, if the story of Edgar atood alone, would be insufferable, and wo^d utterly degrade him to us, 
seems, associated as he is with Lear, to come within the consecration of Lear's madness. It agrees 
with all that is brought together ; — the night — the storms — the houselessness — Gloster with his eyes 
put out— the Fool — the semblance of a madman, and Lear in his madness, — are all bound together by 
a strange kind of sympathy, confusion in the elements of nature, of human society, and the human 
soul ! Throughout all the play is there not sublimity felt amidst the continual presence of all kinds 
of disorder and confusion in the natural and moral world ; — a continual consciousness of eternal order, 
law, and good ? This it is that so exalts it in our eyes." ♦ 

The love-scene between Edgar and Cordelia, in the first scene of the first act of Tate's Lear, 
was an assurance, under the hand cind seal of Tate, that the piny would end happily. He might 
be constrained, in the impossibility of wholly destroying Shakspere, to exhibit to us some of the 
most terrific conflicts of human passion, and the most striking displays of human suffering. He 
could not utterly conceal the tenible workings of the mind of Lear, which had been laid bare by 
the "explosions of his passion." But he takes care to let it be understood that there is nothing 
real in this ; that all will be right in the end ; that, though the flames rage, the house is insured ; 
that a wedding and a dance will terminate the play much better than the "dead march " of Shakspere. 
** Cordelia," says Dr. Johnson, " from the time of Tate, has always retired with victory and felicity. 
And if my sensations could add anything to the general suffrage, I might relate, I was many years ago 
BO shocked by Cordelia's death, that I know not whether I ever endured to read again the last scenes 
oL the play till I andertook to revise them as an editor." 

• ' Blackwood's Magailue,' vol. v. 
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Thb was a bold or a lazy avowal in Johnson ; for Aristotle describes the popular admiration of the 
tragedy which ends happily for the good characters, and fatally for the bad, as a result of the " wenk- 
ness of the spectators ; " * and though Johnson vigorously attacked Aristotle's Unities— or rather the 
doctrine of the Unities imputed to Aristotle — the good critic must have been sleeping when he gave 
his voice to the general suffrage at the risk of being accounted weak. Johnson was too clever a man 
not to know that he lost something by not reading ** the last scenes" of Shakspere's Lear ; and we have 
considerable doubts whether he ever looked into the last scenes of Tate's Lear. Carrying the principle 
to the end with which we set out, we venture to print the last scene of each writer in apposition ; and 
we ask our readers to apply the scale of Tate, in the manner which we have indicated, to the 
admeasurement of Shakspere : — 



[Tate.] 

"Enter Albany, Kevt, and Knights to Lear and 
Cordelia in Prison, 

Lear. Who are you? 
My eyes are none o' th* best. 111 tell you straight : 
Oh, Albany I Well, sir, we are your captives, 
And you are corae to see death pass upon us. 
Why this delay f— Or, ia't your highness' pleasure 
To give us first the torture f Say you sot 
Why here's old Kent, and I, as tough a pair 
As e'er bore tyrant stroke ; — ^but my Cordelia, 
My poor Cordelia here, O pity: 

Alb. Thou injur'd majesty, 
The wheel of fortune now has made her circle. 
And blessings yet stand 'twixt thy grave and thee. 

Lear. Com'st thou, inhuman lord, to sooth us back 
To a fool's paradise of hope, to make 
Our doom more wretched 7 Go to i we are too well 
Acquainted with misfortune, to be gull'd 
With lying hope; no, we will hope no more. 

Alb. Since then my injuries, Lear, fall in with thine, 
I have resolv'd the same redress for both. 

Kent. What says my lord ? 

Cord. Speak ; for methought I heard 
The charming voice of a descending god. 

Alb. The troops by Edmund rais'd, I have disbanded : 
Those that remain are under my command. 
What comfort may be brought to cheer your age. 
And heal your savage wrongs, shall be apply'd ; 
For to your majesty we do resign 
Your kingdom, save what part yourself conferr'd 
On us in marriage. 

Kent. Hear you that, my liege. 

Cord. Then there are gods, and virtue is their care. 

Lear. Is't possible? 
Let the spheres stop their course, the sun make halt, 
The winds be hush'd, the seas and fountains rest. 
All nature pause, and listen to the change 1 
Where is my Kent, my Caius f 

Kent. Here, my liege. 

Lear. Why, I have news that will recall thy youth ; 
Hal didst thou hear't?— or did th* inspiring gods 
Whisper to me alone ? — Old Lear shall be 
A king again. 

Kent. The prince, that like a god has pow'r, has said it. 

Lear. Cordelia then shall be a queen, mark that; 
Cordelia shall be queen : winds, catch the sound. 
And bear it on your rosy wings to heav'n, 
Cordelia is a queen. 

Aib. Look, sir, where pious Edgar comes, 
Leadtag his eyeless father. O my liege, 
His wond'rous story well deserves your leisure; 
What he has done and suflfer'd for your sake, 
iVliat for the fair Cordelia's. 



[Shakspere.] 

"Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms; Edgar, 
Officer, and others. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl I — O, you are men of stones; 
Had I your tongues and eyes I'd use them so 
That heaven's vault should crack : — She's gone for ever 1^- 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She's dead as earth : — Lend me a looking-glrss; 
If that iter breath will mist or stain the stone. 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end f 

Edg. Or image of that horror! 

Alb. • Fall, and cease ! 

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives I if it be so. 
It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent, O my good master ! [Kneeling. 

Lear, Prithee, away. 

Edg. T is noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murtherers, traitors allt 
I might have sav'd her; now she's gone for ever!^ 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha I 
What is't thou say'st? — Her voice was ever soft. 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent tiling in woman :-— 
I kiU'd the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Of. Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow f 

I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 
And these same crosses spoil me.— Who are you ? 
Mine eyes are not o' the best: — I'll tell you straight. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated. 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight. Are you not Kent 7 

Kent. The same ; 

Your servant Kent : Where is your servant Caius t 

Lear. He's a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
He'll strike, and quickly too: He's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord j I am the very man ; — 

Lear. I '11 see that straight. 

Kent. That, from your first of diflferencc and decay, 
Have follow'd your sad steps. 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else; all's cheerless, dark, and 
deadly. — 
Your eldest daughters have fore-done themselves, 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. Ay, so I think. 

Alb. He knows not what he says; and vain it Is 
That we present us to him. 

Edg. Very bootless. 

Enter an Officer. 
Off. Edmund is dead, my lord. 



Alb. 



That's but a trifle bew.- 



• Treatise on Tjctry— Twining's Translation. 
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Reenter Edoau with Glosteb,, l.h. 
Olost. Where's my liege? Conduct me to Uis knees, 
to hail 
His second birth of empire : My dear Edgar 
Has, with himself, reveal'd the king's blest restoration. 
Lear. My pooi dark Gloster! 
Glott. O let me kiss that once more scepter'd hand t 
Lear. Hold, thou mistak'st the mi^esty; kneel here; 
Cordelia has our pow'r, Cordelia's queen. 
•Speak, is not that the noble, suflTring Edgar? 
Glost, My pious son, more dear than my lost eyes. 
Lear. I wrong'd him too; but here 's the fair amends. 

• ••«•• 
Edg. Divine Cordelia, all the gods can witness 
How much thy love to empire 1 prefer. 
Thy bright example shall convince the world, 
Whatever storms of fortune are decreed, 
That truth and virtue shall at last succeed. 

(Flourish •/ Drunu and Trumpets.)" 



You lords, and noble friends, know our intent 
What comfort to this great decay may come 
Shall be applied : For us, we will resign, 
During the life of this old majesty, 
To him our absolute power :— You, to your rights : 

[To Edgar and Kent. 
With hoot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. — All fHends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings.— O, see, seel 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd ! No, no, no life : 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life. 
And thou no breath at all? Thou 'It come no more. 
Never, never, never, never, never 1— 
Pray you undo this button : Thank you, sir. — 
Do you see this? Look on her, — look,— her lips, — 
Look there, look there I— [He dies. 

Edg. He faints !— My lord, my lord,— 

Kent. Break, heart ; I prithee, break 1 
Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost: O, let him pass ! he hates him 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

♦ # • • • • 

[Exeunt with a dead march.** 

And wliy do we ask any one of onr readers to compare what cannot be compared ? — why do we put one 
of the most divine conceptions of poetry side by side with the meanest interpretation of the most 
unimaginative feelings— equally remote from the verisimilitude of common life, as from the truth of 
ideal beauty ? It is, as we have said before, because we feel unable to impart to others our own con- 
ceptions of the marvellous power of the Lear of Shakspere, without employing some agency that may 
give distinctness to ideas which must be otherwise vague. There is only one mode in which such a 
production as the Lear of Shakspere can be underatood — ^by study, and by reverential reflection. The 
age which produced the miserable parody of Lear that till within a few years has banished the Lear of 
Shakspere from the stage, was, as far as regards the knowledge of the highest efforts of intellect, a 
presumptuous, artificial, and therefore empty age. Tate was tolerated because Shakspere was not read. 
We have arrived, in some degree, to a better judgment, because we have learnt to judge more humbly. 
We have learnt to compare the highest works of the highest masters of poetry, not by the pedantic 
principle of considering a modepi great only to the extent in which he is an imitator of an ancient, 
but by endeavouring to comprehend the idea in which the modem and the ancient each worked. The 
Cordelia of Shakspere and the Antigone of Sophocles have many points of similarity ; but they each 
belong to a different system of art It is for the highest minds only to carry their several systems to 
an approach to the perfection to which Shakspere and Sophocles have carried them. It was for the 
feeblest of imitators, in a feeble age, to produce such parodies as we have exhibited, under the 
pretence of substituting order for irregularity, but in utter ignorance of the principle of order which 
was too skilfully framed to be visible to the grossness of their taste. 



[Sophocles.] 
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